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Prologue 

In Carmarthen, England, beneath a full moon and approximately nine months before Merlin’s birth, a ten-year-old girl climbed down from a wooden lab-type table. The girl was wearing everyday clothes for the time period, and once her feet had touched the wooden floor of the twenty by twenty-five foot room she marveled over her physical appearance.

“This will work nicely,” the girl said in a low volume voice after a second of examining herself.

“What’s going on?!” a woman’s scared voice was heard from across the room. The girl turned towards the forty-year-old woman. The woman was on her feet while looking in a nearby decorative mirror and lightly dragging her fingers over her face. “I’m an old lady and I look like Marbella!”

“You’re not an old lady,” the girl told the woman.

The woman faced the girl before saying in a frightened voice, “You… you look like me… the way I should look.”

“Breena, it’s me Marbella. You’re in my body and I’m in yours.”

“How did this happened, Marbella?”

“I’m a sorceress and I needed a different body…”

“You did this? You made me into an old lady?”

“You’re not an old lady,” Marbella insisted. “And unfortunately—for you anyway—I can’t allow you to live to become an old woman.”

“You’re going to kill me?” Breena asked worriedly. “But you’ve been nice to me. You said that we were friends.”

“It’s not anything personal, Breena… or should I say Marbella. The king had found out that I was a sorceress and now his men are hunting me. So I needed a new body. Witches and warlocks don’t possess the power that I need and therefore, I needed a young sorceress or a young wizard’s body to hide in and your body was the only sorceress’s body available.”

“But… but I’m no sorceress,” Breena insisted.

“Oh, but you are… or were,” Marbella told her. “When you were only two the king had your father along with several others executed for sorcery. Your mother didn’t want to tell you, and normally I would’ve waited until you were eighteen to switch bodies with you, but as I said, the king’s men are hunting me and I’ve lived too many centuries to die now. Anyway, Breena, I’ll try to make this as quickly as possible for you.”

Tears flowed down Breena’s cheeks as she said sullenly, “I don’t want to die.”

“Neither do I,” Marbella said before casting the incantation to destroy Breena. The incantation was short and within seconds, Breena screamed as she was being consumed in a burst of flame.

Once Breena had disappeared from sight, Marbella stepped up to the decorative mirror and recited another incantation.

When the glass of the mirror clouded over, she instructed, “Show me the wizards and sorceresses who will be born during the next forty years.”

When a group of people with russet skin appeared in the mirror, Marbella ordered, “Show me their land and how to get to them.”

Marbella’s eyes had widened in horror when the mirror had shown her that the only wizards and sorceresses who were to be born in the next forty years were located in what will be known in the future as the New World.

“That’s across the monster-infested seas, and in a part of the world I’ve never heard of before. Show me something closer.” When the mirror couldn’t show Marbella anything closer, she continued with, “Okay, Breena will not be the last sorceress who I’ll switch bodies with. So if a wizard or a sorceress won’t be born within the next forty years, then I’ll have to change that. I’ll summon a spirit of a dead wizard… of a powerful wizard, and I’ll have that spirit impregnate a few women. That should give me a few options. And hopefully the king won’t discover them and have them executed before they reach eighteen.”

During the passing minutes, Marbella prepared the incantation and then cast it to bring forth a spirit of a powerful wizard.

It took thirty minutes to prepare the incantation and summon the spirit. Once she had sent the spirit to the sleeping women throughout Britain someone began to pound on the front door.

Marbella quickly moved to hide the evidence that sorcery had been used and just as she was hiding the last of the evidence, the sound of the front door being forced open was heard.

Marbella moved towards the door and saw ten soldiers piling in. When the leader of the group saw Marbella, he uttered, “Good Lord, Breena! What are you doing here?!”

“Marbella invited me.”

“Marbella is a sorceress,” the leader quickly informed. A staged expression of surprise came across Marbella’s face. “So you shouldn’t be here, and you shouldn’t be out at all after dark.”

“It’s dark out?!” Marbella uttered in her staged sincere tone.

“It is…”

Again Marbella’s sincerity was staged as she interrupted with, “Wow, the time had slipped away from me!”

“I’ll make sure you get home safely,” the soldier assured her. “Right now though, I need you to tell me where is Marbella.”

Marbella gestured towards the door while saying, “She stepped out to get some water. That was some time ago though.”

A second soldier stepped up and suggested, “Marbella could’ve seen us coming and took off.”

“Possible,” the leader said. He then barked out, “Torch the place!”

“Is that necessary?” Marbella quickly questioned. “I mean, since Marbella is gone, what will torching the place solve?”

“It will make anything in here useless,” the leader said. “So if she’s outside watching us, and waiting for us to leave so she can gather her magical charms then she’s going to be leaving this region empty handed.”

Marbella gestured towards the mirror while saying, “I like that mirror. It’s pretty. So can I have it?” When an uncertain expression came across the leader’s face, Marbella begged, “Please?”

The leader sighed before turning towards one of his men and saying, “Make sure that Breena gets home safely and assist her with the mirror.”

“Yes, Sir,” the soldier said.

Marbella hugged the leader in a staged gratifying manner while saying, “Thank you.”

“Okay, well, you need to get home,” the leader said while breaking her hug.

“I will,” Marbella assured him as the soldier assigned to escort her home was removing the mirror from the wall.

“And next time, Breena, keep better track on the sunlight. You shouldn’t be out this late.”

Marbella nodded while saying, “I will.”

The soldier assigned to escort Marbella stepped up with the mirror in his hands while saying, “Let’s go, Breena.”

“Bye,” Marbella told the soldiers.

“Bye,” the soldiers echoed before Marbella could follow her escort towards the door.

As Marbella was living Breena’s life during the passing days, she learned that Breena would get cryptic psychic dreams.

Marbella had switched bodies with a sorceress who was also a seer once before, so although Breena might not have understood what she was dreaming, Marbella certainly did.

As the days turned into weeks and weeks turned into months, Aldan and five other women were showing signs of being pregnant; however, when Marbella consulted the mirror, only Aldan was going to give birth to a wizard.

After Merlin was born, and during the passing years, Marbella kept an eye on Merlin, and kept him from harm.

By the time Merlin had reached the age of eight, Merlin had discovered that he had magical powers. Marbella was surprised that Merlin’s ability was emerging before he reached adolescence. She also had quickly instructed Merlin to keep his powers a secret, and as an incentive for him to do so, she offered to teach him a few things in the art of magic.

As instructed by Marbella, Merlin had kept his secret, but after Merlin had reached the age of ten Aldan had learned about Merlin’s secret as well.

After Merlin had reached the age of fifteen, Marbella woke with a terrible psychic dream of Merlin being too powerful of a wizard for her to swap bodies with.

Marbella quickly got out of bed and stepped up to the mirror. After casting the incantation, Marbella instructed the mirror, “Show me what would happen if I attempt to swap bodies with Merlin.”

Marbella’s eyes had again widened in horror when the mirror had shown her, her death if she would attempt to switch bodies with Merlin.

“Show me what would happen if I attempt to swap bodies with any of his children.”

Again the mirror showed Marbella her death if she would attempt to switch bodies with any of Merlin’s children.

“Merlin and any of his children will be too powerful for me to swap bodies with.” Marbella then rhetorically asked, “How can I fix this problem of these wizards and sorceresses being too powerful for me to swap bodies with?”

Marbella was slightly stunned as the mirror showed her the answer. She then smiled before saying, “That’s it. The powers of Merlin’s children must be split and I know exactly how to go about it.”

During the following six nights, as Merlin slept, Marbella would cast an incantation that gave Merlin terrible nightmares. In his nightmares, Merlin’s evil-doing children would be as equally as powerful as he, and his children would kill him in the future along with turning the world into a hellish wasteland.

Because of the nightmares Marbella was giving Merlin, Merlin was only averaging three hours of sleep each night, and after a week of not getting enough sleep, Merlin sought out his twenty-six-year-old magic tutor for advice.

Marbella was outside feeding her chickens when Merlin staggered up to her. She saw right away that Merlin looked exhausted.

“Are you feeling well, Merlin?” Marbella asked before Merlin could say as to why he was there. “You look terrible.”

“A reoccurring nightmare has been keeping me from sleeping at night, and I feel as terrible as you seem to think I look.”

“Perhaps I can help. What is this nightmare that you’ve been having?”

“My dreams have been telling me that any children I would father would be as equally as powerful as me and each of them will be corrupted with evil. I decided a few days ago not to have kids, but the nightmares keep coming.”

“Yes, well, there are sorceresses out there more powerful than you are, Merlin, who would bewitch you to get them pregnant, so planning on not having kids and not having kids can be two different things.”

“There must be a way to stop it,” Merlin insisted.

“Stopping them just might make them angry,” Marbella told him. “I say let them have what they want times two.”

“What are you talking about?!” Merlin demanded. “That would be worse.”

“Twins, Merlin,” Marbella began. Merlin gave Marbella a confused look. “I know of an incantation that you can cast on yourself that would cause any of your children to be born as a twin, and each twin would only have half of your powers.”

“So one twin alone wouldn’t be powerful enough to cause the destruction that I had witnessed in my dreams.”

“Exactly,” Marbella agreed.

“But not twins; triplets,” Merlin corrected.

“Triplets?” Marbella echoed curiously.

“I would feel more comfortable if my children were born as triplets.”

“Okay, well, the incantation that I have is more for twins to be born, but modifying it to where triplets would be born shouldn’t be a problem,” Marbella said.

“How soon can we do it?”

“You shouldn’t be in such of a hurry.”

“If you had the dreams that I’ve been having, you would be in a hurry as well,” Merlin retorted.

“Right,” Marbella said with a slight grin. “Give me thirty minutes to modify the incantation.”

Merlin nodded before following Marbella into her cottage.

During the first few minutes of Marbella modifying the incantation Merlin doodled images of the moon and stars on a piece of paper.

Two rats then caught Merlin’s attention. He magically summoned the rats to him with only a gesture of his hand, and as he picked up one of the rats, Marbella stared curiously at him.

When Merlin saw the look that he was getting, he asked her, “What?”

“That rat just came straight to you,” Marbella pointed out.

“Yes,” Merlin said in a confused tone. “They don’t come to you if you would summon them?”

“No,” Marbella said also in a confused tone. “What other animals can you summon?”

“I can get any animal… and any bird to come to me, or even get them to do what I want.”

“Fascinating,” Marbella said in an impressed tone. “You have excellent control over the four main elements; better than anyone else I’ve seen, in fact. And now you had just demonstrated that you have command over the beasts.”

“My children shouldn’t… it’s too much power for one person to wield,” Merlin said. “Control over two of the elements is fine or even over the beasts, but not everything.”

Marbella grinned before saying, “Okay, you had just given me what I needed to complete the modified incantation. Your children will be born as triplets. One will have control over the elements… Fire and Water; another over the Earth and Air, and the third over the beasts.”

Merlin grinned before saying, “That sounds good. Do it.”

Marbella thought for a second before nodding and beginning again on writing out the modified incantation.

Before Marbella was able to get too far into it, Merlin added, “I should be able to identify which ability each one of them has.”

Marbella’s eyes wandered as she thought of how to do it. She then caught sight of Merlin’s doodle.

A grin came across Marbella’s face as she pointed out, “Your doodles are always about the moon and stars.”

“Yes, well, I feel connected to the moon and stars,” Merlin defended.

“Hey, there’s nothing wrong with it. The full moon gives strength to our powers, and I just brought it up because the moon and stars seem to be your mark. Some sorcerers throughout the ages have even placed their mark on their children by magically creating birthmarks among them. It wouldn’t be difficult at all to place a moon and three stars birthmark among your children. And the darkest star of the birthmark will tell you what your child’s power will be.”

Merlin nodded before saying, “Okay. Do it.”

Marbella nodded with a slight grin before continuing.

Marbella was done with the modified incantation within ten minutes and within a few minutes after that, Merlin cast it on himself.

Once Merlin had left the cottage, Marbella had consulted her mirror and learned that her plan had worked as well as she had hoped for.

As the years slowly passed, Merlin had never discovered Marbella for what she really was, and several generations later, Marbella—after she had switched bodies with a younger sorceress for the fourth time after Merlin’s birth—had discovered that her modified incantation was slightly flawed. On every third generation among Merlin’s descendants twins were being born, which had weakened the line further.

To counteract this unforeseen blunder, Marbella reintroduced a forgotten ritual that a wizard would use to steal powers from another wizard, thus causing the Wizards Wars among Merlin’s descendants that lasted for centuries.



Chapter One 

“Are you Harris Bradley, the brother to Tanya Anderson?” he heard a man ask after he had sluggishly answered the phone as he continued to lie in bed.

It was the first Tuesday of October at 3:58 A.M., Savannah, Georgia time within the first two decades of the twenty-first century, and the phone call had awakened Harris and his wife Allyson.

The twenty-six-year-old man glanced at the alarm clock before he answered with his British accent, “Yes. Who is this?” 

“This is Detective Sykes of the Kansas City Police Department. Your sister Tanya and her husband Michael were involved in a serious auto accident. I’m sorry, Mr. Bradley, but your sister and brother-in-law had died soon after reaching the hospital.”

“My God!” Harris uttered as he shot up into a sitting position, along with swinging his feet around until they were touching the floor.

“What is it?!” Harris’s twenty-three-year-old wife asked worriedly in her southern accent as she too sat up.

Harris gestured for Allyson to wait as Detective Sykes continued with, “The doctor was able to deliver your sister’s daughter in time though.”

“Oh God, that’s right!” Harris uttered in a tone as if the memory of his sister being pregnant was brought back suddenly. “She was eight months pregnant with a girl. How is she?”

“What’s going on?!” Allyson demanded.

Harris again gestured for Allyson to wait as Detective Sykes replied, “In spite of her being born premature she’s doing excellent; however, according to my paperwork, you, your wife and Michael’s sixteen-year-old sister Ellen are the only ones listed as being Tanya and Michael’s next of kin.”

“Yes, well, we are the only ones living within the States,” Harris said. “To Tanya that is. Ellen does have relatives, but I don’t know where or how to get in touch with them.”

“Okay, well, Ellen is a minor, and so I’ll need you and your wife to come to Kansas City and claim custody of Ellen and your newborn niece. Otherwise the two will be placed in foster homes.”

“Yes, of course. My wife and I will be there as soon as humanly possible,” Harris assured Detective Sykes.

“Where will we be as soon as humanly possible?” Allyson again demanded to know.

When Harris again gestured for Allyson to wait, Allyson just grunted her annoyance of not being answered.

“Okay, I’ll see you and your wife when you two get here. Bye,” Detective Sykes said during Allyson’s grunt.

“Bye,” Harris said in a low and distant tone.

As Harris was hanging up the phone, Allyson demanded, “Will you tell me what in hell is going on?!”

In the same low and distant tone, Harris said, “Tanya and Michael were in an accident.”

“Oh my God!” Allyson uttered as her worry deepened. “Are they okay?!”

“No; they’re not,” Harris said. “They both were killed, but the doctor was able to deliver their daughter before it was too late.”

“Oh my God!” Allyson uttered in a shock tone.

“We have to leave for Kansas City tonight,” Harris informed as he went to stand up.

“Yes; of course,” Allyson said as she quickly stood as well.  Harris went to put on his pants as Allyson went to put on a robe. “I’ll pack and you can call the airport for flight schedules.” Once Harris put on and buttoned his pants, he stood introverted as tears filled his eyes. “Harry?”

Harris came out of his thoughts and looked at Allyson. As tears flowed down his cheeks he said, “Tanya’s dead.”

Allyson moved to and gave Harris a consoling hug. As she gently stroke Harris’s hair, Harris cried harder.

After a few seconds Allyson told Harris, “Tanya still needs you, Harry. Her daughter needs you.”

Harris broke the hug and as he collected his composure, he said, “Right.” He then gestured towards the bedroom door. “I’ll call the airport.”

When Allyson gave Harris a sympathetic nod, Harris turned and left the room.

In Kansas City, Missouri, at a two-story house within a nice neighborhood, an attractive and socially liked sixteen-year-old girl—a girl who actually looked slightly younger than her actual age—had been awakened from her sleep from the noise of someone pounding on the front door.

As she moved from the stairs towards the door with a baseball bat in a ready-to-strike position, she yelled out, “I called the police!”

“We are the police—I’m Detective Bradshaw of the Kansas City Police Department!” a male voice shouted back. The teenager went to the peephole and saw three men who were each dressed in a business casual manner. “Ellen Anderson?! Did you hear me?! I’m Detective Bradshaw of the Kansas City Police Department!”

“Hold your badge up at the peephole to where I can see it,”  Ellen ordered.

“For Pete’s sake,” Ellen heard before watching one of the three men holding up a badge. “There! Satisfied?”

Ellen slightly hesitated and without verbally answering Detective Bradshaw she put the bat down and went to unlock the front door.

Once the door was open, Ellen demanded to know, “What’s this about?”

“Can we come in?” Detective Bradshaw asked politely.

“Can you give me a second so I can stash my drugs?” Ellen jokingly requested. When the three shot her disturbed looks she quickly continued with, “Come in and look. I’m joking. I don’t even do drugs.”

As the three men stepped in, the second man said, “Yes, well, all joking aside, we’re here on serious business.”

“I didn’t think you woke me to sell me tickets to the Policemen’s Ball,” Ellen retorted as the third man shut the door. “And I know I didn’t do anything wrong, which brings me back to my recent question—what’s this about?”

“Ellen Anderson, I am Jared Claiborne… a social worker,” the second man said while extending his hand to shake hands. Ellen just stared at his hand as if it was disease-infected, and after a brief moment, Jared dropped his handshake offer. “Yes, well, anyway, I’m here… we’re here because we have terrible news about your brother Michael and sister-in-law Tanya.”

“What about them?!” Ellen demanded to know in a worried tone.

“There was an accident on the highway…” Jared was only able to get out.

“They’re okay though, right?!” Ellen quickly interrupted with.

“I’m… I’m afraid not,” Jared informed. “They died after reaching the hospital.”

Ellen’s knees buckled slightly and before she fell completely, she went to sit down at where she was standing.

Detective Bradshaw went to catch her, but before he could she uttered, “No! I need to sit!”

“Okay,” Detective Bradshaw said while backing off and allowing her to sit.

Just after Ellen sat down she cried into her hands.

Jared waited for a brief moment before squatting next to Ellen and saying gently, “Before Tanya died, the doctor was successfully able to deliver her daughter.”

Ellen raised her head slightly before asking in a slight stupor, “The baby’s alive?”

“She is,” Jared said before stating at what hospital her niece was in.

“I’m an aunt,” Ellen said somberly.

“Ellen, I’ll need you to come with me,” Jared informed her before he stood again.

“Come with… where?” Ellen asked somberly.

“There’s a foster couple with a room prepared for you,” Jared said. “They’re caring for two kids already so…”

“No!” Ellen quickly uttered in an unyielding tone.

“Being that you’re a minor, you can’t stay here alone,” Jared told her.

“I want to see my niece,” Ellen insisted.

“I’m sure Mr. and Mrs. Hunter will allow it during visitation hours,” Jared said.

Ellen stood up and demanded through her clench teeth, “I want to see my niece now!”

Before Jared or the two detectives could respond, there was a knock at the door followed by a woman calling out, “Ellen! It’s Jane.”

“She’s my neighbor,” Ellen supplied as Detective Brad-shaw moved towards the door.

Detective Bradshaw pulled out his badge, and once he opened the door, he held it up for Jane to see.

After a second of staring at the badge, Jane faced Ellen before saying, “Ellen can be headstrong and at times a smart-aleck, but she’s no criminal or troublemaker.”

“Mike and Tanya are dead,” Ellen got out before she began sobbing again.

“Dead?!” Jane uttered in a shocked tone. “How?!”

“They were involved in an accident on the highway,” Detective Bradshaw said. “The doctor was able to save their baby though.”

“Okay, well, may I enter?” Jane strongly requested. “So I can console her.”

Detective Bradshaw gestured for her to proceed while saying, “Come in.”

Seconds later, as Ellen was embracing Jane’s consoling hug, Jane asked, “Is there anything I can do for you?”

Ellen pulled back and as she wiped the tears from her eyes, she asked, “Can I stay with you tonight?”

“Yes, of course,” Jane said.

Ellen faced Jared before asking in a snippy tone, “That’s okay, right?”

“It will be okay for tonight… what’s left of it anyway,” Jared said. “Until you reach eighteen though, a more stable residence for you must be found. Of course finding you a stable home would be a lot easier if you had living relatives.”

“I do have living relatives,” Ellen quickly said.

“You do?” Jared questioned in a surprised tone. “I was under the impression that Mike was your only living blood relative.”

Ellen shook her head while saying, “My dad—Mitchell Anderson—is still alive and kicking… somewhere. Of course the last report on him was three years ago just after he had gotten out of prison, so that could’ve change since then. And my dad has a twin brother… who I’ve never met, so spin the wheel on if he’s still alive…”

“Okay, so you don’t know the whereabouts of any living blood relative?” Jared asked.

Ellen shook her head before saying, “I consider Tanya’s brother Harry and his wife Allyson as family.”

“Yes, well, for you to live with your sister-in-law’s relatives is one option I can bring up to my supervisor,” Jared told her. “Of course Harry and Allyson will have to agree to it.”

Ellen grinned before saying, “They like me, so I don’t think that they will refuse to let me live with them for a couple of years.”

Jared nodded before saying, “Okay, well, I’ll let you go home with Jane for right now and I’ll see you in a few hours. And hopefully by then, I will have better news for you.”

Ellen nodded before saying, “You can take your time getting back to me… unless Harry and Allyson agree for me to move in with them.”

Jared amusingly grinned before saying, “Goodnight, Ellen.”

Ellen slightly waved while echoing, “Goodnight.”

Detective Bradshaw, his partner and Jane also echoed, “Goodnight.”

Detective Bradshaw, his partner and Jared then left the house, and once the door was shut behind them, Jane told Ellen, “Go grab what you’ll need, honey.”

“Can you take me to the hospital… to see my niece?” Ellen asked before she told her which hospital.

“You should rest a while…” Jane was only able to get out.

“I don’t need to,” Ellen insisted.

“You look exhausted.”

“I’m fine,” Ellen again insisted.

“Humor me and sleep… actually sleep for an hour, and then I’ll take you to the hospital,” Jane prompted.

Ellen slightly hesitated before sighing and saying, “Fine. I’ll sleep for an hour.”

“Okay,” Jane said with a grin. “Now go get your things. You’ll sleep at my place.”

Ellen nodded before turning and walking towards the stairs.

Within a short time, Jane was lying alongside Ellen in Jane’s guest bed, and after a minute of Ellen lying still, Ellen’s tears flowed uncontrollably. Jane put her arm over Ellen and allowed her to cry. Within an hour Ellen had cried herself to sleep, and once Jane knew for certain that Ellen was asleep, she eased herself out of bed and went to her room.

Jane didn’t want to wake Ellen after she was asleep for an hour, and so Ellen had awakened on her own while needing to use the bathroom after five hours of sleeping.

Jane was in the living room while dusting off her wooden furniture, and when Ellen stepped in, she accused in an unhappy tone, “You failed to wake me.”

Jane looked at Ellen before saying, “You needed your sleep more than you needed to see your niece. Plus I’d never said that I would wake you after an hour.”

“Okay, well, I’m up now,” Ellen retorted. “I want to go to the hospital.”

“Would you like to eat first?” Jane prompted.

“I’ll eat later!” Ellen quickly and impatiently uttered.

“Okay,” Jane quickly agreed. “Let me finish what I’m doing—it will only take a minute—and then we can go.”

“Fine,” Ellen agreed unhappily.

“Oh and I called your school,” Jane said as an afterthought. “I told them why you wouldn’t be in school today and possibly for the rest of the week.”

“Thanks,” Ellen said in an appreciative tone. “School had never even crossed my mind.”

Jane grinned before saying, “I didn’t think it had… and you’re welcome.”

Ellen just responded with a slight grin.

Within twenty minutes Ellen and Jane were told to take a seat in the waiting room, and within an hour after that, the hospital staff gave into Ellen’s relentless nagging on wanting to see her niece.

Ellen’s niece was only wearing a pamper, and being that she was four weeks premature, Ellen and Jane were only allowed to look at the baby through the clear hood of the infant incubator that the staff had her in. Other newborns were in the room as well.

Ellen had only looked at her sleeping niece for a second before saying, “She’s beautiful.”

Ellen then noticed a birthmark just below her niece’s left collarbone that looked like a waning crescent moon. The birthmark’s diameter was seven-sixteenth of an inch, and to the right of it from an onlooker’s point of view (on the side towards the left arm) were three freckles. The first freckle missed touching the birthmark at what would be the moon’s equator by only one-sixteenth of an inch. Again from an onlooker’s point of view, the second freckle was one-fourth of an inch to the right of the first one. The third freckle was above the first two by one-fourth of an inch and centered. The third freckle was the darkest of the three.

“Oh my God!” Ellen uttered delightfully before pointing.  Jane looked to where she was pointing. “There. I’ve seen pictures of my grandpa… my dad’s dad and he had the exact same moon-stars birthmark…”

“Cool.”

“Except my grandpa’s birthmark looked as if it was one day to a new moon while hers looks as if it’s three days to a new moon,” Ellen continued. After a short silence, Ellen told her niece, “I wish your mom and dad could be here, baby girl.”

Jane put her arm around Ellen’s shoulder while saying, “Perhaps they’re here in spirit.”

Ellen thought for a second before saying, “Perhaps they are.” Jane then heard Ellen’s stomach growling.

“Ellen Anderson, you need to eat something,” Jane insisted. “And don’t tell me you’re fine.”

“Okay, I’ll go to the cafeteria.”

“There are several fast-food restaurants around here. Wouldn’t you rather go to one of them?” When Ellen glanced at her niece, Jane continued with, “You can’t camp out here and be with her twenty-four seven.”

Ellen slightly sighed before announcing where she wanted to eat.

Jane nodded with a grin while saying, “Let’s go.”

“I’ll be back, baby girl,” Ellen told her niece before she and Jane left.

Forty-five minutes after Ellen and Jane had left the hospital, a nurse led Harris and Allyson to their niece’s infant incubator. As they were approaching the room, the nurse told them, “A teenage girl by the name of Ellen Anderson was here earlier.”

“She’s no longer here?” Harris quickly asked.

“She left… I believe to get something to eat,” the nurse said. “I overheard her telling one of the other nurses that she’ll be back.”

“Good, I need to see her,” Harris said as they reached the room.

The nurse continued through the door. As she stopped at the infant incubator, the nurse said, “I would like to introduce you two to your niece. She’s sleeping right now, and as of yet, she has no name.”

“When her other aunt gets back we three will come up with a name for her,” Allyson said as Harris stared at the moon-stars birthmark as if he was seeing the mark of the devil. “Right, honey?” When Harris didn’t respond Allyson turned to look. “Harris?!”

Harris broke the stare that he was giving his niece’s birthmark, and as he turned towards Allyson he uttered, “Huh?”

“Are you okay?” Allyson sympathetically asked.

Harris did a quick glance at the birthmark again before facing Allyson and answering with a façade pleasant grin. “Yes. I was just admiring our niece’s birthmark.”

“Yes, everyone here thinks that it looks like a moon and three stars,” the nurse said. “A unique birthmark to say the least.”

“Yes; it is very unique,” Harris agreed in a tone that Allyson detected a bit of worry.

Allyson stared curiously at Harris as the nurse said, “Okay, well, I’ll let you two have a little privacy with your niece.”

“Thank you,” Harris said as he turned towards the birthmark again.

As the nurse was leaving, Allyson accused, “You’re staring at her as if she was some demon.”

“She’s not a demon,” Harris said earnestly as he continued to stare at the birthmark.

“Okay,” Allyson said when Harris didn’t elaborate. “I’m glad that we agree on that. Would you mind explaining to me as to why you’re staring at her as if she was one though?”

“That mark ended with my great-grandmother,” Harris quickly said. “I never heard of it resurfacing… or becoming more prominent than before after vanishing from the bloodline.” 

“Honey, don’t take this the wrong way, but you’re making as much sense as a rooster trying to lay an egg.”

“The birthmark, it’s the mark of Merlin.”

Allyson shot Harris a curious look before asking, “The mark of Merlin who?”

Harris stared into Allyson’s eyes while saying, “It’s the mark of the wizard Merlin.”

Allyson busted out laughing before saying, “You had me going there.” When Harris shot her an annoyed look, Allyson stopped laughing and continued with, “Oh, you’re serious.”

“I am,” Harris insisted. “Tanya, my cousins and I are descendants of Merlin. And of course there are more descendants out there… somewhere.”

“You do know that Merlin is only a mythical character, don’t you?”

“A shadowing-truth spell was cast several hundred years ago that turned truth into rumors, and then over the years those rumors became myth and legends.”

“Honey, I think the stress of you losing your sister is getting to you.”

“Merlin existed. He’s the reason why twins are common in my family.”

“Okay, we’re back to the rooster that’s trying to lay the egg.”

“Merlin was a very powerful wizard,” Harris began. “He had power over the Earth, Air, Fire, Water and all of the beasts of the land. Any of his descendants would be as equally powerful as he and he feared the worst. So he cast a spell on himself. Each time he would father children his powers would split.

“His direct sons and daughters were always born as triplets, and each triplet born would carry his mark for identification. One would have the power over the Earth and Air. Merlin would know which triplet it was because the freckle nearest the moon-shaped birthmark would be the darkest one. Another would have the power over the Fire and Water; the darker freckle was the one on the right… to our right I mean. The last triplet would have the power over the beasts; the darker freckle would be above the other two.

“That was where he had meant for the separation of his powers to end, but it didn’t. It kept splitting. Every three generations twins were born and each twin would receive half of his or her parent’s powers. The moon-shaped birthmark had also changed from its original full moon appearance. It gradually moved through all of the waning moon phases. It appeared as a waning gibbous moon, a third quarter moon and a waning crescent moon until it had faded completely… and it had. When my great-grandmother gave birth to my grandmother and her twin sister, the mark of Merlin was gone.”

Allyson looked towards the birthmark while saying, “So going off of what you had said… and assuming that you haven’t completely lost your mind, your ancestors had power over the beasts.”

“Not the beasts,” Harris said as he turned towards his niece’s birthmark.

“Well, the darker freckle is above the other two and according to what you had said, it’s the power over the beasts,” Allyson retorted.

“Wait! That’s not right,” Harris insisted. “I was told that our line had the power over the Fire and Water.”

“Perhaps you were told wrong,” Allyson suggested as Harris turned towards the door as if he had heard someone coming. Allyson followed Harris’s momentary stare as she continued to say, “Or perhaps one of your relatives was pulling your leg. You wouldn’t be the first one to have been taken in by an urban legend.”

“The stories of my ancestors are real,” Harris again insisted as Ellen and Jane were reaching the door. “They were well documented.”

“What were well documented?” Ellen asked as she and Jane entered.

Harris stared confusingly at Ellen and slightly hesitated to say, “History of my ancestry.” He then went to give Ellen a hug. “It’s good to see you, Ellen. Of course I would’ve liked it to have been under better circumstances.”

“Likewise,” Ellen said as she hugged Harris. As the hug was ending, Ellen continued to say, “And the history of my ancestry isn’t documented, but when I was visiting my dad in prison four years ago he decided to share some stories with me. The stupid idiot actually thought it would make us closer, but his stories just confirmed what Mike had been telling me all along; about how I should fear for my safety around him…” Ellen shook her head in disgust. “He should’ve kept his stupid mouth shut. Because before that, I thought that my brother was just making things up about him.”

“You were never around him, right?” Allyson asked as she went to give Ellen a hug.

During the hug, Ellen said, “He went to prison a few months before I was even born—thank God.” Ellen and Allyson then broke the hug. “If my dad would’ve helped raise me I probably would be all messed up.”

Harris amusingly grinned before jokingly asking, “You mean, you’re not messed up?”

Ellen amusingly grinned before saying, “You think I’m messed up now, just imagine me two or three times worse.”

“Now there’s a terrifying thought,” Harris jokingly retorted.

When Ellen shot him a smirk, Allyson said, “Ellen, you don’t have to answer if it’s too personal for you. But what did your father do to get sent to prison for thirteen years?”

Ellen took a breath before answering with, “My dad and my dad’s dad had kidnapped Mike, my other three brothers and my sister, and during the act of running from the law, everyone except for my dad and Mike was accidentally killed. So he was charged with five counts of kidnapping and five counts of involuntary manslaughter. He would’ve gotten more time in prison, but he turned state’s evidence against someone that the FBI had really wanted in prison. Anyway, this is Jane, my neighbor. Jane, meet Harris and Allyson.”

“Nice to meet you, Jane,” Harris and Allyson said.

“Nice to meet you two,” Jane said. “Ellen told me about you two.”

“Good things I hope,” Harris jokingly said.

“They were,” Jane said with a grin. “She thinks quite a lot about you two.”

“Before I start blushing, can we change the subject, please?” Ellen prompted.

“I don’t think I had ever seen you blush before,” Harris said. “That’s a sight I might even pay to see.”

“Don’t get out your money just yet,” Ellen said. “I don’t blush easy.”

Harris amusingly grinned, and without saying the pun that was clearly on his mind, he said, “Anyway, we do need to shift the subject to our niece. She needs a name.”

“I was thinking Paige,” Ellen said, which brought a grin across Allyson’s face.

Harris mulled it over for a brief moment before responding with, “Paige is a fine name… it’s even the name of Allyson’s mother. But is there any reason that you’re suggesting the name Paige?”

Ellen glanced at Allyson before saying, “She’s a page from my grandpa’s life.”

“How so?” Harris questioned.

“She has my grandpa’s birthmark,” Ellen said. Harris stared at Ellen as if she was a ghost. “Wh-what? Did I say something wrong?”

“Your grandpa had the moon-stars birthmark?!” Harris demanded to know.

“Yeah, it’s a trait within my dad’s side of the family that gets passed down from parent to child; however, it didn’t get passed down to my dad or his twin brother.”

“The birthmark reappeared because Tanya and Mike both had the recessive gene for it,” Allyson suggested.

When a disquieting expression came across Harris’s face, Ellen asked, “What’s going on?”

“Ellen, what do you know about the moon-stars birthmark?” Harris prompted.

“It’s cool looking,” Ellen said as she looked towards her niece.

“Yes, there’s that,” Harris agreed. Ellen turned back towards Harris. “But have you ever heard the phrase ‘the mark of Merlin’ or ‘the Merlin’s mark’?”

Ellen slowly shook her head before asking, “Is that a book?”

“The name of the birthmark that our niece has is actually called ‘the mark of Merlin’ and it originated in England more than a millennium ago.”

“How do you know this?” Ellen quickly asked.

“My ancestors had carried the mark of Merlin as well,” Harris said.

“Would that make you and Ellen blood relatives?” Jane asked Harris.

“Our common ancestor is too far in the distant past for us to be considered blood relatives,” Harris assured Jane.

“How can you be so sure?” Ellen asked.

“Look at the darkest freckle to our niece’s birthmark,” Harris prompted.

“Okay, what about it?”

“The darkest freckle remains constant from parent to child and in my family’s line the one clockwise to it was the darkest,” Harris explained.

“Okay, well, why is the birthmark called the mark of Merlin?” Ellen asked.

Harris shot a worried glance at Jane before saying, “I hope you and Jane are open-minded.”

Ellen and Jane gave Harris baffled looks as Ellen said, “I believe I have an open mind.”

“Okay, here’s what I know,” Harris said before turning towards Allyson. “Oh and I will be making long distant calls— possibly many of them—to London to find out what I don’t know.”

Allyson amusingly grinned before saying, “Perhaps your parents can tell us more about it once they get here.”

“Maybe, but I think it would be my grandmother who would know more about it. Anyway, here’s what I know.” Harris then restated what he had told Allyson for Ellen and Jane to hear.

Ellen’s eyes grew wide, and once Harris was done she asked, “So our niece is a wizard?”

“Well, for a girl I think the proper term is a sorceress, but yeah,” Harris confirmed.

“And my family’s line has… had anyway, the power over the beasts?”

Harris nodded while saying, “Correct.”

“Is that why birds, rabbits, mice and squirrels don’t seem to be afraid of me, and why every stray dog around my house comes to me all willy-nilly while wagging its tail every time I’m in sight of one?”

Harris gave Ellen a curious look before saying, “In my understanding, you have to recite a one-time incantation to activate your power over the beasts, and I thought that the ability would be forever lost once the birthmark had vanished from the family’s line.”

“I have actually seen a sparrow land on Ellen’s head one day,” Jane began. “So perhaps the animals not fearing Ellen is a residual trait.”

“I’m definitely going to be calling my grandmother about this,” Harris announced.

“In the meantime, this baby girl still needs a name,” Allyson pointed out.

“Yes,” Harris quickly agreed.

“What was your great-grandmother’s name?” Ellen asked. “The one who had carried the mark of Merlin?”

“Sonya Rosemary Clifton,” Harris replied.

“Then I propose that we name our niece Sonya Paige… Anderson,” Ellen suggested.

Harris grinned before saying, “That sounds like an excellent name.”

“It does,” Allyson agreed.

Ellen grinned just before a thought had occurred to her. “Wait! If Sonya is a sorceress then would she be a good sorceress or an evil one?”

“And there lies the root of my worry,” Harris said.

Everyone shot Harris a curious look as Ellen asked, “What do you mean?”

“From Merlin’s time to modern times—in the Fire and Water line alone—there have been good sorcerer-slash-sorceress, bad ones, angels and even the devil incarnate.”

“So in other words, spin the wheel and the choices are angel, devil and everywhere in between,” Ellen replied.

“Exactly,” Harris confirmed.

“Great!” Ellen sarcastically uttered.

“What was your grandfather like?” Jane asked.

Ellen shrugged before saying, “From the stories I’ve been told he definitely wasn’t an angel, but he wasn’t the ‘go out of your way to hurt someone’ type either. So I’ll guess that he was near the center of the two extremes. Of course that could’ve been different though if he would’ve known that he was a wizard. And speaking of being a wizard… or even a sorceress, once Sonya is old enough, will she be able to perform magic or—if it really exists—witchcraft?”

“Witches and warlocks do exist,” Harris began. “And Sonya would still have to learn the incantation to any spell as any other witch or warlock would, but by her being a sorceress, her magic-casting ability will be greatly better than theirs. In fact, many witches and warlocks are actually the children, the grandchildren and so on of a wizard or a sorceress.”

“So if I wanted to study witchcraft, how powerful could I become?” Ellen asked curiously.

“Way to go, Harris,” Harris scolded himself. Everyone shot him a curious look. “Putting dangerous ideas in a teenager’s head.”

“Learning the truth just makes me wonder,” Ellen retorted.  “And since the idea is there, how powerful can I become?”

Harris slightly sighed before saying, “As a witch, you would be two… perhaps even three times more powerful than anyone not descended from Merlin…”

“Cool!” Ellen interrupted with.

Harris gestured for her to wait as he continued with, “However—depending on if the moon-shaped birthmark is a full moon, a waning gibbous, a third-quarter moon or a waning crescent moon—your power would be respectively anywhere between one-sixteenth as powerful to half as powerful as the people who carry the mark of Merlin.”

“Well, it’s still cool that I could be more powerful than the average person,” Ellen thought aloud.

“Yeah, well, if you want to learn witchcraft, let me introduce you to my cousin Sadie,” Harris insisted.

“I met Sadie at Mike and Tanya’s wedding,” Ellen reminded him. “She was Tanya’s bridesmaid.”

“Okay, then let me reintroduce you two,” Harris corrected.

Ellen gave Harris a curious look while asking, “Why?”

“She’s a practicing witch and she’s a safety nut,” Harris said.

Ellen grinned before saying, “I guess learning witchcraft under Sadie wouldn’t hurt… so to speak.”

Before anything else was said, a nurse stepped in and told them, “Sorry to interrupt you folks, but I need to check on the kids.”

“It’s fine,” Allyson assured her. “Don’t let us keep you from doing your job.”

“So have you folks decided on a name?” the nurse asked as she moved towards one of the cribs.

“We have,” Ellen and Allyson said. Allyson grinned while gesturing for Ellen to continue.

Ellen grinned as she continued with, “Her name is Sonya Paige Anderson.”

“Pretty,” the nurse said.

“Thanks,” Ellen said.

“We should get out of your way,” Harris told the nurse.

“What do you mean get out of the way?” Ellen quickly demanded to know.

“I want to go to your house and use your phone and computer,” Harris said.

“I’m staying here, but I’ll give you my house key,” Ellen said as she went to pull out the key from her pocket.

When Harris shot Ellen a curious look, Jane said, “She doesn’t want Sonya out of her sight.”

Harris gave an understanding nod before saying, “Ellen, Sonya isn’t going to disappear from life if you’re not around her.”

“I know that,” Ellen quickly said. “I just want to visit, and if the nurse will let me, I want to feed her when the time comes.”

Before the nurse could respond, Allyson strongly suggested, “Ellen, Sonya’s weak right now, and until she’s stronger we should let the hospital staff feed her.”

“And in the meantime, you don’t need to be underfoot,”  Jane added.

“So we will all go back to your place, so I can use your phone and computer, yes?” Harris requested.

Ellen slightly huffed before saying, “Yes.”

“Before you folks go, you should make Sonya’s name official by filling out the paperwork,” the nurse suggested.

“Right,” Harris said before looking at Ellen. “Let’s go fill out the paperwork.”

“Fine,” Ellen said before she followed Harris out of the room. Jane followed Ellen while Allyson followed Jane.



Chapter Two 

As soon as Ellen, Harris, Allyson and Jane stepped into Ellen’s house Harris called his grandmother in London.

Harris had used the speakerphone feature so the others could also hear. Once all the greetings were over and Harris had told Laura—his grandmother—about Sonya, Laura said, “I had told your mother that I had a strong feeling that Tanya’s daughter will be born with the mark of Merlin… and I was right.”

“Why would you think that since the mark was gone?” Harris asked as he glanced at Allyson. Allyson just responded with a polite grin.

“Two reasons actually, and the first reason is that it’s yours and Tanya’s generation to parent twins, and Tanya wasn’t carrying twins.”

“But the mark was gone,” Harris insisted.

“The mark might’ve faded from sight, but it needed another generation of twins being born before it could die out completely. The three generations from when the birthmark first fades to when the next set of twins is born is known as the Phoenix stage. As long as both parents are in the Phoenix stage the mark of Merlin will return within their children. The mark of Merlin will also become more prominent in their children if both parents carry the mark. Even if one parent is in the Phoenix stage and the other carries the mark, the child will still have a more prominent mark than the parent who carries the mark.”

“I did not know all that,” Harris replied. “When there are multiple lines involve, is it random or is there a rule of which line the child will have power over?”

“There is a rule actually. The stronger line will always give strength to the weaker line, so the child will always be born with a more definable birthmark of the weaker line; however, if the child has grandparents of all three lines then the child’s mark will be of the strongest line of the three lines.”

“So from what you had said the power over the beasts is the weaker of the two lines.”

“The power over the beasts is the weakest of the three lines and our power, the power over the Fire and Water is the strongest of the three; so I’m guessing that Sonya’s birthmark is more than a sliver of a waning crescent moon.”

“Oh yeah,” Ellen agreed.

“So, Grandmother, what was the second reason why you thought that Sonya was going to be born with the mark of Merlin?”

“You haven’t mentioned it, but I know for a fact that you would get a ‘static electricity’ feeling when you get within thirty feet of any of your relatives. And I’m going to bet that you get that same feeling when you get around Ellen and—and before Michael’s tragic accident—Michael. Ellen, you should be getting the same feeling when you’re around Harris.”

Before Ellen had a chance to respond, Harris said, “Yes; except before today, I was never around Mike or Ellen without Tanya being there, so I always assumed that I was sensing Tanya.”

“Same with you earlier when I was walking into the nursery,” Ellen added. “I just assumed that I was just sensing Sonya.”

“Yes, well, that feeling is caused by us sensing each other, and I had sensed Michael when he and Tanya had visited us in London. When I asked Tanya on how she and Michael had met, she said that she had met him at an auction. The two felt each other and then locked eyes on one another. So I think that they both had mistaken the feeling as ‘love at first sight’. Anyway, Harris, since I had suspected that Sonya was going to be born with the birthmark, I had our family’s Legacy volumes copied,”—A curious expression came across Ellen’s face— “and your parents are on their way to Kansas City as we speak with those volumes.”

“What are Legacy volumes?” Ellen asked.

“Chronicles of our ancestors,” Harris said.

“They are more than chronicles, Harris,” Laura told him.

“Please tell me you didn’t include the books on incantations,” Harris uttered.

“I had everything copied and sent, Harris.” Harris sighed as Laura continued with, “The Legacy volumes that we have and all of our incantations.”

“Cool,” Ellen said.

“Ellen, your grandfather’s family should’ve kept volumes of your family’s Legacy,” Laura continued with. “And by no means was your grandfather the first one who had lost contact with his Legacy, but if it is at all possible, you should try to retrace your family tree and locate your family’s Legacy.”

“I might do that,” Ellen said, earnestly.

“Smart, Grandmother,” Harris sarcastically said. “Put ideas in an impressionable teenager’s head.”

“I’ve only been around Ellen once—for a few hours at Michael and Tanya’s wedding—but according to Tanya, Ellen is a very responsible young woman, and I trust that she is,” Laura said.

Ellen gave Harris a haughty smirk before saying, “Thank you, Grandmother.”

Harry shook his head with an amused grin as Laura said, “You’re welcome, child.”

“Anyway, Grandmother, is there anything else we should know?” Harris asked.

“You will learn this when you read about the Wizard Wars…”

“Wizard Wars?” Ellen interrupted with.

“Yes,” Laura confirmed. A disconcerting expression came across Ellen’s face. “Anyway, there’s a Dark Ritual that will steal or transfer powers from a wizard or sorceress to another. This ritual strengthens the line and intensifies the mark of Merlin of the one reciting the ritual while instantaneously turning the victim into an ash-like silhouette. And I’m telling you this because there are still wizards and sorceresses out there who won’t hesitate to take Sonya’s powers to strengthen their line; so be warned.”

“Consider us warned,” Ellen said. “And I definitely want to learn witchcraft, Harry, so I can protect our niece until she’s old enough to protect herself.”

“Ellen, you definitely don’t need to be going head-to-head against any wizard or sorceress,” Laura told her.

“There’s more to a fight than just brawns,” Ellen retorted.

“Listen to me, Ellen,” Laura began sternly. “I don’t care how skillful of a witch you can become, or how crafty you can be, at best, you would only be a momentary distraction against a wizard or a sorceress.”

“Yes, well, that moment just might mean life or death for Sonya,” Ellen shot back. “And if I have to sacrifice my life for Sonya to live then so be it.”

“Harris, keep a close watch on Ellen, yes?” Laura requested.

“Yes,” Harris quickly agreed. Ellen just shot Harris a smirk for a response. “Is there anything else we should know or be warned about?”

“I can only think of one other. You will learn this from the Legacy volumes too, but although Sonya’s power is over the beasts, she will still have enough influence over the Fire, Water, Earth and Air to accidentally create a major disaster. So when Sonya is old enough to study witchcraft, she must be aware that her influence over the four elements can easily get away from her.”

“For an example?” Ellen prompted.

“For an example, if Sonya would attempt to create a small burst of rain in order to water a farmer’s withering crop, she could accidentally create a major flood. But on the other hand, since her control is over the beasts, she could lead hundreds of wolves like a general leading his obedient soldiers.”

“That’s good to know,” Ellen said.

“Of course she’ll need to know the correct incantation to use to make that happen,” Laura added. “Anyway, that’s all I can think of to warn about.”

“That’s a good start,” Allyson said.

“If I can think of anything more, I’ll give you a call,” Laura said.

“Okay; bye, Grandmother,” Harris said.

“Bye,” Laura said followed by Ellen, Allyson and Jane.

Harris hung up the phone before facing Ellen and asking, “You now want to learn witchcraft?”

“I want to protect my brother’s… your sister’s daughter,” Ellen quickly said. “And I might be an underdog when it comes to wizards and sorceresses, but… but this underdog has a vicious bite.”

Harris amusingly grinned before nodding and saying, “Okay.” “Okay,” Ellen echoed with a grin.

Before anything else was said, the doorbell rang. As everyone looked towards the door, Jane said, “That could be Jared Claiborne. He’s supposed to be by sometime today.”

“I’ll find out,” Ellen said as she moved towards the door.

Once the door was open, Jared, while carrying a briefcase, said, “I expected that I’d find you here.”

“Yeah, well, I’ve never been good at ‘hide-n-seek’. Normally I’m the first one who gets found.”

Jared grinned while saying, “You take after your uncle.”

“What do you mean?” Ellen quickly asked.

“Once I learn that you had an uncle, I did some checking.”  Jared gestured past Ellen as he questioned, “May I come in?”

Ellen backed up, and as Jared was stepping in he saw that Harris, Allyson and Jane were near the door and that everyone was focusing on him.

When Jared didn’t elaborate, Ellen asked, “What have you been checking?”

“I did an investigation on your father, and for your father’s first six years in prison, one of your father’s prison pals was once a private investigator,” Jared began as he faced Ellen. “I didn’t really understand the details, but the PI had owed your father a favor and after the PI was released from prison, he tracked down Brandon Anderson—your father’s twin brother —in Hannibal, Missouri for your father. The warden came across that information and tacked it onto your father’s prison records. Once I told the warden your story he had no problems with sharing that information with me.”

“Harry and Allyson had agreed to allow me to live with them and I prefer that,” Ellen said while gesturing towards them.

“Harris Bradley,” he said while stepping up and extending his hand. “Harry to a very small group though.”

“Hi, I’m Jared Claiborne,” he said while shaking Harris’s hand.

“And I’m Allyson Bradley, Harry’s wife and one of the few who can get by with calling him Harry,” she said with an amused grin while extending her hand.

“Okay,” Jared said in an uncertain tone while shaking Allyson’s hand. “Nice to meet everyone.”

“Mr. Claiborne. Allyson and I may not be blood related to Ellen, but we are the only family who Ellen knows,” Harris told Jared.

“And she will have a home with us… if it’s legally okay,” Allyson added.

“I had discussed that very topic with my supervisor this morning,” Jared began. “Since Ellen wants it and you two are clearly expressing the desire for it as well—and given the fact that because of Ellen’s age, her say would greatly influence the judge’s decision—I have my supervisor’s permission to make you two Ellen’s legal guardians.”

“Cool!” Ellen delightfully uttered.

Everyone grinned before Jared continued with, “Ellen, I was only telling you where your uncle was so in case you would want to pursue relations with your uncle at some point in the future, you could. In fact, given your uncle’s criminal history I’ll even recommend that you live with Mr. Bradley and his wife.”

“Is everyone in my family a freak’n criminal?!” Ellen rhetorically and sarcastically uttered.

“Mike and your mom weren’t,” Harris quickly replied. “Nor are you.”

“It seems that the rest of them were though,” Ellen said. “So what all did he do… my uncle?”

“Breaking and entering, trespassing, vandalism to a research facility, auto-theft, setting loose lab animals…” Jared was only able to get out.

“Wait!” Ellen uttered. “Those charges point to an animal rights activist.”

“I would use the term ‘extremist’ myself as he would go to the extremes during his animal rights campaigns,” Jared said. “In fact, he had served a long stretch of a prison term himself for assaulting police officers and security officers during one of his demonstrations. And one of his demonstrations that he had protested against was spaying and neutering dogs and cats.”

“He protested that?” Jane asked incredulously.

“From what I found out, Ellen’s uncle believes that if too many dogs and cats would get spayed and neutered then they will become extinct within thirty years.” Ellen politely grinned while thinking about what was said. When Ellen shrugged at the thought, Jared continued with, “Anyway, Ellen. Your uncle has been out of prison for the past seven years, and for the past five years, he’s been living in Hannibal, Missouri while working as a cook at a twenty-four hour diner. He has had runins with the police during those seven years—mainly for peace disturbance—but no arrests. Anyway, Mr. Bradley. Mrs. Bradley. What do you two do for a living?”

Harris answered first with, “I work in the human resources department at a children’s hospital in Savannah, Georgia.”

“And there’s a daycare facility not far from the children’s hospital that my parents’ own,” Allyson added. “And I work there with my parents, Martin and Paige Webster and my sister Stacie. Harris and I had actually met at a Chinese restaurant near the two facilities. We ordered the exact same meal and when the worker announced what meal was ready, Harris and I stepped up to claim it.”

“Okay, well, it’s not really necessary for me to know how you two had met,” Jared assured her. “I do have forms for one of you two to fill out… in order to make it official for you two to become Ellen’s guardians.”

“Of course,” Harris and Allyson said.

“I’ll leave the forms with you two to look over and fill out, and tomorrow I’ll be back to pick them up,” Jared said as he was opening his briefcase. As an afterthought, he questioned, “You two aren’t returning to Savannah tonight, right?”

“Right,” Allyson quickly said. “That we’re not, that is.”

Jared handed Allyson the forms as Harris added, “Until Sonya is released from the hospital, we’re not going anywhere.”

“Sonya?” Jared questioned as Allyson quickly gazed over the forms.

“Sonya is the name we chose for Mike and Tanya’s daughter,” Harris explained.

“Plus we still have Mike’s funeral to prepare for,” Allyson added as she looked up from the forms.

“What about Tanya’s funeral?” Jared quickly asked.

“My sister’s funeral will be held in London as soon as my parents and I can get her body back there.”

Jared nodded before telling Ellen, “I can get you numbers to grief counselors if you would like.”

“I wouldn’t like,” Ellen quickly said while sounding insulted.

“You had lost your brother and sister-in-law last night, and—as I understand it—your mother last June, so it would be understandable if you would like to see a grief counselor,” Jared pointed out.

“Mike’s and Tanya’s deaths were sudden and tragic, and I want to cry each time I allow my thoughts to think about them,” Ellen began as her eyes watered with tears. “However, my mom was diagnosed with a brain tumor last December, so I had time to prepare for it… not that my mom’s death hurts any less than Mike’s or Tanya’s—because it does hurt just as deep and I miss her just as much today as I did the day she died… more so, in fact.”—Ellen wiped the tears from her eyes— “Anyway, my point is, I don’t need a grief counselor.”

Jared slightly hesitated before nodding and saying in an accommodating tone, “Okay… but if you would find yourself wanting to talk to a grief counselor, I can help you find one.”

“The fact that you can find grief counselors is noted,” Ellen assured him.

“Okay, well, I’ll be back tomorrow for the paperwork, and if for some reason you won’t be here or next door, just give me a call,” Jared said before gesturing towards the forms. “My number is on the front page of the forms.”

“We’ll call if we need to,” Allyson assured him.

Jared nodded before saying, “Okay.” He then slightly waved. “I’ll see you folks later.”

“Bye,” Ellen, Harris, Allyson and Jane said. Jared nodded before turning and walking out.

Once the door had shut behind Jared, Jane said, “It’s a long shot, Ellen, but perhaps your uncle could give you clues on how to find your family’s Legacy.”

“That’s a door I’m not sure if I want open,” Ellen said as the phone rang. “But I will answer the phone.” Jane just grinned before Ellen turned and walked away. Seconds later, Ellen answered the phone with a traditional, “Hello… Sure, one moment. Harris, it’s for you; it’s your mother.”

Harris stepped up, and as he took the phone, he told Ellen, “Thank you.” He then put the phone to his ear. “Yes, Mother.” 

“I thought you should know that we have arrived in New York, and our flight to Kansas City, Missouri won’t leave for another three hours, and that flight is Flight 204. If the flight is on time, your father and I will be in Kansas City, Missouri in six to seven hours.”

“Okay, we’ll be at the airport waiting for you,” Harris assured her.

“So were you able to see my granddaughter?”

“We were. We had also given her the name of Sonya Paige Anderson.”

“I like it… except for the Anderson part.”

“Mother,” Harris said in a tone as if to tell her, ‘don’t start that subject.’

“Okay, you’re right. Sonya should carry her father’s name. Anyway, your grandmother believes that Sonya would have the mark of Merlin.”

“And she does,” Harris informed. “Her power is over the beasts. At some point throughout history Michael and Ellen’s ancestors had lost touch with their Legacy. Ellen didn’t know about it, and I doubt that Michael did either.”

“Which is what your grandmother had guessed. Mmm, Sonya has power over the beasts though?”

“Is there anything wrong with that?” Harris questioned.

“No-no, that’s perfectly acceptable. Our line had shifted from the power over the beasts to the power over the Fire and Water in 1432, during the onset of the Wizard’s Armistice. Several families thought that it was beneficial to our survival to strengthen our line through marriages than through the Dark Ritual. Anyway, I’ll see you in a few hours.”

“I’ll see you then. Bye, Mother.”

When Harris hung up the phone, Ellen asked, “Was there anything wrong?”

It took a second before it had dawned on Harris as to what Ellen was referring to. He then quickly assured her, “No; nothing’s wrong. My mother was just saying as to how our line had shifted from the power over the beasts to the power over the Fire and Water in the 1400’s.”

“So we might be closer related than we thought,” Ellen said.

“Our common ancestor is still too far in the distant past for us to be considered blood relatives though,” Harris assured Ellen.

“True,” Ellen agreed.

“Anyway, my parents are in New York and they won’t be boarding a plane to come here for another three hours.”

“Meanwhile we should start calling funeral homes to arrange Michael’s funeral,” Allyson prompted.

“Can you do it?” Ellen quickly requested of Allyson.

Allyson pleasantly grinned before saying, “Sure. I’ll need a phonebook.”

“I’ll get one,” Ellen quickly said before she dashed away.

Ellen was gone for only a second when Jane told Allyson the name of the funeral home that Michael had used four months ago for his mother’s services.

Allyson nodded before saying, “I’ll call them first.”

“Or you may want to avoid that place,” Harris quickly suggested.

“Why?” Allyson asked.

Harris didn’t hear or see Ellen entering the room again with a phonebook as he said, “Ellen was in that funeral home a few months ago during her mother’s funeral services, and I suspect that walking in there for Michael’s services might be too painful of a memory for her.”

“It’s fine,” Ellen said while grabbing their attention. “I was going to suggest that funeral home myself.”

“Having Michael’s services there might create too deep of a bad associating memory,” Harris suggested.

“Suddenly you’re Dr. Freud,” Ellen retorted as she stepped closer with the phonebook.

“I’m just saying…” Harris was only able to get out.

“I know what you’re saying,” Ellen interrupted with. “And I appreciate your concerns for my wellbeing, but I think it would be better to associate one place with mournful memories than having those mournful memories spread throughout the city. So if at all possible, I would like to go with the funeral home that had done my mom’s funeral.”

“Okay,” Allyson said. “I’ll make the call.”

Ellen nodded, and as she was holding out the phonebook for Allyson to take, she said, “Thank you.”

With a pleasant grin, Allyson took the phonebook while saying, “You’re welcome.”

“While you’re calling the funeral home, I’m going to take a shower and change my clothes,” Ellen said.

“Okay,” Allyson said.

When Ellen turned and walked away, Allyson flipped open the book to search for the funeral home listings.

“I should get going so I can get ready for my shift,” Jane suggested.

“What do you do, Jane?” Harris asked.

“I’m a barmaid, working for three taverns so my hours are erratic,” Jane began. “And tonight I’ll be at the ‘Sink the Eight Ball’ lounge. In fact, I was actually getting home from the ‘Sink the Eight Ball’ lounge last night… this morning actually, when I saw Jared Claiborne and those two detectives entering the house. Anyway, it was nice meeting you both.”

“It was nice meeting you,” Harris and Allyson said.

Jane nodded before turning and walking towards the front door. When Jane opened the door, seven teenage girls around Ellen’s age and four teenage boys also around the same age were at the door. One of the boys was in motion to knock.

“Oh, hi,” the boy said while putting his hand down. “I’m… we’re here to check on Ellen.”

“We were informed about the deaths of her brother and sister-in-law,” one of the girls added as Harris stepped up behind Jane.

“She’s here,” Jane said. “She went to take a shower.”

“Let me see if I can catch her before she… strips down,” Harris told the teenagers.

“You’re English, like Mrs. Anderson”—the first boy got out before letting the last word fade—“was.”

“Yes,” Harris somberly agreed. “She was my sister.”

“We’re sorry for what had happened,” a second girl said.

Harris nodded with a polite grin before gesturing towards the stairs and saying, “I’ll go get Ellen.”

Before Harris got too far away, Jane told him, “Bye, I’m gone.”

“Bye,” Harris said as he glanced over his shoulder.

“Bye,” Allyson echoed from the other room as she dialed the number to the funeral home.

Upstairs in Ellen’s bedroom, Ellen was getting clean clothes from her dresser when Harris knocked on her doorframe.

Without looking, Ellen told him, “I like knowing why I get a ‘static electricity’ feeling, Harry.”

“Yes,” Harris quickly agreed. “I can see the advantage in it.”

When Ellen—with clothes in her hand—turned towards Harris, she asked, “So what’s up?”

Harris gestured in the direction of the front door while saying, “You have a few mates at the front door.”

“Who’s at the front door?”

Harris shrugged before saying, “Boys and girls around your age. I didn’t count as to how many nor did I get their names.”

Ellen glanced at the clock and saw that it was 3:22 P.M., before saying, “They’re my friends from school.”

“Most likely,” Harris agreed.

“So much for the idea of taking a shower right now,” Ellen said before putting her clothes on top of the dresser.

“As long as you stand down wind, you won’t bother me,”  Harris said jokingly.

“Shut up,” Ellen retorted. Harris just amusingly grinned. “I don’t stink. I just like taking showers each day and I haven’t taken one today. Anyway I should find out who are all here.”

Harris nodded in agreement before he and Ellen walked towards the stairs.

The front door was open, and when the ones at the door saw Ellen and Harris descending the stairs, the first girl said, “Principle Holden made an announcement over the loud speaker about what happened.”

“And it takes that for you to step out of your social circle and say more than two words to me,” Ellen accused as she continued to descend the stairs.

“I talk to you,” she defended.

“Saying ‘hi’ and ‘bye’ with a polite wave and a smile isn’t talking, Courtney; it’s being polite,” Ellen retorted as she reached the bottom of the steps.

“Okay, well, see,” Courtney said with a gesture as if Ellen had made her point for her. “At least I’m nice to you.”

Harris stopped walking a few feet from the door and listened to the conversation that was taking place.

“Yeah, you’re nice to me,” Ellen agreed before gesturing towards the rear of the group. “But what about Billie, Marcie and Ray-ray?”

“What about them?” Courtney asked while giving the two girls and the boy a quick glance over her shoulder.

“You act as though they’re not on this planet let alone attending the same high school,” Ellen pointed out.

Courtney moved into whispering distance before whispering, “Those three are the most unpopular three in school. And who names their son Ray-ray?”

“It’s his nickname for Raymond Raye,” Ellen whispered back. Harris strained to hear as Ellen continued to say, “And I like you, Courtney. You’re a nice person—when you choose to be—but you’re so focused on being a part of the in-crowd that you ignore the ones who aren’t a part of the in-crowd.”

“Yes, I heard all this before from you,” Courtney grumbled. “You—a person who can easily be a part of the incrowd if you choose to be—are friendly to all; the popular and the unpopular. What’s your point?”

“My point is that Billie, Marcie, Ray-ray and even Jeanie have been my friends no matter who I choose to socialize with and therefore they’re welcome in to visit me anytime,” Ellen began. “You and the rest of the in-crowd, on the other hand, want me to choose between the in-crowd and the group who aren’t a part of the in-crowd. I’m not choosing, but I know that you and the in-crowd have; you chose not to associate with me. So—to wrap-up my point—thank you for your condolences, but if you and the others can’t socialize with Billie, Marcie, Ray-ray and Jeanie then I’m going to insist that you and your in-crowd leave.”

Courtney nodded, and after a short deliberation, she turned towards Ray-ray and said, “I’m calling you Ray; not Ray-ray.” 

Ray-ray shrugged while saying, “It’s your prerogative.”

Courtney shot Ellen a grin before saying, “Requesting entrance to the country of Switzerland.”

Ellen amusingly grinned while shaking her head. As she backed up to allow everyone to enter she said, “Come in.” Courtney nodded with a grin before taking a step into the house. “And did you come here with Billie, Marcie, Ray-ray and Jeanie?”

“We came in separate cars,” Billie was the one to say. “We didn’t even know that queen-bee and her disciples were coming.”

Courtney shot Billie an annoyed look, and before she could verbally respond, Ellen stared at Billie while saying, “Potshots—cheap or otherwise—aren’t allowed here in Switzerland.” 

“Sorry,” Billie said sincerely.

Ellen responded with a nod. She then glanced towards Harris and saw that he was giving her a pleasant grin.

“What?” Ellen mouthed out.

Harris stepped up into whispering distance before saying, “I see now why Tanya would boast about you.”

“She would boast about me?” Ellen questioned incredulously.

“Mmm,” Harris agreed. “She would say for a teenager, you have a good sense of right and wrong and fairness.”

Before Ellen could respond, someone put his or her hand on her shoulder. When she turned to look, one of the boys asked in a concerned tone, “How are you doing, Ellen?”

Ellen grinned before saying, “I’ll get through this, Keith. Thanks for asking.”

Keith nodded with a grin before saying, “If you need a shoulder to cry on…”

“I’m good, Keith,” Ellen quickly assured him. “I don’t need a shoulder to cry on.”

Keith held his grin as he playfully said, “Rats.”

Ellen rolled her eyes before announcing to her group, “Everyone, go to the living room. I’ll go to the kitchen and get sodas for everyone.”

“You heard her, everyone,” Courtney said.

“I’ll help you get the drinks,” Harris volunteered.

“Okay,” Ellen said before everyone went his or her way.

As Ellen and Harris entered the kitchen, Harris said, “Keith fancies you.”

“Yes; he’s a popular jock who has several girls wanting to be with him and he bugs me for dates,” Ellen said.

“He seems like an okay chap, so why won’t you go out with him?” Harris asked as Ellen opened the refrigerator.

“Do you really want to hear girl talk?” Ellen quickly asked.

Harris shrugged before saying, “With you and Sonya living with Allyson and me, it’s going to happen sooner or later. I might as well get use to it now.”

“Okay, fine,” Ellen said as she handed Harris a few colas to be carried. “True or not, the jocks at my school have reputations of having sex with their dates. Fact or even a rumor I’m not going to be one of their conquests.”

Harris nodded before asking, “Is there anyone special in your life?”

“I’ve been on dates… to the movies,” Ellen said as she grabbed a few more sodas. “Hardly anything more than that.”

“Why not?” Harris quickly asked.

Ellen stared skeptically into Harris’s eyes before she decided to say, “I’m a virgin and I’m not ready to have sex, nor do I want to make out during the movies, so my dates move on to someone who will.”

Harris pleasantly grinned before telling her, “Don’t give up. There are boys out there who will respect your decision not to have sex.”

“Oh, I know. I’d dated one who had respected my decision.  We went on about five dates before he and his family moved to Arizona.”

“You’ll find someone else,” Harris assured her. Ellen nodded in agreement with a pleasant grin. “We’d better get these sodas to your mates.”

Before Harris had a chance to turn, Ellen quickly told him, “I don’t have the good sense of right and wrong as Tanya had told you.”

Harris shot her a confused look while asking, “What do you mean?”

“I snuck out… twice on Michael and Tanya to be with my friends,” Ellen said.

Harris grinned before saying, “Yes. The first time you attempted to stop a drag race that was taking place and the second time to console a friend over… over something.”

Ellen shot Harris a disturbed look while quickly asking, “How do you know?”

“Tanya told me about it…”

“She knew? How?”

“According to Tanya, you aren’t very good at sneaking out unseen and Tanya had wanted to see what you were up to, so she followed you both times.”

“Why didn’t she tell me that I was busted?”

“Busting you for sneaking out to do good deeds wasn’t a high priority for Tanya; however, she would’ve… when she felt there was a need to.”

“Okay,” Ellen uttered. “There went my self-esteem on how sneaky I thought I could be.”

Harris amusingly grinned before saying, “Let’s take these sodas to your mates.”

Ellen nodded agreement before she and Harris carried the sodas into the living room.



Chapter Three 

Allyson had made a same-day appointment with Arthur Bennett, the funeral home director, so Ellen’s friends could only visit for a short time before Harris, Allyson and Ellen had to leave the house.

The fifty-year-old Arthur Bennett noticed as soon as Harris, Allyson and Ellen stepped into the funeral home. He had recognized Ellen from a few months before and from talking with Allyson on the phone, he knew why they were there. As he stepped up to them, he introduced himself.

After the introductions were done, Arthur turned towards Ellen while saying, “Ms. Anderson, I remember your mother’s services and I’m very sorry that you have to go through this again so soon.”

Ellen politely grinned before saying, “Yes, me too.”

“So may I get you three anything?” Arthur offered before taking his eyes off of Ellen and looking towards Harris and Allyson. “Soda? Coffee?”

“We’re good, Mr. Bennett,” Harris said.

“Let’s just get on with what we need to do,” Ellen quickly said. “I want to get this over with.”

Allyson put her arm around Ellen’s shoulders while saying, “Please excuse Ellen’s bluntness; however, she is correct on that we would like to get on with it.”

“I understand,” Arthur said. “Follow me and I’ll show you three to our casket display.”

“Of course,” Harris and Allyson said.

Ellen just casually trailed behind as Harris and Allyson followed Arthur.

During the passing minutes, Harris, Allyson and Ellen looked at a dozen caskets before deciding on one that was similar to the one that Ellen’s mother was buried in.

Everyone then moved into Arthur’s office to finalize the pending services, and once the arrangements had been made for the coming Friday, Ellen, Harris and Allyson left.

Once the three were in the rented SUV, Harris glanced at his watch before saying, “We still have over two hours before we need to meet my parents at the airport. So what do you think? Should we go eat dinner first?”

“There’s a chance that they’ll be hungry as well,” Allyson suggested.

“And if we wait to eat and they’re not hungry, they will be watching us eat,” Harris countered.

“Dilemmas-dilemmas-dilemmas,” Ellen said.

“You’re a big help,” Harris sarcastically told Ellen.

Ellen amusingly grinned before saying, “Okay, well, if you ask me how we should pass the time, I want to go to the hospital and visit Sonya.”

“You’re not hungry?” Allyson asked Ellen.

Ellen thought about it for a moment before shaking her head and saying, “Not really.”

“You had to think about your answer?” Harris asked.

Ellen shrugged before saying, “I haven’t had much of an appetite since I was told about Michael and Tanya. I wouldn’t have eaten lunch if it wasn’t for Jane insisting that I eat something. Even then I picked at my food.”

“We should wait for your parents,” Allyson suggested. “Perhaps Ellen will have more of an appetite by then.”

“I doubt it,” Ellen said, barely audible.

Harris looked back at Ellen before saying, “Okay, we’ll go  to the hospital to see Sonya.” A grin came across Ellen’s face. “I doubt we’ll be able to visit very long.”

When Ellen nodded, Harris turned forward and started the SUV.

Once the three got to the hospital they were able to visit for slightly more than an hour before they had to leave for the airport.

After a twenty-minute wait at the airport, Harris, Allyson and Ellen greeted Harris’s parents with a hug for each of them. 

Once the greetings were over, Harris asked, “So have you two eaten?”

“We had something during the London to New York flight, but I couldn’t tell you what it was though,” Avery, Harris’s dad, said.

“It was fish,” Shannon, Harris’s mother, informed.

“It was supposed to have been fish, but I have my doubts,”  Avery said.

“Yes, anyway, the reason I asked is that Allyson, Ellen and I haven’t eaten since lunch,” Harris began. “And I was wondering if you two would like to get a bite to eat with us.”

“Sure, I’m a bit peckish,” Shannon said.

“Let us grab our luggage, son, and then we can go somewhere where I can identify what I’m eating,” Avery said.

“Okay,” Harris said before gesturing in a direction. “The luggage carousel is this way.”

Avery gestured for Harris to go first, and as everyone was following Harris, Allyson asked, “So, Shannon? Avery? How was your flight?”

“The waiting in New York was exhausting, but other than that, our travel was enjoyable,” Shannon said. “So, Ellen?  What grade are you in?”

“Tenth,” Ellen simply replied.

When Ellen didn’t say anymore, Shannon asked, “How well are you doing… in the tenth grade?”

“A’s in math and science, and B’s in about everything else,” Ellen said. “Of course if it wasn’t for Tanya being an English teacher and helping me with my grammar, I wouldn’t do so hot in that subject. She helped me a lot.”

“Yes,” Shannon agreed. “Tanya was superior in grammar and spelling. She studied journalism at the university, you know.”

Ellen grinned while saying, “Tanya had told me that two-thirds of your relatives had studied journalism; including you, your sister and your mother.”

“That’s true, but Tanya was the one who had the real talent for it,” Shannon said. “She would get perfect marks on her tests each time.”

“Your big sis had helped you to pass a few tests on grammar, Harry,” Avery pointed out.

“That she did,” Harris agreed.

“Tanya could’ve been a great reporter if only she had the stomach for it,” Shannon added sullenly.

“Is that why she became a high school English teacher instead?” Ellen asked as they were approaching the luggage carousel.

“It was,” Shannon said before they searched through the luggage on the carousel.

Avery and Shannon had five good size bags and once they were gathered, Shannon saw the gleam in Ellen’s eyes and the pleasant grin that she wore as Ellen asked, “Which of these has the Legacy volumes?”

Shannon grinned before gesturing towards a group of two bags while saying, “They’re split up between those two bags.”

“Once we get to the SUV, can I get out one of the volumes?” Ellen asked eagerly.

“It’s ‘may I’,” Shannon corrected. Ellen grinned as Shannon continued with, “and if you are going to read them, you need to read them in chronological order and not pick one out at random.”

“Fine, point out volume one to me,” Ellen quickly said.

“Let’s wait until we get to the vehicle,” Shannon strongly suggested.

“Okay,” Ellen said before she strained to pick up one of the two bags that held the Legacy volumes. “Let’s go.”

Shannon and Avery stared surprisingly at Ellen for being able to pick up the heavy bag just as Harris warned, “Ellen, I like your enthusiasm, but you’re going to hurt yourself if you don’t slow down.”

“I’d carried heavier things than this before,” Ellen said.

“You being able to carry that heavy bag is only half at what I’m referring to,” Harris said.

“And what’s the other half?” Ellen quickly asked.

Harris grabbed his parents’ attention as he said loud enough for only his group to hear, “Learning witchcraft should be approached cautiously and with care, and I can tell that you’re ready to leap into it with both feet.”

“You want to learn witchcraft?” Shannon quickly demanded to know.

In a tone as if to take a stand, Ellen said, “I’m going to protect my niece from any threat that might come her way. I’ll give my life for hers if I have to.”

“Mmm, yes, well do me a favor, Ellen, before you open the books on incantations,” Shannon requested.

Ellen stared skeptically at Shannon before asking in a matching tone, “What?”

“There are twenty Legacy volumes in our family’s collection—there should actually be well over a hundred volumes, but the lost volumes are another matter entirely,” Shannon began. “Anyway, the first chronological three that we have aren’t complete—there are missing volumes between each of them, but they will give you the gist on what I want you to know and they were documented during the later half of the Wizard Wars. If you read the first chronological three volumes religiously, you can be done with them within three weeks… a month or longer if you’re a slow reader, and I want you to read those three volumes from beginning to end before you open the books on incantations.”

Ellen thought about Shannon’s request before nodding and saying, “Okay, and I think I’m a fast enough reader.”

“Yes, well, if you claim to be done with those three volumes within two weeks, I’ll insist that I quiz you on them before you can be allowed to start on the incantations,” Shannon assured her.

“Deal.” When Shannon nodded in agreement, Ellen continued with, “Now can we go to the SUV? This bag is getting heavier with each passing second.”

Harris held out his hand for the bag while saying, “Let me have that before you hurt yourself.”

“I’ve carried heavier things than this,” Ellen insisted.

“Have you carried anything that heavy the distance from the luggage carousel to the SUV?” Harris quickly asked.

“Well, no; not quite that far,” Ellen confessed.

“Hand over the bag,” Harris ordered.

Ellen slightly huffed before saying, “Fine.”

When Harris took the full weight of the heavy bag, he uttered, “Good Lord! This is even heavier than I thought! How much can you pick up?” When Ellen shrugged, he continued with, “Yeah, well, you’re a lot stronger than you look.”

“It’s probably from the gymnastic training that I used to do,” Ellen said.

“You used to do gymnastics?” Avery asked.

Ellen nodded before saying, “From the age of five to the age of twelve.”

“Why did you quit?” Allyson asked.

“The last vault I did, I landed wrong and I broke my left ankle,” Ellen said. “Once my ankle had healed and the doctor re-examined it to determine if I could return to gymnastics, he highly recommended against it. My ankle was okay enough though for Tanya to teach me karate.”

Avery pleasantly grinned before rhetorically asking, “Tanya was teaching you karate, was she?”

Ellen nodded before saying, “The first time I saw her practicing her karate moves in the backyard, I asked if she could teach me and she agreed.”

Avery held his grin as he said, “I’m the one who taught karate to Tanya and Harry.”

Ellen nodded with a grin before saying, “Tanya told me that you own a karate school in London.”

“Guys,” Harris uttered to grab everyone’s attention. “Ellen is right about this bag feeling heavier with each passing second.”

“Right,” Avery said as he went to pick up the bag with the other half of the Legacy volumes.

Ellen picked up a bag—which was light in comparison to the first bag that she picked up—as Allyson and Shannon picked up the remaining two bags. Once everything was gathered, the five headed for the exit.

Once the five bags were in the back of the SUV, Harris, Allyson and Avery climbed into the vehicle.

Shannon—with Ellen standing immediately to Shannon’s left—went into one of the bags that contained the Legacy volumes for the first chronological one that she had, and then handed it to Ellen.

The volume—front and back—was a thousand pages, and although it was a copy of a copy it appeared skillfully printed and was bound in a brown-leather-skin cover that was eight and a half inches by eleven inches.

When Ellen stared curiously at the volume, Shannon asked, “Is there something wrong?”

Ellen shook her head before saying, “I thought you were bringing Xerox copies.”

Shannon grinned, and as she went to close the hatch to the SUV she said, “When a copy is made, we try to make it look as much like the copy before it.”

“Twenty volumes were professionally reprinted!” Ellen uttered in a surprised manner that almost came out sounding like a question. “That must’ve cost a small fortune.”

“A printing company has never seen these, and it needs to stay that way,” Shannon told her.

“Then… then how were there copies made?” Ellen asked.

“Once you are finished reading all three volumes, you can find the answer to that question on page one-eighty-two of the first book on incantations.”

Ellen’s jaw slightly dropped before uttering in a shock tone, “These volumes were printed by using magic?!”

“Shshsh!” Shannon quickly demanded while looking around for anyone in hearing distance; however, no one else was in sight. “Strangers don’t need to hear about this.”

Ellen covered her mouth for a brief moment. Once she uncovered her mouth, she said, “Sorry.” She then whispered, “But magic was used to reprint these books?”

“Yes, Sweetie,” Shannon told her. “Sadie, Mary’s… my sister’s daughter was the one who created them.”

“Wow!” Ellen uttered delightfully. “That’s so cool!”

“Yes,” Shannon agreed with a grin. She then gestured towards the SUV door. “We need to go.”

Ellen nodded before walking towards the SUV door, opening it and climbing in. Once inside and comfortable with the SUV door shut, Ellen turned to the first page and read silently.

(Randolph’s handwriting)

I don’t know what day it is. I have lost track of the days since the Raven Coven had attacked and slaughtered my parents, my older brother Matthew and my older sister Gabrielle before my eyes. It was by the grace of God that I was able to sneak away with my younger sister Elizabeth without joining our family’s fate.

I’m still at a loss as to why they would attack us. We were no match against the Raven. Was the Raven going after the weak covens now? In any case, Elizabeth and I are safe for the moment. As long as I can maintain my influence over this wolf pack, we should be okay until we can reach the Clover Coven in the north. I haven’t slept for days though, so my influence over the beasts is faltering a little each day. The current moon is the day before the full moon, so the power of the moon is helping me to maintain order within the pack. Anyway it’s getting too dark to write, so I’ll write more tomorrow.

Harris was just driving away from his parking space when Ellen looked up and asked, “Shannon, does the moon do something to wizards and sorceresses?”

Shannon grinned before explaining, “The moon phases will influence the wizard’s… and even the witch’s powers. Their powers will be at their weakest during a new moon and at their strongest during a full moon. In fact, there are certain incantations that will only work during the three days of the full moon phase. One will be mention soon if you haven’t reached that point yet.”

“I haven’t,” Ellen said as she tilted her head down to read some more.

I was wrong about it being safe last night. The Raven had sent two wolf-likens to kill Elizabeth and me. I thought that incantation was lost years ago… 

Ellen again looked up from the volume before asking, “Okay, what’s a wolf-liken?”

“Keep reading, Sweetie,” Shannon told her. “The answer is there.”

Ellen took a breath before turning her attention back to the Legacy volume.

I was wrong about it being safe last night. The Raven had sent two wolf-likens to kill Elizabeth and me. I thought that incantation was lost years ago, but I was wrong.

Before I go into details of what had happened last night I should explain things as I go. After all, Legacy volumes are meant to educate as well as to inform the generations to come, and since I had to abandon the previous volumes when Elizabeth and I fled from the Raven Coven, I’m going to designate this volume as being the first volume.

Oh, I am Randolph, and I am currently sixteen. Elizabeth is ten and our line is the power over the beasts and unfortunately the weakest of the three wizard lines. The members of the Clover Coven also have powers over the beasts.

The strongest of the three wizard lines is the power over Fire and Water. The second strongest line is the power over Earth and Air, which is what the members of the Raven Coven have powers over. Any wizard or sorceress of the three lines can influence the other two, but cannot control them though.

Also the wizard’s or the sorceress’s powers will be at their weakest point during a new moon and at their strongest point during a full moon, and certain incantations will only work beneath the moonlight of three moons (The night before the full moon, the night of the full moon and the night after the full moon).

The liken incantation is one of the incantations that will only work beneath those three moons, and the liken incantation changes human into beast.

Ellen looked up while guessing, “Oh, so wolf-likens are werewolves.”

“No, Sweetie,” Shannon replied. “But werewolves are byproducts of wolf-likens.”

“Explain,” Ellen quickly requested.

“Keep reading, Sweetie. I swear that the answers are in those pages.”

“Okay,” Ellen said before turning her attention back to the Legacy volume.

The liken incantation is one of the incantations that will only work beneath those three moons, and the liken incantation changes human into beast.

Several magical ingredients are required to cast the incantation to change someone into a beast. I don’t know the incantation, so I don’t know what ingredients are required. I do know though that blood of the selected animal is required.

To change someone into a wolf-liken, wolf’s blood is required. The more wolf’s blood within the mixture means that the wolf-liken’s intelligence will be savage like, more violent, and the individual won’t remember once he or she returns to his or her human form. Being more wolf-like is the desired trait when the wolf-likens are sent to viciously attack the enemy.

On the other hand, less blood within the mixture means that the wolf-liken will be highly intelligent and the individual will retain memories of his or her experience of being a wolf. Being more intelligent is the desired trait when the wolf-likens are on a reconnaissance mission.

As long as too much blood wasn’t used during the incantation, the liken spell is completely broken once the moon of the night after the full moon had set.

If too much blood was used though, the liken becomes venomous and a venomous liken will forever change into the selected animal beneath the moonlight of the three moons. (The night before the full moon, the night of the full moon and the night after the full moon.)

“Oh, so a venomous wolf-liken is a werewolf,” Ellen uttered as she looked towards Shannon.

Shannon grinned before saying, “Since that question isn’t directly answered in the volumes, I’ll answer it. Yes, venomous wolf-likens are werewolves, and before you ask, a person surviving a werewolf attack will also become a werewolf.”

“Will silver harm werewolves as it shows in the movies?” Ellen asked. “Or is that explained in the book?”

“It is explained, but not in that volume,” Shannon said.

“So silver will harm werewolves?”

Shannon thought of her answer before saying, “Okay, first of all, you need to know that there is an incantation known as the ‘Impervious incantation’. Impervious incantation will make wounds heal in a fraction of the time, and wounds that would normally be fatal—like gunshot wounds to the head—will no longer be fatal.”

“Okay,” Ellen said.

“Now if the impervious incantation was cast prior to the liken incantation then silver will be the only thing that can kill an impervious werewolf. Oh and anyone surviving an impervious werewolf attack will also become an impervious werewolf. However, if only the liken incantation was cast then the werewolf is not an impervious werewolf and anything that can kill a wolf can kill that type of a werewolf.”

“So silver affects the impervious incantation,” Ellen guessed.

Shannon grinned and shook her head before saying, “Tanya had warned me about your inquiring mind.”

Ellen amusingly grinned before saying, “Inquiring mind wants to know.”

“Mmm,” Shannon uttered with a nod. “And you’re right. And the reason why you’re right is that a precise amount of silver powder is one of the key ingredients to the impervious incantation. In fact, impervious incantation is one of the hardest spells to cast correctly. Not enough silver powder in the mix will cause the spell to fail completely, but too much silver powder will kill the person who the spell is being cast on.”

“So shooting an impervious werewolf with a silver bullet increases the silver amount, thus killing the impervious werewolf,” Ellen guessed.

“Exactly,” Shannon said.

“Okay, since wizards, witches and werewolves are real, what about vampires?”

“The answer to that is in the second chronological volume, and somehow, I don’t believe that your inquiring mind can wait that long for the answer.”

“It can’t,” Ellen said while vigorously shaking her head. “Inquiring mind wants to know now.”

“Yes, well, vampires are mentioned in the second chronological volume, but only as rumors to their existence.”

“Well that was insightful information,” Ellen said disappointingly.

“I’m sorry I couldn’t give you a ‘yes’ or ‘no’ answer, but you need to understand that there are wizards and witches out there who care very little for human life, and they will perform vampiric acts during certain incantations. However, during the 1300’s a large number of vampiric killings were reported in one of the Italian cities and according to the Legacy volumes there were no witches or wizards in that city during the time of those deaths.”

“Interesting,” Ellen said before thinking of another question that she wanted to know about. “So in which volume does it speak about the shadowing-truth spell that was cast that turned truth into rumors?”

Shannon grinned before saying, “In the third chronological volume. And since your inquiring mind will explode before you reach that volume, I’ll explain it now.” Ellen just grinned. “Merlin was the one who had shown King Arthur and the people that wizardry or witchcraft shouldn’t be feared. Throughout the generations after Merlin, the kings of England had even appointed a wizard or sorceress as a royal advisor.

“But as the Wizard Wars progressed into their later years, the Wizard Wars’ effects were spilling over into the non-magical population, and as a result the non-magical population was fleeing the land. King Henry the Fifth couldn’t have that so he ordered the three wizard lines to end the hostilities towards each other, or he will end those wars his way. And his way would’ve been creating a decree that would exterminate the entire magical community. King Henry the Fifth even had his soldiers patrolling to make sure that his warning didn’t go ignored.

“Anyway, on April 5, 1421 open hostilities ended between the wizard lines immediately; however, the wars actually continued in secret for eight more years. And in spite of King Henry the Fifth’s assurance to the non-magical population that the wars were over, the non-magical population continued to vacate the land.

“In the response to the leaving population, King Henry the Fifth called before him a representative of each of the three lines, and once the three were in front of him, he ordered them to correct the damages that they had caused, and he didn’t care how. He even had the three locked in the dungeon and heavily guarded until a solution was found.

“After quarrelling constantly for almost three days the representative of the Fire and Water line had suggested to combine the obscuring incantation with the shadowing incantation, which later became known as the shadowing-truth incantation…”

“So the shadowing-truth incantation is actually two spells?” Ellen interrupted with.

“It’s a tailored spell from two spells,” Shannon explained. “And tailored spells are also very difficult to create.”

“So what do the two spells do?” Ellen asked.

“The obscuring incantation is an incantation that causes selected memories within a person to be remembered as vague dreams that becomes vaguer over the passing days until the memories are forgotten completely,” Shannon began. “Normally the obscuring incantation is cast on an individual, so obviously it had to be tailored to affect a group or a population. 

“The shadowing incantation gets its name because it is an incantation that casts an invisible blanket over a region of land to affect a large number of people at the same time and it is always combined with another incantation; however, there are very few incantations that will work with the shadowing incantation. The shadowing incantation’s effective range will be at its maximum during the full moon as well, and since our ancestors had wanted the greater number of the population affected, the shadowing-truth spell was cast during a full moon.”

“So what were the selected memories that were turned into vague dreams?” Ellen asked.

“Anything associated with wizards and witches were made to be remembered as dreams, and the storytellers of the time had thought that they had dreamt up the perfect storyline for their fictional tales. King Henry the Fifth and his soldier were even affected. In fact, the only ones who weren’t affected were the witches and wizards.”

“And so King Arthur and Merlin became known as legendary characters,” Ellen added.

“Exactly,” Shannon confirmed.

“So what are the other incantations that can be combined with the shadowing spell?” Ellen asked.

“The famous dragon’s breath incantat…” Shannon was only able to get out.

“Dragons!” Ellen interrupted with. Shannon gave Ellen a curious look. “Are dragons real?”

Shannon amusingly grinned before answering, “Again I can’t give you a ‘yes’ or a ‘no’ answer, but dragons are rumored to be true. Now to get back to your earlier question, the dragon’s breath incantation is one of the incantations that uses the shadowing spell… there are more, but that is the only one that comes to mind.”

“Does Harry know any?” Ellen asked Shannon.

Harris was listening to what was being said and replied, “I don’t.”

“That answers that,” Ellen retorted with a slight grin.

“So is there anything else that your inquiring mind would like to know now?” Shannon asked.

Ellen thought for a second before asking, “What exactly is the dragon’s breath incantation?”

“I can’t remember where it is within the volume, but the volume that you’re holding talks about it.” Ellen glanced at the volume as Shannon continued with, “It talks about how some people believe that the dragon’s breath incantation is a dragon summoning spell, while others believe that the incantation is a version of the liken incantation that changes a selected group of people into dragons. Even others believe that it does something else entirely.”

“So no one really knows what the dragon’s breath incantation really does?” Ellen questioned.

“No,” Shannon agreed. “However, whatever the incantation does, the volume mentions that Merlin and two other wizards prior to Merlin’s time were the only wizards who were able to make the dragon’s breath incantation work.”

“So how old is the dragon’s breath incantation?”

“It’s believed to be well over two thousand years old. It was then lost or destroyed at the very beginning of the Wizard Wars.”

“If no one knows what the dragon’s breath incantation does then how do you know that it uses the shadowing incantation?” 

Shannon grinned before saying, “The shadowing incantation had derived from the dragon’s breath incantation.”

“Oh, so that’s why the dragon’s breath incantation was the first incantation that you thought of that was associated with the shadowing incantation,” Ellen accused.

Shannon grinned and nodded before asking, “Is there anything else you would like to know now?”

Ellen again thought for a second before saying, “I can’t think of any, but I’ll ask if I do.”

“Mmm, I’m sure you will,” Shannon retorted with an amused grin.

Ellen slightly raised the volume before saying, “Well, I’ll  get back to my reading.”

When Shannon nodded, Ellen turned her attention back to the Legacy volume.



Chapter Four 

(Randolph’s handwriting) 

If too much blood is used though, the liken becomes venomous and a venomous liken will forever change into the selected animal beneath the moonlight of the three moons. (The night before the full moon, the night of the full moon and the night after the full moon.)

The two wolf-likens that were sent last night were intelligent. They were after Elizabeth and me, and not to devour every living thing in their path. They would have attacked and killed us last night too just after the sun had set if it hadn’t been for Elizabeth’s obsession to give every animal in the world an individual name.

The white cow we used to own with one brown eye was called ‘Freckle-eye’. One of the roosters we had was called, ‘Crows-a-lot’.

When we first came across the pack of fourteen wolves yesterday, Elizabeth took most of the day observing the wolves and then naming them from what she had observed. The second biggest wolf of the pack is now called ‘Coward’. In spite of Coward’s huskiness, he would scamper away from confrontations with his tail between his legs. One of the females is called ‘Mother’ as she seems to like cleaning the other wolves’ ears.

I can’t remember what the other twelve wolves’ names are, but when the two likens had showed up, Elizabeth noticed right away that they were new arrivals. At first we just thought that the two new wolves were just rejoining their pack from being gone all day. And I think that was what the members of the Raven Coven were hoping for.

Anyway, as Elizabeth was observing the likens in order to name them, she noticed that the two were acting more like well trained ‘War-dogs’ than wolves. War-dogs are dogs that are trained by soldiers to fight an enemy alongside the soldiers, and normally War-dogs are killed before becoming well trained.

So when Elizabeth brought the likens’ peculiar behavior to my attention I also started to observe them as well. Within a short time, I realized to what they might be, and to test if I was right, I attempted to control them.

Even though I was tired, I still had full control over the beasts of the land—although the almost full moon might’ve been the reason for that. In any case, as long as I have full control over the beasts, the only beasts that can resist me are humans and likens, so it was no surprise to me that when I attempted to control the two wolf-likens, I failed.

Elizabeth noticed what I was doing, and although she didn’t understand what was going on at the time, she too saw that I had no control over the likens.

The likens immediately attacked once I had tested them, but before they had a chance to reach Elizabeth or myself, Elizabeth and I both ordered the wolves to attack the likens. The wolves obeyed.

Within minutes one of the likens was pulled into a dozen pieces. The other suffered bite wounds covering most of his or her body before he or she fled into the night while leaving a trail of blood that showed his or her path.

My guess is that the liken will die from the lack of blood long before he or she could report to the Raven Coven. So when the wolves were about to chase the liken, I ordered them to stop. If there were any other members of the Raven Coven in the area, they wouldn’t hesitate to take advantage of the wolves being gone.

As things were calming down, or at least I thought they were, Elizabeth screamed. When I had turned to see what was going on, she was staring at human body parts, which had shifted from the liken chunks to the human body parts before her eyes.

The liken was a he. Someone Elizabeth and I knew from the village that we had occasionally gone to. I quickly ran to her side and explained to her what had happened.

To get the body parts out of sight, I ordered the wolves to dig a hole and bury them.

The remainder of the night was uneventful, and when morning had come, Elizabeth and I, along with the pack of wolves, moved north towards the Clover Coven.

It’s presently one hour before sunset and currently calm. Elizabeth is watching a rabbit cooking over a flame for our evening meal. The meal before that, several miles back, we ate apples from an orchard.

The moon is full and currently visible. Once the sun sets, I hope we don’t get anymore liken visitors; however, this time, I’m ready for them. I still can’t figure out why the Raven Coven is so focused on destroying us. Perhaps the members of the Clover Coven know.

In any case, I should run through our history while I’m waiting for the meal to be cooked.

There once lived a very powerful wizard name Merlin. In the volumes that I had to abandon, it states that Merlin’s father came to this land from another realm. I don’t know what that means personally, but that was why Merlin was born with great powers. In any case, he had powers over the Earth, Air, Fire, Water and all of the beasts of the land. Other wizards or even witches couldn’t match his powers; however, any child he would father could. Merlin, while believing that he was on the side of good, feared that any of his children could grow up on the side of evil and would eventually challenge him.

To prevent this he had cast a spell on himself. Each time he would father children his powers would split. His direct sons and daughters were always born as triplets. One triplet would have power over the Fire and Water. The second would have power over the Earth and Air, and the third would have power over the beasts of the land.

Merlin’s mark was the moon and three stars and each triplet was born with a perfectly round birthmark just below his or her left collarbone. Immediately to the left of the sphere (to the wearer’s perspective) on the side towards the wearer’s left arm were three freckles. Two of the freckles were side-by-side and the third was above the other two and centered, and the darkest freckle showed which of the three lines that the triplet had power over. This birthmark became known as the mark of Merlin.

If the darker freckle is the bottom one nearest the full moon-shaped birthmark, then the line has power over the Earth and Air. If the darker freckle is the bottom one furthest away from the birthmark, then the line has power over the Fire and Water. If the darker freckle is the top one, then the line has power over the beasts of the land.

(My drawings are what someone else would see and not what the one wearing the mark would see.)
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However, we (Merlin’s descendants in the later generations) have learned that the full moon-shaped birthmark is slowly changing phases towards a new moon (no birthmark). We think that once our generations to come reach the new moon phase, their powers will be forever gone. Merlin had done this by accident, or so we believe anyway. Merlin had just wanted to split his powers into threes among his children, but every three generations twins are born, the power of the line splits among the twins and weakens, and the birthmark would gradually fade towards the new moon.

The moon-shaped birthmarks that Elizabeth and I have are in the moon phase between the full moon and the half moon.

Anyway, when the birthmark first showed signs of fading, a Dark Ritual had surfaced. I don’t know the incantation’s origin or its proper name. I’m not sure if anyone does; however, this ritual strengthens the line and intensifies the mark of Merlin of the one performing the ritual by stealing the powers of another wizard or sorceress while quickly—if not instantly—turning the victim into ashes.

As more and more covens were using this ritual, wars between the covens had broken out that became known as the Wizard Wars, and the Wizards Wars are believed to have begun in the 800’s A.D., two hundred years after Merlin was said to have disappeared from the lands. It’s rumored that the Lady of the Lake had imprisoned him with magic.

The Raven Coven was the largest coven in the land when the wars had broken out, and in spite of the wars it continues to be the largest yet today. As I previously stated the coven’s power is over the Earth and Air.

I heard rumors that the Raven Coven is ruled by a council of five, and each of the five council members has a large number of subordinates of partisan, wizards and sorceresses beneath him or her. Partisans are the non-magical people of a wizard’s line, and they are usually the wives, husbands, in-laws or good friends to the wizards or sorceresses.

The two likens that attacked last night were most likely Raven partisans. At least the one who the wolves had ripped apart had to have been, since he wasn’t a wizard.

The second largest coven is the Brimstone Coven. That coven has the power over the Fire and Water.

The Clover Coven is the third largest with twenty adult members, and as I also previously stated, that coven has the power over the beasts.

All of the covens smaller than the Clover Coven are considered acorn covens. Most acorn covens are no more than eight members, and we are detached members of one of the three main covens. Some of the larger acorn covens had named their covens; most acorn covens haven’t though.

Since the start of the Wizard Wars our lives had depended on killing the other first, so most wizards and sorceresses had used the Dark Ritual at some point. (If nothing more, out of self-preservation). However, during the first one hundred years of the wars the members of the Brimstone Coven and their acorn covens were the only ones who knew of the incantation.

In the early part of the 900’s, Adonis (the leader of the Clover Coven at the time) had been captured by the Brimstone Coven. As the leader of the Brimstone Coven was preparing to do the Dark Ritual on Adonis, Adonis had somehow reversed the ritual on the Brimstone’s leader. Once the Brimstone’s leader’s ashes had blown away with the wind, Adonis escaped with the incantation in his hand.

Two days later, against his advisors’ warnings and with a copy of the Dark Ritual incantation in his hand, Adonis and two other wizards from the Clover Coven approached the Raven Coven under the flag of truce.

Adonis was hoping that if the three main covens each had a copy of the incantation to the Dark Ritual that it would force all the covens to come together and talk peace. However, once the leaders of the Raven Coven heard him out, he and the other two wizards were captured and executed while using the Dark Ritual.

The members of the Clover Coven had been promoting peace before that, but after hearing about their leader’s fate, the coven members became more aggressive and more revengeful.

I have to quit here for right now. Elizabeth is telling me that the rabbit is fully cooked. I doubt that I’ll have time to write more after we eat, so I’ll write more tomorrow.

(Elizabeth’s handwriting) 

Hi readers. It’s Thursday night. I’m Elizabeth, Randolph’s ten-year-old sister. Randolph is sleeping right now. He doesn’t know that I read his volume or that I’m now writing in it. So if Randolph’s next entry talks about my death, it might not have been from the Raven Coven.

Anyway, last night was uneventful and when morning came, Randolph and I, along with the pack of wolves, moved north again.

Randolph and I walked and walked, until the blisters on my feet reopened. I’m not very big so I was able to get Coward to allow me to ride his back. That was kind of fun.

Anyway, I was only on Coward’s back for a short time when we came upon a village. A village with people who don’t do magic doesn’t always mean a safe place. There are wizards and sorceresses everywhere these days. So I didn’t want to enter the village.

Randolph said that we had to though. He fell six times from being tired. He said that if he doesn’t get any sleep, he wouldn’t be able to control the wolves tonight in spite of the moon’s influence. Since I’ve been sleeping at night, I bet I could control the wolves tonight, but he thinks I’m still too young. I’m old enough to cast the writing incantation so that what I write is rewritten correctly, but that I’m too young to control the wolves. Big brothers are a pain.

Sorry, that was my complaint for today.

Anyway, Randolph told the wolves to continue to walk north. Randolph said that the wolves’ footprints might lead the Raven Coven away from us.

Once the wolves had disappeared from sight, Randolph and I walked into the village.

A woman around my mom’s age greeted us almost immediately. Before the Raven Coven had killed her I mean. I still miss my mom. I miss my dad, Matthew and Gabrielle too. I cry each time I think of them.

As you can see from the tearstains I just created I’m crying now.

Okay, I’m good. Anyway the woman’s name is Danielle. She said that she came here as a little girl from Le Havre and her son is a physician. When she saw that my feet were bleeding she took pity on me and then escorted Randolph and me to her son.

Randolph didn’t like trusting a stranger, but he knew that my feet had needed to be attended to. So we followed trustingly to a room that had only one door and no windows.

Danielle’s son’s name is Jean-Michel and he wrapped my feet. He was just finishing up when Randolph and I felt Lucas, Hayden and Patience on the opposite side of Jean-Michel’s closed door. Wizards and sorceresses can sense each other and I definitely feared that someone from the Raven Coven had caught up with us.

Danielle and Jean-Michel saw the expressions on my and Randolph’s faces as my brother and I stared disturbingly at the door.

Danielle asked, “What’s wrong?” But before an answer could be given, one of the three had knocked.

There was no way out of the room, and I saw that Randolph was preparing to cast whatever defensive or attack incantation that he knew as Jean-Michel stepped towards the door.

Lucas was my and Randolph’s cousin, and everyone heard a sigh of relief when I saw him walking through the door first followed by Hayden and Patience.

Hayden and Patience are brother and sister, and they are Clover partisans. We can’t feel the presence of partisans, so to correct what I had written earlier, Randolph and I had only felt Lucas at the door. Lucas and Patience were recently married. I had never met Hayden or Patience before today, and it turns out that Patience is a seer. A few days ago Patience saw in her visions that Randolph and I would be in Jean-Michel’s office after running from the Raven Coven.

Anyway, before I could say a proper ‘hello’ to Lucas, Lucas tossed a bag of coins to Jean-Michel for treating my feet and ordering us to go before Helen and her group could show up. I didn’t know who Helen was at the time, and as we were following Lucas, Hayden and Patience, we were told that Helen was a powerful sorceress and a seer for the Raven Coven.

It turns out that the Raven Coven was killing off the Clover’s acorn covens because for the past week or more every seer was getting the same vision. According to Patience the vision is too obscure to know when, where or with whom, but at some point between now and whenever, someone from one of the Clover’s acorn covens will turn the Raven Coven’s kingdom upside-down. Obviously the members of the Raven Coven were trying to avert that prophecy, but according to Patience they haven’t succeeded yet.

Anyway we followed Lucas, Hayden and Patience to the horse stable. At the stable, four horses were ready and waiting for us. I got on the horse with Lucas, and once everyone was on his or her horse we rode off towards the Clover Coven as fast as we could before Helen and her group could reach us.

Patience, with her ability, had chosen the winding unmarked path through the forest that we took, and as far as I know, it was uneventful. With all the course changes that we did, Patience might tell a different tale.

Anyway we made it to the Clover Coven’s citadel before sunset. The Clover Coven normally has twenty adult members, but with the acorn covens that were there, there were over fifty people.

I think it’s funny. By the Raven going after the Clover’s acorn covens, it had caused the line to regroup, and now for the first time since the beginning of the Wizard Wars, I think we are bigger than the Raven Coven at the moment. Of course if the Raven’s acorn covens would regroup that would again change.

After arriving at the citadel, we, along with several others, ate chicken, carrots, peas and bread. The adults had mead. After eating, Randolph went directly to bed.

I wasn’t ready for bed. Obviously, since I’m writing. So I wandered and browsed the citadel. According to Randolph I’ve been here once when I was three, but I have no memory of it.

There are a dozen other kids here. A few of them are even my age. When I came across them playing some game that I wasn’t really familiar with, I watched. When they asked me if I wanted to play the winner, I shook my head and said, “Maybe tomorrow.” My parents, Matthew and Gabrielle were recently killed, and I’ve been on the run for my life for the past few days so I wasn’t in the mood to play games.

I continued to watch them though. Marlow won four games one after the other before losing the fifth game to Edward. I think it was luck though that Edward beat Marlow because Edward lost the very next game to someone who Marlow had beaten.

Anyway I had watched a couple more games before I came back here. As soon as I walked in, I saw the volume on the table next to Randolph. I picked it up and read it. And that’s pretty much it. I’ll talk more later, if Randolph lets me.

Hi, it’s Elizabeth again. It’s Friday morning. Randolph thought that I did okay with last night’s entry so he’s letting me write this entry.

I would like to say that it was uneventful during the night last night, but last night was anything but uneventful.

Including Patience there are six seers in the citadel. Patience and three other seers had the same forewarning of the Raven’s attack minutes before the attack had happened. The Raven Coven even had thirteen of its acorn covens involved, a hundred partisans and about twenty wolf-likens. I don’t really know the details of the battle because everyone who was under the age of eighteen was ushered into a large chamber underneath the citadel. In fact, the chamber was built for such attacks on the citadel.

Anyway, all of us sat quietly and listened to the thunderous sounds that the battle was creating. The chamber walls shook during the loudest strikes followed by dust and small chunks of debris falling down on us.

The thunder went strong for several hours before dropping off into a calm. For some, the sounds of the thunderous war overhead were more reassuring of our war efforts than waiting the twenty minutes that it took for someone to tell us that it was safe to resurface.

As we were resurfacing we were ushered through areas of the citadel that were least effected by the battle and into the main assembly room.

Once we were in that room, some of the kids were pulled away from the main group and spoken to privately. That was five hours ago and we were released from that room thirty minutes ago.

As I was leaving the room, I found out that those kids were being told the unfortunate news of one or both of their parents being killed in the battle.

Anyway that’s all I have to say for now. I’ll talk more later, if Randolph will let me again. Bye for now.

(Patience’s handwriting) 

Randolph had talked me into writing out what I can remember about last night’s battle. My name is Patience, but before I talk about the battle, I would like to explain my ability.

I’m a seer and a Clover partisan. As early as the age of six, I would get random visions and prophecy dreams of future events that would, more times than not, come to be. When I was thirteen I was taught a ritual that even a partisan seer can do that would help fill in the gaps between my visions. Doing the ritual frequently improves the results, and so I do the ritual nightly and occasionally during the day. Other seers will perform this ritual as well and just as frequently for the same reason.

Some seers can only see the outcome of a decision once a decision had been made. Other seers are what are known as the ‘Now-seers’.

‘Now-seers’ can only see what is presently occurring in the world without actually being there. Two of the seers in the citadel are Now-seers.

There are other seers (like me) who can see beyond the outcome of a decision. We are capable of seeing all possible conclusions to any possible decisions that a person might make.

Some seers can determine a day or a time when their visions of the future will occur; unfortunately I’m not one of them. To overcome this I look for certain indications that the vision is growing near or is upon us.

Last night’s battle for an example. Two weeks ago I saw the battle in a vision within the same vision that Lucas had told me, “Elizabeth is looking more and more like her mom each time I see her.”

I immediately warned Hanford (the leader of the coven) and Lucas about the coming battle, but I didn’t tell Lucas as to how I would know when it would be upon us. Last night, Lucas had told me what I had been waiting to hear, and that was when I knew that the battle was only minutes away.

The three seers among us who can also see future events had seen the battle five minutes before Lucas had told me about Elizabeth, so Hanford was being told about it as I was joining them.

When I confirmed with a nod that tonight was the night, Hanford sounded the alarm.

As Elizabeth wrote earlier, the children under the age of eighteen were ushered into a large chamber beneath the citadel. The rest of us took our positions for the coming battle. The torches and candles were put out and the only members who were making sounds were the four wizards casting the incantation to cloak us from the Raven’s seers.

A few of the Raven’s wizards and sorceresses were also casting the same incantation in order to cloak themselves from us, and so we sat patiently while waiting for the members of the Raven Coven to make themselves known.

One of the Raven’s wizards maneuvered himself unseen to the opposite side of the citadel, and once he was in place, he magically shot fireballs into the wall of the citadel.

We knew that he was only attempting to draw our fire in the wrong direction, so only one wizard from our side magically fired back.

In response to our weak retaliation, fireballs came at us from three wizards from yet another direction. Again we knew that this was done only to draw our fire in the wrong direction, so we again gave a weak response.

Trying to seize the advantage in a battle when both sides have three or more seers is almost impossible, but if you have a good leader, then that leader could take the advantage of a disadvantage. So when the Raven magically fired fireballs from every point, but one, that one point was where Hanford ordered to be heavily fired upon.

Our first round of fireballs took out a good portion of their partisans, and a few of their frontline wizards, but before we could re-aim our fire beyond the partisans, the Raven’s surviving wizards and sorceresses magically fired all they had.

The sky had lit up bright with all the fireballs passing each other in flight. Wizards and partisans on each side were spread out to minimize the casualties, so once each fireball had landed, only one to two people were hit by it—if any.

Once the main fire had begun, our wizards who were reciting the cloaking incantation had shifted their chant to the barrier incantation, so when the fireballs that were fired against us would land, they would have less of an impact. I believe the Raven’s wizards had done the same.

As the wizards and sorceresses were exchanging fireballs, the Raven’s surviving partisans and wolf-likens had stormed the citadel, and as they were entering, they were met by our partisans.

It became immediately obvious that the Raven’s partisans were instructed to ignore our partisans when they could and go after our wizards and sorceresses. Some Raven’s partisans or likens had actually made it past our partisans as they went after their primary target. Most were cut down though by the wizards or sorceresses as they approached them, but a few had succeeded, only to be killed moments later by one of our partisans.

With wizards on both sides chanting the barrier incantation throughout the battle, the battle waged on for hours, and compared to other battles fought throughout history, the number of casualties were light.

Neither side was able to dominate the fight, and just before the last liken-moon (liken-moon is my word for the moon that is needed to change man into beast). Anyway, before the last liken-moon of the month could set, someone from the Raven’s side had sounded a horn.

The Raven’s surviving partisans and likens quickly withdrew from the fight, and just after their partisans had reached their frontline wizards the Raven withdrew completely. 

Once the battle was over, our slightly wounded had picked up the dead and the seriously wounded; including the Raven’s dead and seriously wounded. All of the Raven’s dead and wounded were partisans though.

Some had complained about treating the Raven’s wounded as one of ours, but Hanford retorted, “Kindness begets kindness. The Wizard Wars aren’t ever going to end if we continue to behave like savages towards one another.”

And so the seriously wounded (our wounded and the Raven’s wounded alike) were carried to the lab where Catherine and Catherine’s three apprentices could attend to them. Catherine is Hanford’s sister, a powerful sorceress and the main healer for the coven.

The dead were carried away and placed in a room to wait their ceremonial burial.

Once a path between the chamber beneath the citadel and the main assembly room was cleared from any signs of battle, the children were escorted to the assembly room. There the children waited as the adults cleaned up the signs of battle everywhere else.

Later this evening is the burial ceremony for the ones who had died in the battle, so everyone is preparing for that.

That’s it for what I can scribe down.

(Randolph’s handwriting) 

It’s Friday night, and before I go to bed I thought I should say that the burial ceremony went as it should. Our fallen wizards, sorceresses and partisans were each given a wizard’s ceremony. The Raven’s fallen were also a part of the ceremony and they were buried alongside our fallen without distinction.

Oh and in spite of last night’s attack on the citadel, several more acorn covens had showed up while seeking refuge.

I should also say that Hanford doesn’t care to keep prisoners, and while ignoring the objections from the others, Hanford had the Raven’s injured partisans escorted to the perimeter of our borders and then released once their wounds had been treated.

Anyway that’s all I have for right now.

It’s Saturday night. Friday night to Saturday morning was uneventful. After everyone had awakened and had eaten his or her morning meal, Hanford had called an assembly meeting.

Apparently Elizabeth and I weren’t the only ones among the acorn covens who had to leave their Legacy volumes behind. Most of the Legacy volumes are only different within the last two hundred years. Before that the history of the Legacy volumes are mostly the same for everyone. Therefore, starting Monday morning, there will be a workshop to teach the history of our legacy.

The attendance to the workshop is open to all ages and it’s voluntary.

Elizabeth is planning to go to that. I wouldn’t mind going to that workshop myself, but there’s another workshop that is taking place at the same time that I want to go to. That workshop is on learning incantations and potions, and anyone fifteen years old or older can attend.

If I was going to get Elizabeth and myself through this, I’m going to have to learn all I can.

Anyway that’s all I have for right now.

It’s Sunday night. Last night was again uneventful. I learned that a lot of the adults were planning to attend the workshops. To accommodate the number of people who are planning to learn the incantations, the workshop was moved from a small room to the dining room. The dining room will be closed during the few hours that the workshop will be taking place.

The workshop on learning the Legacy volumes will be held in the assembly room.

These workshops will be held on every Monday through Friday until further notice, and as I wrote yesterday, the attendance to the workshops is voluntary.

Anyway, that’s all I have for right now.

It’s Monday evening, and things were somewhat eventful, but not because of the Raven Coven. Thomas (a nineteen-year-old who thought that he knew more than our mentor about mixing potions) had mixed things before being told to and had blown pieces out of the table that he was sitting at.

A few people around Thomas were shot with small chunks of flying wood. Thomas (I’m sad to say) had suffered piercing wounds about his chest, and the bright flash that had occurred had burned his eyes.

Catherine said that Thomas will live, but she’s very doubtful that he’ll see again.

That’s all I have, but Elizabeth wants to write down what she had learned from her workshop.

(Elizabeth’s handwriting)

Hi, it’s Elizabeth again. You knew that though.

Anyway, here’s what I learned… 



Chapter Five 

Harris, Shannon and Avery spent most of Wednesday arranging for Tanya’s body to be moved to the airport on Monday, in order for Tanya’s body to be sent back to London. Harris had also planned to attend Tanya’s funeral in London, so he had to purchase a round-trip ticket for himself as well.

Allyson spent her Wednesday and Thursday doing what she could to prepare for Michael’s funeral.

Ellen helped where she could on both days, but for the most part Harris and Allyson had wanted to involve Ellen with the arrangements as little as possible, which gave Ellen a lot of free time from Tuesday evening to Thursday evening.

Ellen had used her free time to read as far into the first Legacy volume as she could. She had made a deal with Shannon to read the first three Legacy volumes before picking up the books on incantations, and as to how captivating she found the first volume to be, she found that deal easy to keep.

When Friday morning came, Ellen ignored the Legacy volumes as she, Harris, Allyson, Avery, Shannon and Jane prepared themselves for Michael’s funeral services.

The turnout for Michael’s funeral services was better than Ellen imagined. Michael’s friends, some of his co-workers and Tanya’s friends had showed up for it.

Ellen didn’t prepare a eulogy for the services nor did she want to speak out to the mourners; however, when the clergyman called her up to say a few words, she went with very  little coaxing.

Ellen spoke longer than what she had intended, and when she was done, everyone was surprised to learn that the eulogy she gave wasn’t prepared.

Once the funeral was concluded at the funeral home, the mourners got into their respective vehicles and went to the cemetery.

The mourners were there for only a few minutes, listening to the clergyman before Ellen, Harris and Shannon felt the presence of others from Merlin’s descendants. When the three looked, they saw two fifty-year-old men who looked very much alike.

“Do you…?” Harris was only able to get out as he faced Ellen and saw that Ellen had hurried away towards the two men.

Harris quickly followed Ellen, and after a slight hesitation, Allyson, Avery, Shannon and Jane had followed as well. The clergyman and the mourners just looked to see where the six were going.

As Ellen was approaching the two men in half the time it would normally take, Mitchell, Ellen’s biological father, questioned, “How are you doing, Ella?”

“My name is Ellen, you worthless pig!” she angrily shot at him.

“Hey-hey now,” Mitchell calmly said. “A little respect for your father.”

“Father?” Ellen laughed without humor. “I have no father, and neither did Michael.”

“I know you wish that to be true…” Mitchell was only able to get out.

“You’re not welcome here!” Ellen shot at him before he could finish. “Now get out and take your friend with you.”

“He’s your Uncle Brandon,” Mitchell informed.

“I don’t care who the hell he is; you two aren’t welcome here!” Ellen retorted.

“Ellen…!” Harris uttered before he was cut off.

“I want them gone!” Ellen hissed towards Harris.

“Yes,” Harris agreed. “You’d made that perfectly clear, but this is a big cemetery…”

“This city isn’t big enough for the both of us!” Ellen shot back.

“An old American Western had just flashed through my mind,” Avery commented.

Ellen indifferently glanced at Avery as Harris continued with, “Ellen, today is the time to set aside grudges and for love ones to mourn…”

“He’s no love one!” Ellen again interrupted with. “He killed my brothers and sister.”

“That was a tragic accident, Ellen, and I’m truly sorry for what had happened,” Mitchell told her.

“Save your remorse for Judgment Day!” Ellen shot at him.

“Yes, well, according to you I’ve been judged and found guilty,” Mitchell said.

“You are guilty, you prat!” Ellen retorted.

“Ellen!” Harris uttered to get her attention. When Ellen looked, he continued with, “Ellen, you can be the better person here.” He then glanced towards the staring clergyman and mourners. “And at the moment your brother’s friends are seeing you as not being the better person.”

Ellen glanced back at the clergyman and mourners for only a second before hissing at Mitchell, “I will never forgive you! Never!”

“And yet I know you will need me at some point,” Mitchell assured her.

“You have nothing…” Ellen got out before thinking of something that she wanted to know.

When Ellen stopped talking, Mitchell chuckled. “See, there’s something you want… already.”

“All I want is an honest answer from you,” Ellen hissed. Mitchell just gave her a curious look. “What do you know about our family’s Legacy?”

“Our family’s Legacy?” Mitchell echoed in a confused tone.

“That’s actually the second time I’d heard those three words together like that,” Brandon added.

Ellen crossed her arms before asking him, “And when was the first time?”

“When your father and I…” Brandon stopped talking when he saw Ellen cringing as if his chosen words had stabbed her through the heart. “When Mitchell and I were seven, I found an old letter hidden inside the lining of our grandpa’s old briefcase and I took it to my mom. She read it aloud.”

When Brandon stopped talking, Ellen asked, “Can you remember what she read?”

“Hold on,” Brandon said as he was trying to remember. After a brief moment he continued with, “Our family’s Legacy is among the ‘stars’ of Saint Louis.”

“What does that mean?” Ellen quickly asked.

“Don’t know, but Saint Louis, Missouri is where our dad and his parents were born,” Brandon said.

“So I have relatives living in Saint Louis?” Ellen questioned.

“Not living ones,” Mitchell corrected. Ellen shot him a curious look. “Our grandpa… this is ridiculous. Your great-grandpa had died just after your Uncle Brandon and I turned seven.” Ellen just stared resentfully at Mitchell as he continued with, “But before that, I have a memory of him telling me that your great-grandma and her family were killed—all of them burned alive—just before your great-grandpa and grandpa moved here to Kansas City.”

Ellen and the others were suddenly drawn to the clergyman and the mourners when the clergyman loudly cleared his throat. Once the clergyman had everyone’s attention, he continued with, “Ms. Anderson… and friends. Should I continue?”

Ellen glanced at Mitchell and back at the clergyman before nodding. Ellen then casually walked back to join the mourners. The others followed suit.

Once everyone was focused on the clergyman again he resumed his services.

The funeral services lasted for another twenty minutes, and once it ended, each mourner gave Ellen, Harris, Shannon and Avery his or her condolences for their loss before he or she walked towards his or her car to leave.

Once everyone had left except for Ellen, Harris, Allyson, Shannon, Avery, Jane, Mitchell and Brandon, Mitchell and Brandon stepped closer to Ellen and the others.

Mitchell saw the hatred in Ellen’s eyes towards him as he approached her. Before Ellen could comment on anything, Mitchell questioned, “You really hate me, don’t you?” Ellen scowled at him while crossing her arms as a response. “I’ve made mistakes.” Ellen’s scowl deepened as she slightly tilted her head. “Okay, obviously getting your brothers and sister killed was the worst mistake anyone could make.” When Ellen just stood while staring at him as if he had lost his mind, Mitchell continued with, “Was asking me about our family’s Legacy the only thing you needed from me?”

Ellen thought for a second before asking, “How did you learn about Michael’s funeral?”

“Arthur Bennett went to high school with me and your Uncle Brandon,” Mitchell said. “He called me with the details.”

Ellen slightly grunted in disgust before saying, “Figures.”

“May I call you Mitchell?” Jane requested.

“That is my name,” Mitchell simply said.

“Okay, well, this is obviously none of my business, Mitchell, but I’m curious to know why you and your father kidnapped your children sixteen… seventeen years ago,” Jane said.

“It began with Megan… Ella’s mother kicking me out,” Mitchell was only able to get out.

“Stop calling me by that acronym nickname,” she hissed.

“Your initials create the name ‘Ella’?” Brandon asked.

“E-L-A, Ellen Louise Anderson,” she replied.

“You were saying,” Jane prompted for Mitchell to continue.

“Anyway, I should’ve known then that Megan was pregnant when she kicked me out,” Mitchell began. Ellen scowled confusingly at Mitchell. “Don’t get me wrong, El... Ellen. Your mom was a great woman, but I had a knack of getting under her skin, and when she was pregnant, she couldn’t stand to be around me.

“Anyway, I went to my dad’s place to let Megan calm down, and when I got there, I met my dad’s new neighbor who happened to have been a psychic. The guy took one look at me and rattled off some facts about my life, and the fact that particular birds are drawn around where Megan and I live had frightened him. He strongly felt that those birds around my house were a bad omen and that my kids were in mortal danger.

“Obviously the psychic’s warning had frightened the hell out of me, and when my dad and I went to warn Megan, Megan thought that my dad and I had lost our minds. I was desperate to keep my children safe, so when Megan refused to heed the psychic’s warning, my dad and I left with the kids… and I’m guessing that you know the rest from there.”

“Now tell them what you had told me when I had visited you in prison,” Ellen prompted. Mitchell gave Ellen a curious look. “How you would get under Mom’s skin.”

“I’m not the same person I was back then, Ellen,” Mitchell claimed.

“If you don’t tell them, I will,” Ellen challenged.

Mitchell sighed before saying, “I lied to Megan about my job and where I would go when I left her sight.”

“That’s sugarcoating things,” Ellen accused. “Now tell them the non-sugarcoated version.”

Mitchell stared unemotionally at Ellen before saying, “I told Megan that I clean things for a living… which wasn’t exactly a lie because I did clean things. My father and I cleaned up after Clayton Seawall…”

“Clayton Seawall?” Jane questioned quickly. “The drug lord-slash-weapons dealer who went to prison several years back?”

“Slash-gangster-slash-murderer,” Ellen added.

“He wasn’t a gangster per se, but yes,” Mitchell said. “He was who I had worked for, and although I had never deliberately killed anyone, my job consisted of disposing of bodies and making sure that those bodies were never found. When my kids were killed, the DA offered me a plea bargain. If I testify against Clayton Seawall and tell where I had disposed of the bodies, I would get an extremely reduced sentence, and that’s just what I did. I did thirteen years in prison. I’m now out and I have a legitimate job, working in a warehouse in Independence, Missouri.”

Ellen wrinkled her nose while rhetorically asking, “Ew, you live that close to me?”

“If you give me half of a chance, Ellen, I can help you,”  Mitchell assured her.

“How can you help me?” Ellen quickly asked.

“You’re apparently looking for something that is called ‘our family’s Legacy’. I don’t know where it is or what it is, but I can check the records and find out where in Saint Louis my grandparents… your great-grandparents were living while they were alive.”

“I can do that myself,” Ellen pointed out.

“Do you even know the names to your grandparents and great-grandparents?” Mitchell asked.

“It shouldn’t be difficult to look up,” Ellen said.

“I know their names, Ellen,” Mitchell pointed out.

“I’m happy for you,” Ellen retorted.

“I can help you, Ellen,” Mitchell insisted.

“I don’t want anything from you or from your brother,” Ellen quickly said.

“You would rather take the long road than come to me for the answer?” Mitchell questioned.

“I would climb Mount Everest and ask Guru before I’ll ask you for anything, and I have no current plans to climb Mount Everest,” Ellen retorted.

“You’re just as stubborn as your mother.” When Ellen just stared apathetically at him, he sighed before he continued with, “Fine; you win. I’ll leave you be. But before I leave, here’s the information you’ll need.” Ellen just gave him a curious look. “Felix and Gloria Anderson are your great-grandparents from Saint Louis. Your other great-grandparents are Aaron and Katie Clancy—those two are from here. Alexander and Holly Anderson are your grandparents’ names, and of course you know my name.” After hearing the names, Ellen continued to stare apathetically at him. After a second of waiting for a response, Mitchell nodded. “Right. Bye, Ellen.”

Again when Ellen didn’t respond after a second of waiting, Mitchell turned and walked away into the cemetery without saying another word.

“Bye,” Brandon told everyone.

“Bye,” Jane replied. Everyone else, except for Ellen, gave him either a slight wave or a nod. Ellen just stared indifferently at him.

Brandon slightly nodded before he turned and hurried to catch up to Mitchell.

When Ellen looked at Harris, he told her, “As to how tightly you can hold on to grudges, remind me not to offend you.”

“I’m not forgiving him for what he had done,” Ellen quickly retorted.

“He’s obviously filled with remorse and regret, and most likely, he hasn’t had a good night sleep since it had happened…” Harris was only able to get out.

“Good!” Ellen interrupted with. “He doesn’t deserve to have a moment of peace over his actions.”

“Ellen!” Jane uttered to grab her attention. When Ellen looked, she continued with, “A renowned psychic had just told me that Sonya is going to die if she doesn’t leave that hospital right this moment.”

“That’s not funny!” Ellen shot at her.

“You’re right, it’s not funny,” Jane quickly agreed. “But what would be your honest reactions if it was true?”

Ellen stared annoyingly at Jane for a moment before saying, “I don’t know.”

“I believe you do know,” Jane accused. “I believe you would do what it took to keep Sonya safe. I believe you would do something similar to what your father had done.”

“I’m nothing like my father,” Ellen insisted.

“Putting your father’s criminal activities to the side, I truly believe that your father thought that he was doing the right thing for your brothers and sisters at the time,” Avery told Ellen.

“Sister,” Ellen corrected. “I would’ve had only one sister and four brothers.”

“Yes, well, I can understand your unwillingness to forgive your father…”

When Avery paused, Ellen said, “I feel a ‘but’ coming.”

Avery grinned before continuing with, “But harboring the amount of contempt that you seem to have for your father is unhealthy for you and the people around you. And I may be just a partisan to Merlin’s descendants, but I believe it would be dangerous for you to learn witchcraft as long as you are harboring those feelings.”

“Avery’s right,” Shannon agreed.

“I wouldn’t cast a hex on my father,” Ellen insisted. When she received incredulous looks from a few of them she continued with, “Okay, I might think that he deserves to be mentally tormented with guilt for what he had done, but I wouldn’t cast the spell to make it happen.”

“You’re not grasping the concept of magic,” Shannon told her. Ellen gave her a confused look. “You don’t have to cast a spell to put a hex on someone. With wizards and powerful witches just his or her ill feelings towards someone would be enough to unintentionally harm someone with magic, and the person unintentionally harmed doesn’t have to be the one who he or she feels contempt for.”

“So my feelings towards my father could harm Sonya… or make her sick?” Ellen questioned.

“It could,” Shannon told her. “Before you begin to learn witchcraft, you need to find it in your heart to let go of your ill feelings towards your father; otherwise the witchcraft that you want to learn that would protect Sonya could unintentionally harm her.”

Ellen sighed before grumbling out, “Fine, I’ll play nice  with him for now on… if he would ever come back around, but I’m not promising more than that.”

“It’s a start,” Allyson said with a pleasant grin. Ellen just responded with a grin.

“Everyone had left the cemetery; so we should do the same,” Avery suggested.

“Let’s go,” Shannon said while gesturing towards the parked cars.

Before the group was able to get too far into the cemetery, Ellen announced, “I’m going to Saint Louis.”

“And how are you going to get there?” Allyson was the first one to ask. “You don’t have a car or a driver’s license.”

“A bus to Saint Louis shouldn’t cost all that much or take that long, and I still have a couple of thousand in the bank from when my mom’s life insurance policy had paid out,” Ellen pointed out.

“You shouldn’t be gallivanting across the country…” Avery was only able to get out.

“Saint Louis isn’t across the country,” Ellen interrupted with. “It’s not even out of state and I’m going.”

“It is on the very opposite end of the state and about four hours away,” Jane pointed out. “And a sixteen-year-old shouldn’t be wandering that far alone.”

“I’m going to Saint Louis,” Ellen insisted.

“You are a stubborn person when your mind’s made up,”  Harris told her.

“I’m going to Saint Louis,” Ellen repeated in an unyielding tone.

“Yes, I believe you, and if you hold off a night, you and I can drive there first thing in the morning,” Harris told her.

Ellen gave him a look as if to ask, ‘okay, what’s the catch?’ 

“I’m not trying to trick you or talk you out of it, so don’t look at me like that,” Harris told her. “And if we leave around seven in the morning we can get there at least by noon.”

Ellen grinned before saying, “Thank you.”

Harris nodded with a grin before saying, “You’re welcome.”

“Being that Mike was my son-in-law, I knew him,” Shannon began. “But, Ellen, what were the names to your other siblings?”

“Oldest to youngest, their names were Mike, John, Christian, Rebecca and Andrew,” Ellen said. “Mike was thirteen years older than me. And Andrew was only one week away from turning two when he was killed.”

“And you had turned sixteen on July 21st?” Avery asked.

“July 19th,” Ellen corrected.

Avery shot Ellen a confused look before saying, “I thought your birthday was one day after Tanya’s birthday.”

“On our birth certificates, my birthday is one day before hers, but, in fact, our birthdays are on the same day and time,” Ellen informed.

“How do you figure?” Allyson asked.

“I was born on July 19th at 10:31 P.M., Kansas City time, and Tanya had pointed out that she was born on July 20th at 4:32 A.M., London time.”

Shannon grinned before confirming, “You were born on the same day and almost at the same time, but twelve years afterwards.”

“Your birthday will be easy for me to remember now,” Avery pointed out. Ellen just shot him a grin.

Mitchell’s seventeen-year-old blue pick-up truck was parked a few car-lengths from Harris’s rented SUV and had failed to start when Mitchell tried to start it.

As Mitchell was lifting the hood, Brandon was coming around from the passenger’s side. As the two were trying to determine the trouble, Ellen and the others were walking their way.

Mitchell and Brandon both looked back at the same time and saw the group approaching.

Mitchell was the first to look away and back towards the engine. As Brandon turned away, Ellen asked them, “Birds had never come to you?”

Mitchell and Brandon faced Ellen again before Mitchell asked, “You’re speaking to me?”

“I’m speaking to you,” Ellen confirmed as the group was walking up to the two. “Don’t birds come to you?”

“They do actually,” Mitchell said. “Is there a reason why you’re asking?”

“When that psychic had told you about the bad bird omen, didn’t you think that, that was a contradiction of your life?”

“El… Ellen, I don’t know why birds, rats or even squirrels would come to Brandon and me the way they do… or to your grandfather for as that matters, but between the time when Michael was born and your mother had become pregnant with you, the birds that were flocking around the house had more than tripled.”

“You naturally attract birds and animals… and so does he and so did grandpa,” Ellen began as she gestured towards Mitchell and Brandon. “I do too, and so did my brothers and sister. Now I’m just guessing here, but I’m thinking that the attraction that the birds and animals have for us is accumulative. As more of us are gathered, the more birds and animals are attracted to us.”

Mitchell thought for a second before saying, “That thought had never occurred to me.”

“No duh,” Ellen said barely loud enough to be heard.

Mitchell shot her an annoyed look for her comment before asking, “So why the change of heart?” Ellen gave him a confused look. “Why have you decided to speak to me?”

“My extended family had given me convincing arguments as to why my ill feelings towards you and your brother could be unhealthy,” Ellen said. “So my change of heart isn’t really a change of heart.”

“Hmm, are you always this blunt?” Mitchell asked.

“I have no reason to lie to you about it or spare your feelings,” Ellen replied.

“Okay,” Mitchell said before facing Harris and the others. “I guess I owe you folks a ‘thank you’ for…”

“I assure you that we didn’t do it for you,” Avery quickly interrupted with. “I fully understand her feelings towards you, but those feelings aren’t healthy… for anyone.”

“Yes, well, regardless, thank you,” Mitchell said. “And since we are speaking, what are your folks’ names?”

“I’m Harris. Michael was married to my sister Tanya,” he began before pointing out the others. “My wife Allyson, my parents Shannon and Avery, and Ellen’s neighbor Jane.”

“Was Tanya here today?” Mitchell asked.

“Tanya was killed in the same auto accident that killed Michael,” Shannon said. “Avery, Harris and I will be taking her body back to London when we go.”

“I’m sorry for your loss as well,” Mitchell said sullenly.

When Shannon and Avery nodded, Brandon asked, “Since you are talking to us, Ellen, what do you know about our family’s Legacy?”

Ellen glanced towards her group before asking, “Should I tell them?”

“They deserve to know as well,” Shannon said.

Ellen nodded before telling her dad and uncle, “The wizard Merlin existed and we are his descendants.”

“You can’t be serious,” Mitchell replied.

“I’m serious,” Ellen assured him. “That moon-stars birthmark that grandpa had is called the mark of Merlin.” Ellen gestured towards Harris before continuing, “He recognized the birthmark and explained to me what it was.”

“Harris, how would you even see the birthmark?” Brandon quickly asked.

“I described it to him,” Ellen rattled off before Harris could respond. Harris and the others just gave Ellen curious looks. “And he recognized it because he, Tanya and Shannon are too descendents of Merlin.”

“Our common ancestor is too far in the distant past for us to be related though,” Harris added.

“Okay, well, assuming that we are descendants of Merlin, what does that have to do with our family’s Legacy?” Brandon asked.

“Our family’s Legacy is a collection of diaries that our ancestors had written out,” Ellen explained.

“Diaries?” Mitchell echoed incredulously.

Ellen nodded while saying, “Uh-huh, and I want to find them. I want to know our family’s Legacy.”

“I guess I have to be a girl to understand the allure of diaries,” Mitchell said while shaking it off.

Ellen shrugged before saying, “I guess we should let you get back to whatever it is you’re doing to your truck.”

“What I’m doing is trying to find out why it won’t start,” Mitchell said.

Ellen gave him the thumbs-up sign before saying, “Good luck with that.”

“Thanks, but I’m thinking that my truck is part elephant and had recognized this place as a cemetery,” Mitchell said.

“Okay,” Ellen said in a confused tone. “I’m not sure what you mean by that.”

“Elephants are believed to travel for a long distance to their burial ground before allowing themselves to die,” Mitchell explained. “Of course the old Tarzan movies are where I’ve heard that so that could be Hollywood’s doing.”

“Okay, well, again good luck,” Ellen told him.

“Yes, well, good luck with you on finding those diaries,” Mitchell said.

“Thanks,” Ellen said with a grin.

“Bye again,” Shannon said with a wave followed by everyone else.

Once everyone had said his or her ‘goodbyes’ Ellen and her group continued towards the SUV.

Once the six were out of earshot of Mitchell and Brandon, Brandon said, “Ellen isn’t telling us everything.”

“I know,” Mitchell said as he checked the tightness of his battery terminal. “I didn’t want to press the issue though.”

“I don’t have to be in Hannibal anytime soon,” Brandon began. “Perhaps we should help Ellen track down those diaries.”

“I was thinking the same thing,” Mitchell said. “If I ever get this truck started, we can go to Saint Louis.”

Harris looked back at Mitchell and Brandon and saw that they were out of earshot before asking, “From your quick response, Ellen, to a question directed at me, am I correct to assume that you don’t want them knowing about Sonya?”

“I don’t,” Ellen confirmed quickly. “I’m afraid that I would be going to prison for patricide if he would do anything to harm Sonya.”

Allyson put her arm around Ellen before saying, “You and Sonya are now legally in my and Harry’s care. We wouldn’t let your father do anything to harm Sonya or you.”

“I’m afraid that, that might be easier said than done,” Ellen said.

“For a person who had never really been around her father growing up, you’re certainly a cynic when it comes to him, Ellen,” Jane pointed out.

“Yes, well, he frightened the hell out of me with his life story when he was trying to bond with me a few years ago,” Ellen said as they were approaching the SUV.

Allyson just gave Ellen a consoling hug before removing her arm from around Ellen and entering the SUV.

Minutes later, as Ellen and the others were returning to the house, they saw a well-dressed man with a briefcase and a middle-aged couple at the door.

“Who’re they?” Ellen asked as Harris was parking the SUV in the driveway. The three at the front door turned to look.

“We only know as much as you do, Sweetie,” Allyson told Ellen as the ones seated by the doors went to open the doors.

As the six were getting out of the SUV the person in the suit spoke out, “Harris Bradley?”

“Who’s asking?” Harris asked.

“I’m Jack; Jack Hart from the Hart Realty Agency,” he said as the six were walking towards the three at the door. “We spoke yesterday on the phone.”

“I think there’s a misunderstanding,” Harris began. “The house won’t be ready to be placed on the market for another two weeks. I thought I had made that clear on the phone yesterday.”

“Yes, you did, but when I had told these two that this house was preparing to come onto the market, they insisted to speak with you,” Jack said.

“I’m Doyle Stevenson and this is my wife Claudia,” the man said.

“I used to live here from the age of five to the age of fifteen,” Claudia added. “When I was fifteen, my dad took a job that moved us away, and I hated moving from this house.”

“So you two are moving back to Kansas City from where?”  Ellen asked.

“Doyle isn’t originally from Kansas City, but we’re moving from Scott Air Force Base, Illinois,” Claudia said.

“I’m retiring from the air force after thirty-five years,” Doyle added.

“Cool,” Ellen said.

“Were you in the air force too, Mrs. Stevenson?” Jane asked.

“No. I actually commuted each morning to Saint Louis, Missouri,” Claudia said. “I worked downtown Saint Louis.”

“In the Saint Louis’s record office?” Ellen asked in a hopeful tone.

Claudia gave Ellen a curious look before answering with, “No.” A disappointed expression came across Ellen’s face. “You need information from the Saint Louis’s record office?”

“My great-grandparents were from Saint Louis… one set of them were anyway, and I was hoping to find out what house they had lived in,” Ellen replied.

“I actually had worked with someone who currently works closely with the mayor,” Claudia said. “So I may not know anyone who works in the record office, but my friend might.”

“I don’t want to impose on you,” Ellen told her.

“My husband and I are imposing on you folks,” Claudia pointed out. “So do you know your great-grandparents’ names and the dates they were living in Saint Louis?”

“Their names were Felix and Gloria Anderson,” Ellen began. “As for the dates, I don’t really know, but I’m sixteen, my father is fifty and my grandfather was about twenty years older than my father. So I’m guessing that my great-grandparents would’ve lived in Saint Louis around seventy to ninety years ago.”

Claudia gestured towards the door while asking, “So do you mind if I make a few phone calls?”

“Not at all,” Harris said as he took out the key to the front door.

As Harris moved towards the door, Doyle asked, “So what prompted you to put this house up for sale?”

Harris went to unlock the door while saying, “This house belonged to my sister and her husband. They were killed last Tuesday in an auto accident, and we had just come from my brother-in-law’s funeral.”

“Which his brother-in-law was my brother,” Ellen added as Harris was opening the door.

“We’re sorry for your losses,” Doyle, Claudia and Jack said.

“Thanks,” the six said before Harris gestured for Doyle, Claudia and Jack to enter before his group.

“So what is everyone’s name?” Claudia asked before walking into the house first.

Harris introduced everyone, and after the introductions were over, Claudia went to use the kitchen phone. The others went to the living room and talked.

Claudia had made a few phone calls before finding someone who could help her, and once she received useful information for Ellen, she left the kitchen.

When Ellen saw Claudia walking in, she asked, “Were you able to find out anything?”

“I have,” Claudia began. “Approximately sixty years ago… in Saint Louis, your great-grandmother was a math and gym teacher at the Roosevelt High School. There was an after-hours incident at the high school that involved your great-grandmother at which it is believed by the police that your great-grandmother was killed…”

“The police don’t know for sure?” Ellen interrupted with.

“People had witnessed your great-grandmother entering the high school prior to the incident, but not leaving it. When the police searched the high school all they could find was the clothes that your great-grandmother wore that day, which were blood-soaked and filled with dust.” Ellen noticed Shannon being drawn into her own thoughts. “Your great-grandmother’s body was never found.”

“What was the incident that took place?” Shannon asked.

“Since there has been no arrests made, that incident is still on the books as an unsolved crime so the officer I had spoken with wouldn’t discuss the specifics of the case with me,” Claudia said.

“So were you able to find out what her address was?” Ellen asked.

“I did; however, Interstate Forty-Four was built through that neighborhood and the house was demolished because of the highway,” Claudia said.

“Of course it had,” Ellen sarcastically said.

“Was there anyone else involved in the high school incident?” Allyson asked.

“There was actually,” Claudia replied. “There was a high school student injured in whatever had taken place by the name of Martha Starr.”

“Martha Starr?!” Ellen uttered. Claudia, Doyle and Jack gave Ellen curious looks. “The ‘stars of Saint Louis’ are a family.”

“What?” Claudia questioned in a confused tone.

“Last Tuesday I found out that my great-grandmother had kept diaries, but the only clue to those diaries was that they are among the ‘stars’ of Saint Louis,” Ellen explained.

“Which explains why you wanted to know where your great-grandmother had lived,” Claudia said.

“Uh-huh,” Ellen said with a nod.

“So Martha Starr’s relatives have those diaries,” Avery assumed aloud.

“If not Martha herself,” Shannon countered. When Avery shot Shannon a curious look, she explained, “If Martha Starr was a high school student sixty years ago then she would be younger than eighty years old today.”

“That gives us a starting point tomorrow,” Harris spoke out.

“You folks are going to Saint Louis tomorrow?” Jack asked.

“Ellen and I are,” Harris said. “Of course the others are welcome to come as well, but it will definitely be Ellen and me. Anyway, Claudia, since you and Doyle are here, would you two like to take a look at the house?”

“We would,” Claudia replied.

“While you’re giving Claudia and Doyle a tour, I’ll see if Martha Starr is publicly listed,” Allyson said.

“Martha could’ve gotten married after high school and changed her name,” Jane pointed out.

“Great!” Ellen uttered discouragingly. “Instead of being the ‘stars’ of Saint Louis, maybe we ought to be looking for the… the Hatfields or the McCoys of Saint Louis.”

“You do know that the Hatfields and the McCoys were two feuding families during the 1880’s?” Jane questioned.

Ellen shot Jane an annoyed look before uttering, “Yes; they were the only two names I could think of to point out how difficult it will be.”

“Don’t get discourage, Sweetie,” Allyson told Ellen. “We know that we are looking for a person now and not… whatever.”

“You’re right,” Ellen agreed.

“And we might get lucky and find that the ‘stars’ of Saint Louis are all related to Martha Hatfield or whatever Martha’s name had changed to after she got married,” Harris added.

Ellen nodded in agreement before saying, “You’re right.”

“Now getting back to that tour, Claudia; what would you like to look at first?” Harris asked.

“Do you mind if I lead?” Claudia asked.

“Not at all,” Harris said as he gestured.

As Harris, Doyle and Jack followed behind Claudia, Allyson went into the kitchen to use the kitchen phone.

During the passing minutes, Allyson had no luck with finding any listings for a Martha ‘Star’ of any spelling.

After the tour was over, Doyle had given Harris a reasonable offer for the house. Harris had once again reminded them that the house wouldn’t be available for another two weeks before accepting the offer.

When Claudia and Doyle agreed to not being allowed to move in for two weeks, Jack had both parties to fill out the paperwork, and once the paperwork was completed, Jack, Claudia and Doyle left the house.



Chapter Six 

Saturday, 5:25 A.M., Harris had been awakened by sounds from the kitchen. He got out of bed and got dressed without waking Allyson.

In the kitchen, Shannon had out one of the books on incantations and was copying spells onto the pages of a legal size lined notepad. She paused at what she was doing and looked towards the door seconds before Harris walked through it.

“I thought Ellen was awake and down here,” Harris told Shannon.

“As far as I know Ellen is sound asleep.”

“I take it that you couldn’t sleep,” Harris assumed before taking a seat next to her and noticing what she was doing. “And now taking up witchcraft.”

“I’m writing down the spells that you and Ellen will need,” Shannon said as she continued to write.

“Ellen and I are going to need certain spells?” Harris asked in a confused tone.

“If Martha is still alive I think she will know what had happened to Ellen’s great-grandmother. She will also be in her late seventies and at her age her memories might not be as reliable as you’ll need them to be. So one of the spells that I’m copying for you will fix that. Oh and you’ll need to pick up an unmarked crystal ball for that spell, and hopefully they’ll be sold anywhere where crystals are sold.”

“I recognize the spell that you’re referring to. But what  other spells will Ellen and I need?”

“If Gloria’s clothes were the only things found the night when she had disappeared then I fear that another wizard or a sorceress had confronted her. I don’t want you or Ellen confronting any wizards or sorceresses, but if you two get discovered by one, you two might need some defensive spells to escape.”

“Yes, well, Ellen and I would be a waste of time for a wizard or a sorceress to deal with.”

“True, but some might attack and then search to see if you carry the birthmark,” Shannon pointed out.

“What would be the chances of me convincing Ellen that going to Saint Louis is a bad idea?”

“As stubborn as Ellen has proven herself to be, I doubt you’ll be able to,” Shannon said with a grin.

“Yes; I fear that you’re right.” Harris then sighed before standing up. “Since I’m up, I might as well fix myself some breakfast.” Harris then moved towards the refrigerator.

As Harris was opening the refrigerator, Shannon told him, “The others will be waking up soon, so you might as well cook enough for everyone.”

“Alright,” Harris said as he pulled out the carton of eggs and the package of bacon.

Upstairs, the smell of cooking bacon was coming through the air vents and woke Ellen up. After Ellen was dressed she went to the bathroom first and then downstairs to see who was cooking.

As Ellen was walking into the kitchen, she asked, “Are you cooking enough for me?”

Harris gave her a grin before saying, “Yes; I’m making enough for everyone.”

“Cool,” Ellen said before taking a seat next to Shannon. She then noticed at what she was doing. “Why are you copying a spell, Shannon?”

“The spell I’m copying is called a ‘Memory Talebearer’ spell,” Shannon began. “Martha’s memories might not be as reliable as we need them to be, so this spell will fix that.”

“And I will be the one who’ll do the spell,” Harris quickly added.

Ellen shot Harris an amused grin before asking, “So how does the ‘Memory Talebearer’ spell work?”

“Okay, first of all, you and Harris will need to buy a crystal ball…” Shannon was only able to get out.

“Magical crystal balls are actually real?!” Ellen interrupted with.

“Well, the appropriate spell is what makes them work and do what you want them to do, otherwise they’re just clear balls made out of crystal,” Shannon replied.

Ellen grinned before saying, “Of course.”

Shannon grinned before continuing with, “Anyway, Harris will put the crystal ball in front of Martha and recite the incantation. Once the incantation is done, Harris will ask the pertinent question about your great-grandmother. The answer to that question will then be pulled from Martha’s head—no matter how vague or fragmented the memory is—and into the crystal ball. The crystal ball will restore the clarity of that memory and then shoot the memory into the minds of everyone in the room.”

“So if I’m in the room, I will see it as if I was remembering it?” Ellen asked.

“Exactly,” Shannon confirmed. “Oh and the bigger crystal ball you have will increase the intensity of the experience. So keep that in mind when you buy the crystal ball.”

Ellen looked towards Harris before saying, “We’re buying the biggest crystal ball that the store sells.”

Harris just amusingly grinned as he continued to cook breakfast. Everyone was then drawn to the door as Allyson said, “I see everyone is getting an early start for a Saturday morning.”

“I woke up from the smell of the bacon cooking,” Ellen said.

“That’s what woke me up too,” Avery said just before he entered the kitchen. Everyone turned towards him.

“Will someone get the plates out from the cupboard?” Harris requested.

“I’ll do it,” Allyson said as she moved towards the cupboard.

Hours later in Saint Louis, Ellen and Harris had found a shop that was open on Saturdays that sold crystal balls. They bought the biggest one that the shop had and were now walking back towards their rented SUV.

Before they could reach their SUV, a thirty-year-old woman approached them and asked, “Are you the two who are looking for Martha Starr?”

“Who are you?” Ellen quickly asked in a slightly paranoid tone.

“I’m Wendi Lombardi,” she replied. “Martha is my grandma. Her last name is DeNatale now though. You two are the ones who are looking for her… right?”

“We are,” Harris confirmed. “But how did you know that we were coming and that we were looking for your grandma?”

“My grandma assures me that both of you will believe me, so here it is,” Wendi began. “My grandma is a psychic. She has been getting visions of you two searching for her that began last Tuesday around three in the morning.” Ellen slightly recoiled as if she had breathed in a bad stench. “Did I say anything wrong?”

“Her brother and my sister were husband and wife,” Harris  began. “They were both killed in an auto accident around the time that you had mentioned.”

“I’m sorry,” Wendi said in a consoling tone. “I didn’t mean to…”

“It’s fine,” Ellen quickly interrupted with. “So your grandma saw us coming?”

“Yes,” Wendi confirmed. “She saw that you two—an Englishman in his mid-twenties and a teenage girl—would show up at this store around this time to buy… something. She asked me to come and escort you two to her.”

Harris gestured towards the SUV—which was three vehicles away—while saying, “Our vehicle is that SUV.”

Wendi gestured towards her Jeep Wrangler while saying, “My vehicle is right there.” When Harris and Ellen looked, they saw a seven-year-old boy in the passenger seat, staring at them.

“The one with the boy sitting in it?” Ellen asked.

“Yeah, he’s my son Tony,” Wendi confirmed. When Ellen politely waved, Tony waved back. “Anyway, once you two are set, I’ll lead you to my grandma.”

“Alright,” Harris replied. “Let’s go, Ellen.”

Ellen gave Harris a nod before she began walking again. As Ellen and Harris were getting into their SUV, Wendi was getting into her Jeep.

As Harris was driving behind Wendi on South Kings-highway Boulevard towards Shaw Avenue, Ellen looked at her surroundings. After reading a sign that pointed the way to one of the Saint Louis’s tourist attractions, she verbalized her thoughts, “I wonder if the ‘Missouri Botanical Garden’ is open today.”

“We aren’t here to look at flowers,” Harris told her as he followed Wendi west onto Shaw Avenue from South Kingshighway Boulevard.

“I know,” Ellen retorted. “I was just wondering. I’m also wondering where ‘The Hill’ is at that I keep seeing signs for.”

“I believe that this section of town is considered ‘The Hill’,” Harris said.

“Why?” Ellen asked.

“That would be something you need to ask Wendi or Martha.”

Harris followed Wendi for a short distance before the two had parallel parked their vehicles. Harris grabbed the shopping bag that held the crystal ball and the notepad before he got out of the SUV.

Once Ellen, Harris, Wendi and Tony were gathered on the sidewalk, Ellen told Wendi, “This is my first time in Saint Louis, and while we were following you I kept seeing signs indicating that this area is called ‘The Hill’. But why is this area called ‘The Hill’?”

“The elevation of this area is the highest in Saint Louis with the intersection at Arsenal and Sublet being the highest,” Wendi explained.

Ellen just gave a polite nod as a response.

Wendi pointed towards a house, but before she was able to continue a sparrow landed on Ellen’s shoulder.

“A bird had landed on you!” Tony uttered excitingly while pointing, which caused the bird to fly away.

“Birds seem to like me,” Ellen said as she watched the bird fly to a nearby tree. “It’s the first time that a bird had landed on my shoulder with people around me though. Usually I have to be alone before they’ll come to me like that.”

“We could’ve used you here back in June when my friend’s cockatoo got out of its cage,” Wendi told Ellen. Ellen just grinned. Again Wendi pointed towards the house. “Anyway, there’s where we’re going.”

Wendi and Tony led the way to the house, and once inside, Wendi introduced Ellen and Harris to her grandmother.

Once the introductions were over, Martha asked, “You’re Alexander’s granddaughter aren’t you?”

Ellen nodded before saying, “He died before I was born so I had never met him.”

“I knew him and your great-grandmother,” Martha said. “In fact, you have your great-grandmother’s eyes.”

Ellen grinned before saying, “My mom—when she was alive—use to tell me that I had my dad’s eyes. I’m glad that my eye trait goes further back than him.”

Martha shot Ellen a curious look before saying, “I get the impression that you don’t care too much for your dad.”

“I have my reasons not to, and I don’t care to discuss it with people I’d just met,” Ellen bluntly said.

“Of course; I wasn’t meaning for you to confide in me about it,” Martha assured Ellen. Ellen just nodded with a polite grin. “Anyway, I bet you two were surprised when Wendi had approached the two of you.”

“To say the least,” Ellen said as she looked over the room.

“We were surprised to learn that you’re a psychic, Martha,” Harris added.

Ellen was noticing that there were a few crystal statues and other crystal knick-knacks decorating the room.

“It was your great-grandmother, Ellen, who showed me not to fear my gift, but to understand it and to embrace it,” Martha said. Ellen turned towards Martha while wearing a pleasant grin. “I had seen in my vision that you two had brought something—something that would help you two to see what I’ve seen.”

“Yes, a…” Harris stopped talking and looked at Tony.	Martha followed his gaze. “Yes; I brought something.”

“There are a few things I would like to show you two… especially to you, Ellen,” Martha began before turning towards Wendi. “You might want to take Tony to the park for a while.”

“I want to watch,” Tony insisted.

“You’re too young, Tony, to see what I want to show Ellen and Harris,” Martha told him.

“It’s lunchtime anyway, Tony,” Wendi began while glancing towards a clock, which read 11:53 A.M. “You and I will bug your dad at work and bum a meal from him.” Wendi then saw the curious look that Ellen was giving her. “My husband is a cook at… at the restaurant around the corner.”

An understanding expression came across Ellen’s face before she nodded with a grin and saying, “Ah.”

Wendi gestured towards the door before saying, “Let’s go, Tony.”

“Fine,” Tony grumbled as he moved towards the door.

Once the door was closed behind Wendi and Tony, Martha told Harris, “You can now set up what you need to set up.”

“Where should I set it up at?” As if it was an afterthought, Harris continued to say, “A table and three chairs will be all we need.”

Martha thought for a second before pointing in the direction of a closet and suggesting, “I have a small folding table and folding chairs in the hall closet that can be use for this. We can set them up here in the living room.”

“I’ll get them,” Ellen volunteered. “You’ll need to show me where the closet is though.”

Martha grinned before telling Ellen, “Follow me.”

Harris put down the shopping bag that held the notepad and the crystal ball on the couch before following Ellen and Martha to the closet.

After pulling out the table and three of the four chairs from the closet, Ellen carried two of the chairs to the living room while Harris carried the table and the third chair.

Once the table and the three chairs were set up, Harris again picked up the shopping bag, pulled out the notepad and the crystal ball from it and then placed them on the table. Everyone then took a seat at the table with Ellen having the best view of the front door.

As Harris was preparing the incantation, Ellen said hesitantly, “My… my uncle had mentioned a letter that he had found. I’m guessing that the letter was from my great-grandmother, and it said that our family’s Legacy is among the ‘stars’ of Saint Louis.”

“Yes, I have them,” Martha told her. “They are in a storage space that I rent. The storage facility isn’t far from here and after we get done here, I’ll take you to it.”

Ellen nodded with a grin before saying, “That sounds good.”

Within a short time the incantation set-up was complete, but before Harris recited the incantation, he told Martha, “Once this begins we really shouldn’t be interrupted. So I was thinking that we should put a ‘Do Not Disturb’ sign on the front door.”

“Good idea,” Martha agreed before standing up. “I’ll make it and hang it on the door.”

It only took Martha a short time to create the sign, post it on the front door and retake her seat at the table.

Harris glanced at his watch, which read 12:17 P.M., before he recited the incantation, and after the incantation was finished, Harris asked, “What do you want us to know, Martha?”

Ellen, Harris and Martha watched as the color of the crystal ball changed from a clear crystal to a swirling rainbow color. Soon after that Ellen and Harris found themselves seeing through Martha’s eyes, hearing through Martha’s ears and experiencing Martha’s life as it had played out sixty years ago. 

“Oh God. Robyn. Sarah. Look at what is a part of our class this year,” Amy said loud enough for her teacher—Gloria Anderson—to hear.

While standing her ground at the entrance to the room, Martha stared harshly at the three fifteen-year-old girls just as Robyn uttered, “Oh God! Why don’t her parents commit her to the funny farm and be done with it already?”

“She’s too much of a bad joke for the funny farm,” Sarah chimed in before she and the other two giggled.

“Girls!” Gloria uttered sternly while she allowed her eyeglasses to dangle at her chest from a chain around her neck. “And boys!” All eyes had whipped towards Gloria as she stood in front of her desk while staring discontentedly at the three teenage girls who were bad mouthing Martha. “There will be no verbal or physical abuse towards each other in this classroom. Is that clear?!”

‘Yes, Ma’am’ and ‘Yes, Mrs. Anderson’ were what Gloria heard from her fifteen-year-old students.

Gloria faced the new arrival before asking, “What is your name, young lady?”

“It’s Martha Starr,” she said while she continued to stand her ground near the entrance to the room.

Gloria gestured towards an empty seat that was three seats from her teacher’s desk while saying, “Please take this seat, Martha.”

“Oh God,” were the mumbles that Gloria heard from the students around the specified seat.

“Did I just hear an ‘Oh God’ from a few of you?” Gloria demanded to know.

“She’s a freak, Mrs. Anderson,” one of the boys insisted. Martha stopped walking towards the seat that she was asked to take. “One week in this classroom you’ll learn to see her that way too.”

“What is your name, young man?” Gloria asked.

“It’s Matthew Brown, Mrs. Anderson,” he replied.

“Matthew, I have always liked to encourage each one of my students to speak his or her mind about a disgruntle issue he or she might be faced with within my classroom. Now am I right to assume that you have a problem with Martha sitting next to you?” When Matthew acted as if he was scared to answer, Gloria continued with, “This is the time to speak freely. There is no wrong or right answer and you won’t be punished for speaking your mind.”

“Okay, fine,” Matthew began. “Yes, I do have a problem with that.”

“Does she talk to you when you ask her not to?”

“No, but she mumbles to herself a lot and it’s distracting.”

“Okay, like with many people, Martha verbalizes her thoughts,” Gloria began. Martha slightly grinned. “I’m certain if you let her know that you are being distracted, she will stop verbalizing her thoughts so loudly.”

“Martha’s mumbles aren’t verbalized thoughts,” Sarah said.

“What is your name, young lady?” Gloria asked.

“It’s Sarah Lester,” she replied. “And Martha’s mumbles are… well, she acts as if she is witnessing events that only she could see and commentaries on those events are what she mumbles out.”

“Martha, I’m sure that you don’t mean to be distracting…” Gloria was only able to get out.

“No, Ma’am,” Martha quickly agreed.

“So in the effort for everyone in the classroom to get along, try not to verbalize your thoughts so loudly,” Gloria continued. “Okay?”

Martha slightly grinned while nodding and saying, “Yes, Ma’am.”

Gloria grinned before gesturing towards the seat again and saying, “Please take your seat.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Martha said as she continued to walk towards the seat.

Martha barely heard Matthew as he grunted out his final protest of her sitting next to him. Martha saw that Gloria had heard Matthew too, and after a slight hesitation, Gloria went on as if she didn’t hear him and glanced towards the clock.

Martha went to sit down, and when she touched her seat, she was given a psychic vision of Gloria and Principle Summers conversing in the hallway outside the classroom.

Martha stood as a statue while psychically seeing Gloria noticing a distraught expression on Principle Summers’s face and asking, “Is there anything wrong?”

“Warren McCrae’s mother had phoned the school a short time ago,” Principle Summers began before getting teary eyed and slightly losing his composure.

When Principle Summers failed to continue, Gloria said, “As to how emotional you seem at the moment, I get the feeling that Warren won’t be joining my class.”

“I’m sorry. I actually have a history with his family,” Principle Summers explained as he tried to gain control of his emotions. “And you’re right. As Warren was preparing himself for school this morning, he had a severe asthma attack. His parents weren’t able to get him to the hospital in time.”

“My God!” Gloria uttered in an empathetic tone. “How tragic!”

“Yes,” Principle Summers agreed.

Martha was then pulled out of her vision with a start when someone touched her arm.

When Martha jerked loose from Gloria’s hand, Gloria put up her hands in a surrendering manner while saying, “You don’t like to be touched. That’s fine.”

“It’s not… I’m sorry,” Martha said as tears formed in her eyes.

“It’s fine,” Gloria assured her as another student walked in. 

“I told you that she was a freak,” Matthew said loud enough for Gloria to hear.

“That’s enough, Matthew!” Gloria sternly ordered as she gave him a quick glance.

“Yes, Ma’am,” he retorted.

“Are you okay, Martha?” Gloria asked. “We can talk privately if you’d like.”

“I’m fine,” Martha said while wiping the tears from her eyes and attempting to sound convincing. “I just want to take my seat.”

“Of course,” Gloria said before turning to see who had walked in seconds before.

The new arriving student was taking one of the backseats when Gloria glanced his way. Her gaze was then drawn to Principle Summers as he walked in.

“Mrs. Anderson, may I have a word with you?” Principle Summers requested in a mournful tone as he stood at the door.

“Of course, Principle Summers,” Gloria said before walking in his direction.

Martha watched Gloria as Gloria followed Principle Summers into the hallway. Once Gloria had shut the classroom door and Martha had lost sight of them, Martha turned and stared at the top of her desk.

Martha stared at her desk during the time that it took for Gloria to re-open the door and re-enter the classroom. When Gloria walked past Martha’s desk, Martha watched Gloria with her peripheral vision as Gloria took her place at the front of the classroom.

“Students, I’m certain that a few of you know Warren McCrae,” Gloria began. Martha refused to look up as tears formed in her eyes. “I’m sad to inform you that Warren had a severe asthma attack this morning. He was pronounced dead soon after he was rushed to the hospital. There will be a formal announcement of this tragedy later today. Once a time has been arranged all the faculty members will be informed of it and then we will inform our current class.” There was a short silence before Gloria continued with, “Martha?”

Martha—with tears running down her cheeks—looked up and saw Gloria walking her way. “Yes?”

Gloria gestured towards the hallway while saying, “Come with me into the hall.”

“Wha… why?!” Martha demanded to know. “I didn’t do anything!”

“You’re not in trouble,” Gloria assured her. “I just want to speak to you privately for a moment. So please come with me.”

“Okay,” Martha said in an uncertain tone before standing.

Martha exited the classroom first, and when Gloria exited, she shut the door behind her.

When Gloria faced Martha, Gloria said, “I had never studied a course in human behavior, but I believe I’m pretty good at reading people, and your reaction to the news about Warren McCrae wasn’t one of surprise.”

“What are you saying, Mrs. Anderson?”

“You knew about Warren before I told the class.”

“How would I have known that, Mrs. Anderson?” Martha asked while trying to sound innocent.

“Sarah was wrong about you.” Martha stared curiously at Gloria as Gloria continued to say, “You’re not witnessing events that only you can see. What you are doing is witnessing events prior to everyone else. You are seeing things before they happen.”

Martha slightly hesitated before nodding and asking, “What’s wrong with me?”

“There’s nothing wrong with you,” Gloria assured her.

“Then why do I see things before they happen?”

“You just have a sixth sense when most people have only five,” Gloria began. “It’s rare to have, but by no means are you alone, and those who have the sixth sense are called many things.”

“Yes,” Martha agreed sullenly. “I’ve been called many unpleasant things myself.”

Gloria slightly and amusingly laughed before saying, “No, that’s not what I meant. Throughout the ages, people with the sixth sense have been known as prophets, seers, oracles and psychics.”

“Okay,” Martha began while pondering over what was said. “So how do I get rid of it… this sixth sense?”

“You can’t, Sweetie,” Gloria said. “It’s a part of you.”

“How did this happen to me?”

“It could’ve manifested on its own, but normally it’s something that gets passed down from parent to child. So if I would have to guess, I would say that someone else in your family—like one of your parents or one of your grandparents— has the sixth sense also.”

“And you’re certain that there is no way to cure me of this sixth sense?”

“Having a sixth sense isn’t an infliction, Martha…”

“Mrs. Anderson, unless you have a sixth sense, you can’t really say that it’s not an infliction,” Martha quickly interrupted with.

“There have been seers among my ancestors through the ages with the last one around one hundred and fifty years ago. So although I’m not a natural seer myself,”—Martha gave Gloria a curious look —“I can say with certainty that as long as you are controlling your power and not your power controlling you, it’s not an infliction, and the best way for you to take control over your power is for you to learn all you can about it. And I can even help you with that.”

“You’re a seer, but not a natural seer?” Martha questioned.

Gloria grinned before rhetorically questioning, “You caught that slip?” Martha slightly nodded. “There are ways for someone who isn’t a seer to bring about a vision. And if you know what you’re looking for, some of those ways can be found in books at a neighborhood bookstore… in fact, I’m going to write out a list of book-titles for you that will help you.”

“I can’t afford to buy books, Mrs. Anderson.”

“Okay, I’ll only write down the titles that can be found at the public library, and if you don’t have a library card, I’ll help you get one.”

Martha slightly hesitated before nodding in agreement. When Gloria glanced at her watch Martha asked, “Why are you helping me, Mrs. Anderson?”

Gloria thought of her answer before saying, “By me not helping you would be much like a lifeguard seeing a drowning swimmer in the deep end and not jumping in to save that swimmer.”

Martha grinned before saying, “So you’re my lifeguard who’s pulling me out of the deep end.”

Gloria grinned before saying, “Actually, I’m more like your swimming coach who will teach you how to go into the deep end without drowning.” Martha slightly hesitated before nodding. “It’s actually almost time for class to begin, but before we go back in there, I’m curious to know how far into the future are your visions.”

“It’s random, Mrs. Anderson. The vision of you and Principle Summers speaking in the hall about Warren’s asthma attack came only a minute before it came true, but sometimes a vision can take days before it can come true. And my dreams can take as long as nine months before one of them can come true; most of them don’t take nine months to come true though.”

Gloria nodded before saying, “Oh and when you do get a vision, come to me instead of mumbling to yourself about it.”

Martha grinned before saying, “I will.”

“Okay, it’s time to teach you and your classmates some math,” Gloria told her while gesturing for her to re-enter.

Martha nodded before opening the door and entering the classroom. Gloria followed her in.

Within only seconds of being under the influence of the incantation, Ellen and Harris experienced days of Martha’s life as it had played out. They learned that Gloria would attract birds and animals as Ellen would.

Ellen and Harris had also learned that after Martha had known Gloria for an entire month, Martha was shown through one of her dreams that Gloria was a sorceress. When Martha inquired about it, Gloria confirmed it as well as allowing Martha to see the Legacy volumes that she owned.

As the time continued to pass, Gloria and Martha became close as any mentor and apprentice would. Martha had even noticed that her reputation as a freak was withering while her list of friends was growing each day.

After an entire year of Martha knowing Gloria, Martha was given a psychic dream that deeply disturbed her.

It was a Saturday morning when Martha shot upright from her dream, and after she collected her bearings, she quickly got dressed and left her house.

As soon as Martha reached Gloria’s house—after running  for four blocks—she quickly rapped on the front door a few times. She then glanced at her watch, which read 8:35 A.M., as she tried to get her breathing under control.

Alexander—Gloria’s eleven-year-old son—was the one to open the door and once the door was open, Martha hurriedly spouted out, “Good morning, Alex. Will you get your mother for me?”

Before Alexander had a chance to respond, Gloria stepped up behind him while asking, “Are you okay, Martha? You sound anxious.”

“I had one of my dreams,” Martha replied.

“Alex, go finish your breakfast,” Gloria ordered.

“Yes, Ma’am,” Alexander said as he walked away.

Gloria gestured for Martha to enter while saying, “Come in.”

“You’re the white dove,” Martha said while entering.

“Okay,” Gloria said in a confused tone before shutting the door behind Martha. “I’ve been called many things in my life, but a white dove just now makes the list.”

“I mean in my dreams,” Martha corrected. “You are the white dove that I’ve been seeing for weeks in my dreams; but my dream had changed this morning. A raven flew in and as it circled you it changed into a large hawk, and then you changed from a dove to a large hawk. In my dream, you two were killing each other, but I woke up before it had happened.”

“Okay, I get why you’re so anxious,” Gloria began. “And I’ll certainly take your symbolic dream as a warning, but until the… raven makes him or herself known, the only thing I can do is stay alert as I go about my daily life as normal.”

“Can’t you cast a spell to learn more?” Martha asked, barely loud enough for even Gloria to hear.

“I don’t see that to be necessary,” Gloria assured her.

“You don’t want to get caught off guard though,” Martha warned.

“I won’t be caught off guard, Martha,” Gloria again assured her. “You just eliminated the element of surprise, so the only thing that I have to do is identify the danger first.”

“Can’t you cast a spell for that?”

“If I changed into a hawk in your dream and so did the raven, I’m thinking that the threat is a wizard or another sorceress, and if I magically scroll for a wizard or a sorceress, my older sister, my two older brothers and their kids will be what I’ll find. So my best course of action is to wait for the danger to come.”

“But waiting is just inviting my dream to come true,” Martha insisted.

“Here’s an allegedly true story that was told to me by my grandpa one week before he passed away. I remember this conversation clearly because it was the last conversation I had with him, and I was nine then. Anyway, when my grandpa was ten years old, a local psychic had given the town’s blacksmith a psychic warning that he was going to be killed that day by an anvil dropping on his head. The blacksmith wasn’t sure how that was going to happen, but he heeded the warning and closed up shop for the day. He decided to go fishing beneath a bridge that spanned a river. While he was fishing a team of horses hitched to a wagon was spooked and took off running with no one at the reins. The wagon was hauling anvils, and when the team of horses got to the bridge, the wagon tipped while dumping its load onto the blacksmith and killing him instantly as the psychic had predicted. Now if the blacksmith wouldn’t have gone out of his way to avoid the prediction and opened his shop as normal, he might’ve stayed out of harm’s way.”

“So by trying to avoid a forewarn danger he inadvertently walked into it.”

“Exactly.”

“Or he was destined to die by an anvil falling on him,” Martha said as an afterthought.

Gloria grinned before saying, “The former was the point I was making.” She then glanced towards the kitchen. “Anyway, Felix, Alex and I are in the middle of eating pancakes. There is still some batter mixed up, so I can cook you some pancakes if you care to join us for breakfast.”

Martha thought for a second before saying, “I am a little hungry.”

Gloria gestured towards the kitchen while saying, “After you.” Martha grinned before walking towards the kitchen. “So are you ready to start your sophomore year Monday?”

“I am,” Martha said. “I’m actually looking forward to this year… which is a big change from one year ago today.”

Gloria grinned and rubbed Martha’s back before entering the kitchen.



Chapter Seven 

The time had moved into Monday. Martha’s third period was gym with Gloria as the gym teacher. Gloria carried a pen and a clipboard with an attendance list attached to it. As the students were gathering in the gym to begin their gym class, Martha saw a disconcerting expression on Gloria’s face as she faced the door of the gym.

Martha followed Gloria’s gaze and after a second an older teenage girl stepped into the room while carrying papers.

An expression of relief came across Gloria’s face, and as the girl walked across the gym floor Gloria’s expression changed again to a confused expression.

When the girl stepped up, she grinned while asking, “Are you surprised to see me, Aunt Gloria?”

“I am,” Gloria confirmed. “Why are you here, Vincentia?”

“I’m going to do my senior year of high school here,” Vincentia said while holding up the papers. “I need you to sign these papers to make it official though.”

Gloria held out her hand to receive the papers, and as Vincentia was handing them over, Gloria asked, “Do your parents know about this?”

“Mom, Dad and Brian left for Toronto last night,” Vin-centia began as Gloria placed the papers on top of her other papers. “Since I’m eighteen…”

“Wait!” Gloria uttered. “Your mom told me that your dad had passed on that job in Toronto.”

“He changed his mind.” When Gloria glared incredulously  at Vincentia, Vincentia continued with, “My dad took the job. He, Mom and Brian had gone to the airport in a cab last night with all their clothes.”

“That’s not like your mom to leave without telling me,” Gloria retorted.

“Okay, after school you can go to my house and look around,” Vincentia said. “They and their clothes are gone. I didn’t want to go and before I can start my senior year, I need those papers signed.”

Gloria continued to stare incredulously at Vincentia for a second before turning her attention to the papers.

After taking the time to look over the papers that she received from Vincentia, Gloria signed them while saying, “We’ll discuss your living arrangements later.”

“Whatever you say, Auntie Gloria,” Vincentia said haughtily.

As Gloria was handing the papers back to Vincentia, she said, “We’ll discuss your growing poor attitude as well.”

“And I look forward to both discussions,” Vincentia said sarcastically before turning towards the exit and walking away. “See ya around.”

“Yes—you will,” Gloria agreed before turning towards her students.

As the days passed, Gloria was getting frustrated when she couldn’t reach her older sister and brother-in-law. Gloria would try not to let her frustration show in front of her students, but Martha knew.

Martha—after hesitating for several days—had also discussed with Gloria the bad wave of psychic energy that she was picking up from Vincentia, and although Gloria wasn’t a psychic, she got the strong feeling that Vincentia wasn’t being honest about Vincentia’s younger brother and parents’ whereabouts. 

As the days turned into weeks, random deaths from animal attacks were reported around the city.

After Thanksgiving, Gloria was given an obscure message to call her oldest brother, but before Gloria was able to do so, Gloria’s brother was caught and killed in a fire at his work. Her brother’s family and her other brother and his family were caught and killed in the same house-fire two days later.

On New Years Day, information concerning the animal attacks around the city—that the police were trying to keep a tight lid on—had made the headline news. All the victims were made to appear as if animals had killed them, but, in fact, they were murdered from a bloodletting ritual, and that the police were suspecting a devil-worshipping cult for the crimes.

Before the first class could begin on the first day back to school after New Years, Martha went to talk to Gloria about the recent headlines.

Gloria was about to enter her classroom when Martha called, “Mrs. Anderson!” Gloria stopped and faced Martha as Martha hurried to her side. “Mrs. Anderson, have you read the newspaper? A devil-worshipping cult is responsible for those deaths…”

“I don’t believe a cult is responsible, Martha,” Gloria interrupted with.

Martha gave Gloria a curious look before saying, “You suspect someone else.”

Gloria hesitated before nodding and whispering, “I fear that Vincentia is responsible for those deaths.”

“My God!” Martha uttered, shockingly.

“Yes,” Gloria agreed sullenly. “In three days—during the next full moon—I’ll do what I can to stop Vincentia, but if I’m right about what had happened to her mom and brother, she might be too powerful for me to stop. So I’m going to give you my Legacy volumes for safekeeping.”

“What about Mr. Anderson?” Martha asked.

“When he had found out that I was a sorceress, he had assured me that he would leave me if I would ever use witchcraft. That’s why I wait until he’s not around to do my minor spells. However, trying to stop Vincentia won’t be minor, so I expect that he will honor his warning and leave with Alexander once he sees me pulling out my books on incantations… which is good because I don’t want them around when I attempt to stop Vincentia.”

“The Legacy volumes belong to Alexander after you though,” Martha pointed out. “Not that I want anything to happen to you… I’m just saying.”

Gloria slightly grinned before saying, “Yes, but Felix will burn them if given the chance. I’ll try to get a message to Alexander on where he can find the volumes, but if I don’t make it, there’s a good chance that no one will be coming back for them.”

“I can help you… to increase the odds of your survival.”

Gloria thought for a second before saying, “Yes; there is something that you can do actually.”

“What is it?” Martha asked eagerly.

“Come to my house this evening. I’ll give you an incantation that will incite psychic visions and dreams.”

“Will I be able to work it?”

“It’s a minor incantation so anyone can perform it with marginal success, but by combining it with your already existing psychic ability, it should enhance your ability. In fact, I think the incantation was actually created for the seers during the Wizard Wars.”

“Alright, I’ll be there,” Martha told Gloria.

Gloria glanced at her watch before saying, “Anyway, you had better get to class before it starts.”

“Right,” Martha agreed before waving. “See you later, Mrs. Anderson.”

“Later,” Gloria said with a nod before turning and entering her classroom.

After school, Martha had gone directly to Gloria’s house. She saw immediately that no one was home, so she sat down on the front stoop. She was only sitting there for a few minutes when Timothy—a fourteen-year-old boy and one of Gloria’s neighbors—stepped up to her and started a conversation.

Martha and Timothy talked for only a short time before Felix pulled up in his car.

Felix was wearing a suit and carrying a briefcase, and he stared curiously between Martha and Timothy as he moved from the car to the house.

Martha and Timothy watched Felix as he was walking towards them, and when he was only a few feet away from the stoop, Martha asked, “How’s the insurance selling, Mr. Anderson?”

“Slow,” Felix replied. “Why are you here, Martha?”

“Mrs. Anderson asked me to come by,” Martha answered.

Felix looked at his watch before saying, “She’s picking up Alex, or should be anyway. So she should be getting home within the next ten… fifteen minutes.” Felix went to unlock the front door. “You might as well come in and wait.”

“I’ll see you around, Martha,” Timothy said with a wave.

“See you around, Tim,” Martha said as Felix opened the front door.

As Timothy walked away, Martha entered the house followed by Felix.

“Have a seat in the living room,” Felix told Martha. “I’ll join you once I change my clothes.”

“Do you mind if I turn on your television?” Martha asked.

“Not at all,” Felix said before he and Martha went their respective ways.

Martha entered the living room and turned on the TV. Once she found a program that she could tolerate among the six channels, she took a seat on the couch.

Felix joined Martha after changing into his everyday clothes, and within a few minutes after that, Gloria and Alexander entered.

When Gloria saw Martha, she said, “When I invited you over, Martha, I didn’t mean soon after school.”

“I thought I should get that sooner than later,” Martha told her.

“Okay, what are you getting sooner than later?” Felix quickly asked.

Gloria slightly sighed before telling Alexander, “Go to your room, Sweetie, and start your homework. I’ll be in soon to help you.”

“You just want me out of this room so you can discuss things that you think I’m too young to hear,” Alexander accused.

“Okay, Smarty-pants, just go to your room and start your homework,” Gloria ordered.

“Fine,” Alexander grumbled before walking away.

Once Alexander had left the room, Gloria turned towards Felix. “I believe that Vincentia is performing sacrificing rituals…”

“You think she’s a part of that devil-worshiping cult?” Felix interrupted with.

“No, dear,” Gloria quickly said. “Certain incantations require bloodletting, and I think she’s performing those incantations.”

“So there’s no devil-worshipping cult?” Felix questioned.

Gloria shrugged before saying, “I can’t say one way or the other about a cult being within the city limits, but I believe that Vincentia is solely responsible for those deaths, and I need to confront her about it.”

“Is that wise?” Felix asked as he stood. “I mean if she’s out there killing then…” Felix stopped talking when he saw a serious expression on her face. Felix slightly laughed without humor before continuing with, “When you say confront her, you mean confront her as a sorceress.”

“She has to be stopped,” Gloria said. “And the police will be no match for her.”

“You had promised that you wouldn’t touch the witchcraft,” Felix pointed out.

“I’m sorry, Felix,” Gloria began. “I can’t under good conscience keep that promise while knowing that I need to do what I can to stop Vincentia. And if you feel the need to leave me, I’ll understand. In fact, so you and Alex will be out of harm’s way, I’m hoping you will.”

Felix pondered the situation for a moment before asking, “When will you be confronting her?”

“The next full moon will be in three days,” Gloria began.  “My—and unfortunately Vincentia’s—powers will be at their greatest by then.”

Felix nodded before saying, “A couple of days ago, Scottie’s sergeant—Mac Robinson—had sent me a telegram…” “Did they find your brother?” Gloria interrupted with.

“No, Scottie’s still MIA,” Felix said sullenly. “Anyway, Mac is from Kansas City, Missouri. He’s now out of the service. He started up his own business and he offered me a job. Tomorrow evening, I’m going to drive over there and meet with him about that job offer. I’ll take Alex with me and we will only come back on two conditions.” Gloria just gave him an inquisitive look. “This situation with Vincentia was handled and done with. The second condition is that you either destroy those Legacy volumes or bury them. Truthfully, I don’t really care what you do with them as long as they are out of this house and out of our lives.”

“I actually kept the volumes around because there are wizards out there that must be dealt with,” Gloria said. “I didn’t expect one of them to be my sister’s daughter though.”

“Yes, well, regardless to the reasons why you had kept them, my two conditions are nonnegotiable,” Felix assured her.

“Okay, well, leave me the information to where I can reach you and I’ll contact you once the two conditions have been met,” Gloria told him.

Felix nodded while saying, “Okay.”

Gloria put her hand on Felix’s arm, and as she stared into his eyes, she said, “I love you with all my heart, Felix. You do know that, right?”

Felix pleasantly grinned before leaning in and giving Gloria a kiss that lasted only a couple of seconds. As he pulled back, he delightfully stared into Gloria’s eyes while saying, “I know, and I love you.”

Gloria and Felix stared delightfully into each other’s eyes for a brief moment before Gloria broke the stare. She turned towards Martha while saying, “Come with me, Martha. I’ll give you what you came for.”

“And you never answered as to why Martha is here,” Felix prompted.

“I’m giving Martha a minor incantation that will help her to get psychic visions,” Gloria was only able to say.

“You’re involving Martha in this?” Felix demanded to know.

“I’ve been involved in this from the beginning,” Martha quickly replied.

Gloria stared at Martha as she told Felix, “Martha will not be confronting Vincentia.”

“Martha shouldn’t be involved in this at all,” Felix insisted.

“I want to help,” Martha strongly retorted.

“Seers have been close allies to the wizard community even before Merlin’s time,” Gloria added. “And as I said, Martha will not be confronting Vincentia.”

“Yeah, well, I don’t like it,” Felix told them.

“You don’t have to like it,” Martha retorted.

“Martha!” Gloria called. When Martha looked, Gloria shook her head as if to say, ‘That’s not helping.’ When Martha timidly tilted her head downward, Gloria faced Felix. “Felix, there’s a good chance that whatever vision Martha sees from the incantation won’t have anything to do with me or Vincentia. However, any information on Vincentia that I can get prior to our confrontation would very much increase the chances of my survival.”

“Survival?!” Felix echoed.

“If I’m right about Vincentia, she had killed her family while using the Dark Ritual, and if that’s the case, she’s more powerful than me,” Gloria explained.

“So one of you won’t be walking away from this confrontation,” Felix said while grasping the seriousness of the situation.

“One of us—not walking away—is the most likely outcome,” Gloria confirmed.

“I don’t like this,” Felix retorted.

“Yes, well, as I said earlier, the police wouldn’t be able to handle her and she has to be stopped,” Gloria restated. “Otherwise she will keep killing.”

“I still don’t like it.” Gloria had formed her mouth to speak, but before she could do so, Felix quickly continued with, “But I do understand why you believe that it is your responsibility to stop Vincentia, and…” Felix sighed. “And I won’t try to talk you out of it.”

Gloria grinned before giving him a kiss. The kiss only lasted for a couple of seconds before Gloria ended it. After another brief moment of staring delightfully into Felix’s eyes she turned towards Martha and said, “Let’s get that incantation, Martha.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Martha said before following Gloria into the bedroom.

Gloria went straight to her bedroom closet, pulled out her forty Legacy volumes and placed them on the floor next to her bed. After choosing one of the volumes from the stack, she sat on the bed, opened the volume and flipped through the pages. Martha sat on the bed next to her and watched.

It only took Gloria a few minutes to find the correct incantation and to copy it.

The incantation was three pages long with the first page describing the incantation’s layout, and it required crystals and gemstones to work. Candles, incense, herbs, flowers, feathers and miscellaneous charms were recommended, but weren’t required. Gloria had all the items tucked away in her closet within a medium-size-box, and after Martha was handed the incantation, Gloria went back to the closet and dragged out that box.

Once Gloria had placed the box on the bed she went back to the closet and grabbed a shoebox. She emptied the box by dumping the pair of black high-heeled shoes onto the closet’s floor, and then proceeded to transfer items from the medium-size-box to the shoebox.

The items placed in the shoebox were a crystal ball that was five inches in diameter, six black candles, six white candles, some incense, an assorted bag of gemstones, a couple of trinkets, a short dagger with a jewel handle and a twenty-four by twenty-four inch light-brown silk cloth.

Once the items were in the shoebox, Martha placed the folded papers with the incantation on it inside the shoebox as well before taking the box. Martha then said her ‘goodbyes’ to Gloria and Felix before heading home.

Once Martha got home, she snuck the shoebox past her parents and into her bedroom. She then went about her normal evening activities.

Once Martha, her younger brother and her parents had gone to their respective bedrooms for the night, Martha set everything up. Martha had put the candles and incense in place, but because the smell would alert her parents to what she was doing, she didn’t light them.

Martha got comfortable next to the incantation’s layout and then recited the words. As Martha was reciting the last word to the incantation, she thought she saw the crystal ball and a few of the gemstones dimly light up from the corner of her eye, but when she turned to look at them, they looked normal.

After shaking off what she thought she had seen, she moved the crystal ball and gemstones to her nightstand and went to bed.

As the hours moved into the next school day, Martha went to talk to Gloria before the first class could start.

As Martha was stepping up, Gloria asked, “Had any interesting dreams last night?”

“Interesting and weird,” Martha replied.

“How so?” Gloria asked.

“I dreamed that Mickey Mouse and his family were spying on you, and Popeye and Brutus were turned into panthers,” Martha said.

“Those are interesting dreams,” Gloria noted.

“I’m sorry that I couldn’t be a better help to you,” Martha said sullenly.

“Martha, you did help me,” Gloria pointed out.

“Having weird dreams of comic strip characters helped you?” Martha asked incredulously.

Gloria smiled before saying, “There is an incantation that allows a wizard or a sorceress to see what animals see and hear what they hear. In fact, within the past week alone, four mice were killed in our mousetraps at home.”

“Okay, what about Popeye and Brutus being turned into panthers?” Martha prompted.

“There is an incantation that will change man into beast. All Vincentia would need is the incantation—which as far as I know, our family had never had that incantation, so I don’t know where she would get her hands on a copy. Anyway, she would also need the blood of the specific animal… a few other essential ingredients that would be easy to get… I’m guessing anyway, and the full moon.”

“And the full moon will be here the night after tomorrow,” Martha pointed out.

“Yes, which means I’ll have to deal with her tonight or tomorrow night.”

“Will you be ready to confront her?” Martha asked, worriedly.

“No,” Gloria honestly answered, “but this has to be done, and I doubt Vincentia will wait much longer before striking against me… especially if she was using mice to listen in on our conversation last night.”

“Mr. Anderson and Alex are leaving for Kansas City this evening,” Martha reminded Gloria. “If Vincentia knows that you’ll be alone in the house tonight, she might try something tonight.”

“She might,” Gloria agreed. “Which is why I will only be home this evening long enough to get my Legacy volumes from the house. I’ll copy the incantations that I’ll be needing and then I’ll bring them to you for safekeeping.”

“Will you be going to a hotel?”

Gloria shook her head before saying, “Dennis… the building’s custodian owes me several favors. I’ll let him know that those favors will be paid in full if he’ll allow me to remain here tonight.”

“You’re planning to sleep here at school?” Martha asked incredulously.

“There’s a bed in the nurse’s office,” Gloria pointed out. “Plus Vincentia won’t know to look for me here.”

“Sleeping inside a school building at night sounds… creepy,” Martha said while shivering.

Gloria grinned before saying, “I’m used to creepy.”

“Yes, I guess you are,” Martha agreed with a grin. “What about that message to Alex… the one that will tell him where he could find your Legacy volumes?”

“I had hidden a letter within the lining of Felix’s briefcase. Hopefully Alex will find it.” Gloria then glanced at her watch before she continued with, “You had better get to class.”

Martha nodded while saying, “Yes, Ma’am. Bye.”

“Bye,” Gloria echoed before walking away.

After school, Martha saw that her father was parked in front of the schoolhouse. After opening the car door, Martha asked, “Am I in trouble?”

“Actually, I’m the one who’s in trouble.” Martha—while not attempting to get in—gave him a curious look as he continued to say, “An hour ago I remembered about your mother’s birthday today, and needless to say, I have no gift for her… nor do I know what she wants this year. So if you wouldn’t mind helping your old-man out, come shopping with me.”

Martha grinned, and while climbing into the car, she told him, “Sure, Dad.”

Martha and her father got home two hours later, and while Martha was stepping through the front door, her mother told her, “Mrs. Anderson came by earlier and dropped off some old books for you. I put them in your room.”

“Thanks, Mom,” Martha told her before walking in the direction of her bedroom. “Oh, and happy birthday.”

“Thank you, Sweetie,” Martha’s mother told her.

Martha went directly to her room, and to the Legacy volumes. As she picked one up, she was given a vision as soon as she took hold of one.

Gloria sat alone inside the nurse’s office while learning offensive incantations. Suddenly her attention was drawn to the entrance to the room. She quickly got to her feet two seconds before Vincentia pushed open the door and stepped in.

As Gloria—with clenched fists at her side—stared warily at Vincentia, Vincentia said, “I can tell from your facial expression that you know why I’m here.”

“How did you know that I was here?”

“I set loose a few mice here at school and at your home after I recited a simple incantation.” When Vincentia gestured towards the nurse’s medical cabinet Gloria followed her gesture. “The one I dubbed Mickey is right over there and watching us. Anyway, aren’t you more curious to know why I killed my family, my two uncles and their family? And why I’m going to kill you now?”

Gloria shrugged before saying, “You’re evil. It happens from time to time among Merlin’s descendants.”

“I’m no more evil than my mother,” Vincentia hissed. “Except she didn’t have the stomach to take a life that was born.”

“What are you talking about?”

“Didn’t you find it odd that you miscarried twice before Alex was born and another time afterwards all around being pregnant for six months and in the presence of my mom?”

Gloria shot Vincentia a curious look before saying, “I just assumed that I had a medical disability that causes me to miscarry more times than not. And as far as miscarrying all three times while your mom was in the room… I didn’t even think anything about it.”

“There’s nothing wrong with you, Auntie Gloria… well, not currently anyway. My mom had just figured out a way to steal the powers from an unborn wizard or sorceress. Of course by doing so it causes an instant miscarriage and you would’ve miscarried with Alex if it wasn’t for the fact that she wasn’t in Saint Louis when you carried him. That’s alright though, once I’m done with you, I’ll take a little trip to Kansas City.”

Gloria shot her an angry look before rattling off an incantation that simulated a powerful explosion without shrapnel around Vincentia’s face.

Vincentia flew back in a way as if she was suddenly struck by an invisible-heavyweight-prizefighter at her left cheek. After landing on her back, she quickly rolled to her knees and rattled off the same incantation that she was attack with; however, Vincentia had more force behind her invisible punch that sent Gloria flying back twice as far…

Martha was pulled out of her vision when her brother shook her while uttering, “Martha! Martha! Please don’t be a zombie!”

“Zombie?” Martha echoed the only word she actually heard.

“You blanked out again, Martha.”

“I didn’t blank out,” Martha insisted. “I told you before, I see glimpses of possible futures and I just saw a terrible one.”

While ignoring what was said, Martha’s brother continued with, “Dad wants us downstairs so we can wish Mom a ‘Happy Birthday’.”

“Cover for me,” Martha ordered.

“Cover for you?!” Martha’s brother uttered, confusingly.

“Mrs. Anderson is in danger,” Martha explained. “That’s the terrible future I saw.”

“Yeah, well, I don’t get visions of the future, but I see a terrible future for you if you leave this house right now.”

“I’ll recover from that terrible future, but Mrs. Anderson may not from hers,” Martha said as she moved towards her bedroom window. “Now tell Mom and Dad what you need to, but I’m going to help Mrs. Anderson.”

“You need professional help,” Martha’s brother shot at her as she went to climb out the window.

While outside the house, Martha said before taking off, “I’ll be back as soon as I can.”

“People can’t get visions of the future,” Martha heard her brother yelling, but she ignored it as she continued towards the school.



Chapter Eight 

Martha ran to school as fast as she could. Once there, she found that the second set of doors that she tested hadn’t been locked yet.

As Martha was rushing down the hall towards the nurse’s office, Dennis, the building’s custodian, yelled, “Hey, you! The building’s closed for the night!”

Without looking or even slowing her step, Martha yelled back, “Mrs. Anderson is here and I have to see her!”

Martha didn’t look back or hear anything else from Dennis, and after a couple of minutes, Martha hit the door—shoulder first—with a thud at the same time she turned the knob.

Gloria was jumping to her feet as Martha burst open the door and entered, and before Gloria could say anything, Martha rattled out incoherently, “Mickey Mouse is here!”

When Martha slumped slightly to catch her breath, Gloria asked, “What?”

Martha gestured for her to wait a moment, and after a couple of seconds, she repeated more clearly, “Mickey Mouse is here!” She turned to look at the bottom of the nurse’s medical cabinet before pointing. “Mickey is over there… somewhere, and Vincentia is on her way here now.”

“You had a vision,” Gloria accused as she went to look for the mouse.

As Martha helped look for the mouse, she said, “I did, and in my vision you two magically exchanged invisible punches… Vincentia’s punch was more potent though.”

“You described the incantation that I’ve been trying to memorize for the past ten minutes,” Gloria said as she went to look beneath the cabinet. “And although it would appear to an observer as punches, they are actually small explosions.”

“Whatever, it does…” Martha got out before seeing the mouse. She quickly pointed, and while fighting the urge to jump up on something she screamed, “There! There! There!”

Gloria quickly rattled off the spell that Martha had witnessed Gloria using in her vision, and once Gloria was done, the mouse exploded. Martha had let out a startled scream as the mouse’s blood and entrails were being splattered in every direction.

Martha had quickly covered her mouth after realizing the situation. She turned to face Gloria, and after dropping her hands from her mouth, she said, “Sorry. That startled me.”

Gloria grinned before saying, “It’s fine.”

“And, Man, you must really hate mice!” Martha uttered.

“I don’t hate any animal… or rodent, but that one had to die,” Gloria told her. “Anyway, let’s move before Vincentia gets here.”

“Where are we going?” Martha asked as Gloria moved towards her stack of unbound incantations.

“In case there are more mice around, I don’t want to say,” Gloria said as she gathered up the papers. It took only a second to grab the papers. She then turned towards Martha. “Follow me! You can tell me your vision while on the way.”

As Martha followed Gloria into the hall, she slightly hesitated to say, “Vincentia came. She answered your question about how she knew where to find you, which was through Mickey. You accused her of being evil. She… she made a crack about taking a trip to Kansas City after she took care of you. That was when you two exchanged invisible punches. And your reaction to Vincentia’s invisible punch was the last thing I saw before I was pulled out of my vision by my little brother.”

“Okay, now tell me the parts that you left out,” Gloria prompted.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Martha said while trying to sound sincere.

“I got to know you very well over this past year, Martha, and I know when you don’t want to tell me something,” Gloria pointed out. “Now start talking.”

Martha sighed before saying, “When you accused Vincentia of being evil she retorted by describing how evil her mother was.”

“Evelyn… my sister wasn’t evil,” Gloria insisted.

“According to Vincentia… within my vision, your sister was casting an incantation that was stealing powers from your unborn children and causing you to miscarry three times.”

“And Evelyn wasn’t in Saint Louis when I was pregnant with Alex,” Gloria uttered when she realized what Martha had said could be true.

“I’m sorry, Mrs. Anderson. I know you loved your sister.”

“It’s fine… well, obviously it’s not fine, but if and when I can stop Vincentia, it’s currently a moot issue. Anyway, you need to leave.”

“Leave?!” Martha echoed. “No!”

“Martha…” Gloria was only able to get out.

“Vincentia is coming for you, Mrs. Anderson, and there is nothing that you can do to make me abandon you,” Martha assured Gloria.

“If you stay, Martha, I’ll be worrying about your safety rather than concentrating on stopping Vincentia.”

“If I leave, who’s to say that I won’t run into Vincentia while I’m on my way out?” Martha pointed out.

Gloria sighed before saying, “Okay, fine, once we get to where we’re going, you are to hide, and you are not to come out until you are sure that it’s safe.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Martha said in an eager tone.

Martha followed Gloria into the gym. Once inside, Gloria gestured around her while saying, “This is where we’re making a stand. Now find somewhere to hide.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Martha said before climbing into the bleachers. After getting to the second row of seats, she was given a vision that lasted for only a brief moment. She then turned towards Gloria. “Vincentia has her mice scurrying about. One will scamper across the gym floor along the north wall in a few minutes.”

“Thanks for the heads up,” Gloria told her. “Now find somewhere where you can get your head down.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Martha repeated before continuing on towards the higher seats.

Once Martha had reached the spot where she was going to duck down out of sight, she looked towards Gloria before doing so and saw that Gloria had taken a seat in the third row from the court. When Gloria turned her attention to the incantations, Martha ducked down.

Martha wasn’t wearing a watch, and as the minutes slowly ticked away, she was getting slightly antsy while waiting for the inevitable to happen.

Martha had risen up slightly to look and saw that Gloria was still reading over the incantations. Martha was just about to duck back down, but before she did, Gloria shot a disturbing look towards the entrance.

Martha followed her gaze, and after a brief moment of staring at the entrance Vincentia stepped in. She stopped just at the inside of the door while staring at Gloria.

When Vincentia turned towards Martha, Martha quickly ducked down while hoping that she wasn’t seen.

“I know you’re up there, Martha,” Vincentia informed.

“Deal with me and leave her out of it!” Gloria hissed as she moved towards the court.

“Leave her out of it?” Vincentia echoed. Martha watched over the seats without standing upright and saw that Vincentia was gesturing in her direction. “Your seer has never been out of it since she had met you.”

“She’s no threat to you,” Gloria retorted.

“She knows too much about me to let her live. In fact, it’s actually convenient that I have you both here together.”

“You won’t hurt her!” Gloria ordered.

“You can’t stop me, Auntie Gloria,” Vincentia said with certainty.

“Let’s test that,” Gloria retorted before she chanted an incantation that Martha hasn’t heard before.

Martha saw the smug grin that came across Vincentia’s face just before thin lines of electricity were drawn to Gloria from the light fixtures and the electrical outlets. The lights had dimmed to almost nothing while Gloria was drawing in the electricity, and once a glowing halo was seen around Gloria, Gloria shot a strong bolt of electricity towards Vincentia. The lights of the building returned to normal.

Vincentia remained calm, and just before the bolt of electricity could hit her, she made a reflecting motion towards Martha while uttering a few foreign words. The bolt of electricity struck Vincentia’s palms and then bounced towards Martha.

From the time when Gloria had shot the bolt of electricity to the time when Vincentia had reflected it was only a second apart, and when Martha saw the bolt heading her way, she quickly jumped to dodge it.

The bolt impacted the seat next to Martha, and when the seat exploded, debris splattered Martha’s right side. Martha cried out more from the surprise of the sudden event than the pain of being splattered.

“Ooph!” Martha uttered once she flopped hard onto the adjacent seat. She then rolled to her feet as quickly as she could and turned towards Gloria and Vincentia.

Vincentia was flying back from an invisible strike when Martha looked. The sight mimicked what she had seen from her earlier vision. Before Vincentia hit the floor, Martha noticed a large chunk of the chair beside her and she went to pick it up as quickly as she could. She then looked to see what Vincentia was doing at the same time she reared back to throw the chunk of chair.

Vincentia was on her knees while rattling off the counter-strike incantation, which had also mimicked Martha’s earlier vision. As Vincentia was sending Gloria flying back from her strike, Martha threw the chunk of chair at Vincentia while at the same time yelling her name.

Vincentia looked in time to deflect the chunk of chair with a simple deflection incantation. As the chunk of chair was flying to the side, Vincentia rattled off another incantation that sent Martha flying hard into a wall across the court and away from the bleachers. After Martha dropped twenty feet to the floor, she was knocked unconscious.

Minutes later, as Martha was waking up, Dennis—while kneeling over Martha—was slightly patting her face and uttering, “Young lady! Young lady! Please wake up!” Martha went to move, but when she felt the agonizing pain of her broken arm, fracture ribs and bruises, she stopped while letting out a moan. “Don’t move! Help’s on the way.”

“Wh-where’s… Mrs. Anderson?” Martha asked.

“I haven’t seen her for a while. She didn’t leave though… I would know if she did.”

“What about her niece?” Martha asked.

“What about her niece?” he questioned in a confused tone.

“She was here,” Martha informed.

“She must’ve been the one to jimmy the door that I found open. She’s probably with Mrs. Anderson right now… wherever she’s at.”

“Dennis!” Principle Summers’s voice was heard echoing through the hall. “Where are you?! The police and the ambulance driver are with me!”

“I’ll be back,” Dennis told Martha.

“I’ll be here… not moving.”

Dennis grinned before standing and stepping away.

Within thirty minutes, the police and the ambulance driver had placed Martha onto a gurney, wheeled her to the ambulance and rushed her to the hospital.

Martha remained in the hospital overnight, and minutes before the hospital staff was to discharge her—and in front of her parents—two police officers visited her while wanting to know a battery of questions.

Martha fudged the truth as best as she could without letting the officers or her parents know that she was fudging the truth. 

After the officers were done with their questions, Martha asked, “Were you able to find Mrs. Anderson or her niece Vincentia?”

Both officers slightly hesitated before the lead officer replied, “We followed a blood trail to the school’s auditorium, and there—on the auditorium stage within a painted double circle, a pentagram and weird symbols all about—we found clothes laid out on top of a makeshift alter that the building’s custodian identified as being the clothes that Mrs. Anderson wore.”

“What does that mean?” Martha asked in a worried tone.

The two officers had exchanged a look before the lead officer continued with, “We were hoping that your answers would’ve helped us to figure that out.”

“I’m sorry that I can’t,” Martha sincerely said. The officer just nodded. “What about Vincentia?”

“Not counting Mrs. Anderson, you are the only person who had seen her last night at school, and she hasn’t returned home either.” The officer sighed before he continued with, “We have no clue on where to find Mrs. Anderson or her niece.” After a second of Martha pondering a thought, the officer told her, “If you could think of anything that would help us to locate Mrs. Anderson or her niece, please don’t hesitate to contact us.”

“Yes,” Martha quickly said. “If I can think of anything, I’ll do that.”

The officer nodded before saying, “Take care.”

“Thank you; you and your partner take care also,” Martha said.

Both officers nodded before turning and walking away.

Ellen, Harris and Martha sluggishly came out of the ‘Memory Talebearer’ spell as if they had been sound asleep.

“What day is this?” Ellen quickly asked as she looked around the room. Ellen then jumped frantically to her feet while turning towards the front door when she caught a glimpse of a strange fifty-five-year-old man standing in front of the open door.

The man staggered to catch his balance, and when Harris and Martha had looked to see what had startled Ellen, the man uttered, “What the hell… was that?!”

“Who are you?!” Ellen demanded to know.

“He’s my son, Marc,” Martha said quickly as she was getting to her feet. “He’s Wendi’s father. Marc, meet Ellen and Harris.”

As Harris went to get up Marc demanded to know, “Would someone like to explain what the hell I just experienced?!”

“Calm down, Marc,” Martha told him.

“I’m calm!” Marc slightly hissed. He then realized as to how he had sounded and continued more calmly, “I’m calm… and disturbed over what I had just experienced. Which was what?”

“Witchcraft is real…” Martha was only able to get out.

“Yes, I strongly got that impression,” Marc sarcastically interrupted with. “But why in hell did I get thrown back in time as you at sixteen, Mother?”

“The spell that we were doing passes memories from me to them,” Martha explained while gesturing towards Ellen and Harris.

“Yes, well, from the five months that I had experienced of your life, Mom, I know that you’re not the witch,” Marc got out before noticing Ellen’s facial features. “You have Mrs. Anderson’s eyes and ears. You’re the witch; you’re the one who did this spell.”

“I’m the one who cast the ‘Memory Talebearer’ spell,” Harris informed.

Marc glanced at Harris for a moment before accusing Ellen, “You’re related to that witch I saw though… in my head.”

“She was a sorceress; not a witch,” Ellen strongly corrected. “And she was my great-grandmother.”

“These two are here to reclaim Mrs. Anderson’s journals…” Martha was only able to get out.

“Those Legacy volumes that I saw in my head?” Marc quickly questioned.

“Yes,” Martha confirmed. “Those volumes are rightfully Ellen’s, and while Ellen and Harris were here, I wanted Ellen to know certain details of her great-grandmother; of course I didn’t mean for sixteen months of my life to be played out the way it had.”

“I’m not sure what had caused that,” Harris said as Ellen was noticing a residual glow within the surrounding crystal knickknacks.

“I think I do,” Ellen said before pointing to one of the glowing knickknacks. “We should’ve removed the crystals from this room. Going with the biggest crystal ball that we could find probably wasn’t a wise move either.”

“I’ll be sure to make a note of that for future reference,” Harris said as he stared at one of the knickknacks.

“Anyway, how long were we in that… that vision for?” Ellen questioned.

Harris and Marc looked at their watches, which both their watches had read 1:17 P.M., before Harris said first, “We began the incantation an hour ago.”

“We had experienced more than eight thousand, seven hundred and sixty-six hours of Martha’s life in only one hour?” Ellen questioned incredulously. Harris shot Ellen a disturbed look. “I know how many hours are in three hundred and sixty-five point two-five days.”

Harris amusingly grinned before saying, “Yes, well, welcome to the world of sorcery.”

Ellen shot Harris a smirk before asking Martha, “Did the police ever find Vincentia?”

“No,” Martha answered. “Neither hide nor hair of her was ever seen again.”

“I’m real curious to know what happened that day… after you were knocked unconscious by Vincentia,” Ellen told her.

“Me too, child,” Martha assured her. “But I had always felt that if she was alive, I wouldn’t be.”

Ellen made an acknowledging and sympathetic facial expression to what Martha had said before turning towards Harris and asking, “Harry, is there any incantation that will show history events?”

“There’s none that I know of,” Harris told her.

“But there could be one?” Ellen questioned.

Harris shrugged before saying, “There could be… somewhere, but not among my family’s Legacy volumes.”

“I wonder if there’s one in my family’s Legacy volumes,” Ellen thought aloud.

“You two aren’t related, but both of your families have Legacy volumes?” Marc questioned.

“Both of our families are descendants of Merlin,” Ellen replied before looking confused. “I didn’t know until recently though.”

Harris grinned before amusingly asking, “You can’t remember how long ago that was, can you?”

Ellen shot him a smirk before asking, “After experiencing an extra sixteen months between then and now, can you?”

Harris thought for a second before saying, “It was on a Tuesday and I think it was last Tuesday when you learned of it.”

Ellen thought for a second before nodding and saying, “I believe you’re right. Anyway, Martha, how soon can I get those Legacy volumes?”

“There’s no reason why we can’t do it now,” Martha told her as Tony stepped into the doorway of the open front door followed by Wendi.

When all eyes turned towards Wendi and Tony, Wendi asked, “Is it safe to come in?”

“Yes,” Harris said before turning towards the table and picking up the crystal ball. “I’ll just put these things away.”

Martha helped Harris by picking up his notepad for him, but froze once she took hold of it. When everyone noticed that Martha was having a vision, she came out of it and looked towards Ellen.

“You had a vision,” Ellen accused.

Martha grinned before saying, “You sounded like your great-grandma just then.” Ellen slightly grinned. “And yes. Your father and uncle are in Saint Louis and they will soon figure out that the ‘stars of Saint Louis’ are a family.”

“Why in hell are they here?!” Ellen grumbled.

“Ellen, please watch your language around my son,” Wendi quickly and politely requested.

Ellen glanced towards Tony before saying, “Sorry. I just don’t understand why my dad and uncle are even here.”

“It’s not like Tony hasn’t heard worse,” Marc pointed out.

“Dad, please don’t start,” Wendi again requested.

When Marc just made a surrendering motion, Harris told Ellen, “Your dad and uncle are most likely in Saint Louis while looking for the Legacy volumes as well.”

Ellen slightly huffed in annoyance before asking, “Martha, how does my dad and uncle learn that the ‘stars of Saint Louis’ are a family?”

“My brother’s grandson is a cop, and he will pull your father over for a minor traffic violation,” Martha began. “It will dawn on your dad when he sees Joe’s name tag, which reads, ‘Officer Starr’.”

“How soon will Ellen’s dad be stopped?” Harris asked.

Martha shook her head and slightly shrugged before saying, “It could be five minutes from now to five hours from now.”

“Okay, well, did you see at which intersection he was going to be stopped at?” Harris asked.

“He’ll get pulled over for a rolling stop at a stop sign while traveling north on South Fourteenth Street while heading towards Park Avenue,” Martha answered.

“How far away is that intersection?” Harris asked.

“It’s about ten minutes from here,” Marc was the one to answer.

“I can call Joe and tell him to delay your dad, Ellen,” Martha suggested. “In order to give you and Harris time to get there.”

“We really don’t have to go there at all,” Ellen retorted.

“Ellen, if we don’t go talk to your dad and uncle, your dad and uncle could search for days without finding anything,” Harris told her.

“I’m really not seeing the incentive here to go see them,” Ellen told him.

“I thought you were going to be nice to your dad?” Harris questioned.

“I said, I’ll be nice when he’s around me,” Ellen began. “I didn’t say anything about going to him and volunteering information to make his life easier.”

“Ellen, you’re not projecting a positive energy,” Harris pointed out. Ellen gave him a curious look as he continued with, “and don’t forget what my mom had told you… about finding it in your heart to let go of your ill feelings towards your father.”

Ellen hesitated slightly before sighing and grumbling, “Fine. Let’s go stop my dad and uncle from knocking on people’s doors who have the last name of ‘Starr’.” Ellen then turned towards Martha, Wendi and Marc. “Can one of you come with us… to point the way?”

“I can take you two in my cab,” Marc said.

“You’re a cab driver,” Ellen verbally took note of, which sounded like a question.

Marc nodded before saying, “I’m still working actually, and for some reason I had a nagging feeling to come by here after I had dropped off my last fare.”

“You’re a psychic too?” Ellen asked.

“I don’t get the waking visions like she does,” Marc said while indicating to Martha. “I do get certain intuitions and the psychic dreams though from time to time.”

“Do you get visions, Wendi?” Ellen asked.

“I’m like my dad,” Wendi answered. “I get the psychic dreams and the intuitions, but not the waking visions.”

“Ellen. You, Harris and Marc should get going,” Martha prompted. “I’ll call Joe and have him delay your dad. Marc, once everyone has met up, show everyone to my storage space. Wendi, Tony and I will be there waiting.”

“Will do,” Marc agreed before turning towards Ellen and Harris. “Let’s go.”

“Bye for now,” Ellen told Martha, Wendi and Tony with a slight wave before walking towards the front door.

“See ya,” Tony said as the others waved.

Ellen exited the house first followed by Harris and then Marc.

On the northbound lane of South Fourteenth Street near Park Avenue, Mitchell was idling his pick-up truck on the side of the road while waiting for (Joe) Officer Starr to write out the ticket for a rolling stop at a stop sign and not wearing his seat belt.

Joe had just retaken his seat within his cruiser to write the ticket when his cell phone rang.

Joe glanced at who was calling before answering with, “If you didn’t get a vision of my life being in danger, Aunt Martha, this really isn’t a good time.”

“I did get a vision of you pulling over a blue pick-up truck with two brothers in the truck,” Martha said.

“I have them pulled over now,” Joe said as his interest piqued. “Is there something I need to know about them?”

“Those two are in Saint Louis to reclaim something that I’m keeping safe for their grandmother, but they don’t know where to look. One of the two has a sixteen-year-old daughter named Ellen, and Marc is driving Ellen to you as we speak. Once Marc gets there, he will escort everyone to me. So make sure the two brothers stay there until Marc can get there.”

“Will do. Bye.” Joe—after hanging up the phone and without writing the ticket—got out of his cruiser with Mitchell’s license in his hand. Mitchell’s window was down and he turned towards Joe when Joe stepped up. “Do either of you have a sixteen-year-old daughter named Ellen?”

“I do!” Mitchell quickly uttered. “Why do you ask?!”

“My cousin Marc is escorting her here as we speak,” Joe told him. “Once Marc gets here with Ellen, Marc will escort everyone to my Great Aunt Martha. My Great Aunt Martha has something belonging to your grandmother.”

“How…?” Mitchell got out before searching his thoughts on how to word his question properly.

“I don’t know if you two believe in psychics… and regardless if you two don’t, psychics exist and my Great Aunt Martha is one,” Joe supplied. “She called me while I was preparing to write you your ticket and told me what I had just told you.” Joe then held out Mitchell’s license for Mitchell to retake. “Here’s your driver’s license, Mr. Anderson. I’m letting you off with a warning.”

“Thank you, Officer Starr,” Mitchell said.

“Yes, thank you,” Brandon added.

Joe nodded before saying, “I don’t think my presence is necessary, so drive safe… and buckle-up.”

“Yes, officer,” Mitchell said as he went to put on his seat belt.

“Bye,” Joe said before he turned to walk away.

“Bye,” Mitchell and Brandon echoed.

Joe went back to his cruiser, got in and drove away with his police lights on. He drove twenty feet past Mitchell’s truck before turning off the police lights.

Eight minutes later, Marc parked his cab behind Mitchell’s truck. Once Mitchell and Brandon saw that Ellen and Harris were in the cab, they opened their vehicle doors and climbed out.

Harris rolled down his window and shouted towards them, “Get back in your truck and follow us.”

Mitchell shook his head while walking towards the cab. Ellen stared annoyingly at him, and when he and Brandon stepped up, Mitchell said, “I would like to know how you found those diaries so easily.”

Harris took the time to explain who Claudia was, and how Claudia was able to get pertinent information for them to begin a proper search, along with how they were met by Wendi after arriving to Saint Louis. The explanation only took a brief moment, and once Harris was done, Harris saw that Mitchell had a question on his mind.

Mitchell slightly shook his head, and without asking the question that was clearly nagging at him, he said, “I’ll follow you.”

“Good,” Harris said.

Once Mitchell and Brandon got settled in the truck, Brandon asked, “So what do you think?”

“We’re still not getting the full story,” Mitchell said while starting his truck. “But I’m thinking if we hold out long enough, the full story will eventually surface on its own.”

“I’m thinking that the full story is connected to those diaries,” Brandon added as Marc drove away.

“I think so too,” Mitchell said as he watched Marc’s cab go past him at around ten-miles-per-hour. Once Marc had moved ahead far enough, Mitchell pulled out right behind him.

Fifteen minutes later, Marc parked his cab in the parking lot of the storage facility and in the parking space next to Wendi’s Jeep. Seconds later, Mitchell parked his truck next to the cab.

As Ellen, Harris, Mitchell, Brandon and Marc were gathering near the rear of the vehicles, Ellen told Mitchell, “You know, I’m surprised that your old pick-up had made it here from Kansas City.” Mitchell just gave Ellen a curious look. “The other day you were having mechanical problems.”

“The other day?” Mitchell echoed curiously.

“That day at the…” Ellen allowed herself to say before faintly saying the word ‘cemetery’. As she was receiving curious looks from Mitchell and Brandon, she continued with, “Yesterday I mean. Yesterday at the cemetery you were having trouble getting your pick-up started.”

“Yes,” Mitchell agreed while shaking off Ellen’s mistake. “It just had bad plugs.”

With a confused expression across her face, Ellen slightly shook her head while saying, “I’m no mechanic. So plugs to me will mean something that you would pull out to allow something to drain.”

Mitchell grinned before saying, “Spark plugs. It wasn’t getting the proper fire… the proper spark that it needed to start.”

Ellen politely grinned before saying, “I’ll take your word for that.”

“Being that you’re sixteen, you do drive, don’t you?” Mitchell asked as Martha, Wendi and Tony were approaching them.

Ellen slightly bowed her head before saying sullenly, “I’m not eligible to get my license right now.”

Mitchell was shooting her a confused look as Brandon was saying, “Sixteen-year-olds can get an intermediate license… unless…”

When Ellen made a facial expression of Brandon being on the right track, Mitchell asked, “What did you do to lose it?”

“The official report is that I was driving a drunk friend home in his car,” Ellen began. “I was fifteen and I didn’t have my driver’s permit with me at the time nor was there a proper supervising driver in the car. And I drove over my friend’s mailbox and ruined a part of the landscaping as I was attempting to park in his driveway.”

“Your drunk friend was the one driving, wasn’t he?” Brandon asked.

“He was,” Ellen answered while grabbing Harris’s full attention. “In fact, I wasn’t even in the car.”

“You had allowed yourself to lose your license for a year or two just because you have the hots for some boy?” Mitchell demanded to know.

“I didn’t have the hots for him,” Ellen retorted. “Charlie’s a nice guy and he would’ve gotten punished more severely than I did. Plus it so happened that I was in the middle of filming something for a class project that evening and I caught his action on tape. After I told the cops that I was the one who drove the car into the yard, I showed him the tape and then we came to an understanding for him to get that tape.”

“You blackmailed him?” Harris questioned incredulously.

“Not for money or services,” Ellen assured him. “I wouldn’t do that.”

“What else is there to blackmail someone for?” Wendi was the one to ask.

“Everyday for six months I had to see him take a safe dose of Antabuse—the drug that makes people react badly to alcohol after drinking it. And I had to see him attend twelve AA meetings,” Ellen said. “And he did it too. I don’t know if he went back to drinking once he got the tape, but at least for six months I had kept his ass from being a drunk driving teenager.”

“Ellen, the language,” Wendi warned.

“Sorry,” Ellen said while glancing towards Tony. She then  saw Harris grinning and slightly shaking his head. “What?”

Harris saw that she was asking him and replied, “Tanya knew that there was more to that incident than the official report.”

Ellen grinned before saying, “The cops did too. One of them had even pulled me off to the side and had me describe the incident again, along with him making sure that I knew how long I’ll be waiting for my driver’s license if he ran the report as it currently was. Anyway that’s why I can’t get my license right now.”

“Did this happen before or after your mom had passed away?” Mitchell asked.

“Before,” Ellen said. “In fact, it was last December and just before my mom was diagnosed with having a brain tumor.”

“I don’t mean to interrupt, Ellen, but those volumes are this way,” Martha said.

“Yes,” Ellen said while shooting Mitchell a warily glance.  “Show me, please.”



Chapter Nine 

Ellen, Harris, Mitchell, Brandon and Wendi had followed Martha into Martha’s rented storage space.

Marc knew what was there and he felt that Tony shouldn’t be around those books, especially the ones with the incantations, and so he and Tony remained near the vehicles.

Martha had Gloria’s forty Legacy volumes on a table and covered with a painter’s drop cloth. When Martha pulled back the drop cloth and exposed the Legacy volumes, Mitchell saw the expression on Ellen’s face light up.

“Which one of these is volume one?” Ellen asked eagerly as she stepped closer.

“There are forty volumes here and they are sporadically numbered from volume five to volume one hundred and five,” Martha informed.

“Volumes get lost or destroyed over the years, and I don’t know of any family to have a complete set,” Harris told Ellen as Martha picked up volume five.

Mitchell picked up one of the volumes at random as Martha continued with, “The last ten volumes are volume ninety-six through volume one hundred and five though.” Martha then held out the volume for Ellen to take. “Here’s volume five.”

As Ellen was taking the book from Martha, Mitchell opened to page one and read off the first passage. “Begin by shuffling the tarot cards and silently recite the words… Whoa! Wait! What the hell is this?!”

“What you began reading was the incantation on transferring psychic energy to the tarot cards, and the incantation should be recited silently by the tarot card reader prior to giving anyone a reading,” Harris informed.

“That sounds like witchcraft,” Brandon pointed out.

“That’s because it is witchcraft,” Ellen was the one to say. “Grandpa was a wizard. He just didn’t know it.”

“All of these books are on witchcraft?” Mitchell quickly asked.

“I’m going to guess that only two or three of those books are on incantations,” Harris was the one to say. “Those books have an ‘I’ before the number.” Mitchell glanced at the number on the volume that he held. “The rest are diaries of your ancestors. And those diaries can be a fascinating read if you take the time to read them.”

“Ellen, were you so focused on finding these books so you could learn witchcraft?” Mitchell demanded to know.

Ellen was trying to read the first page of the volume and said without thinking, “I do want to learn it, but mainly to protect Sonya until she’s old enough to protect herself.” Ellen had quickly realized the slip that she had made, and before Mitchell could ask, Ellen abruptly looked up and locked eyes with him while scolding herself under her breath, “Damn it, Ellen!”

Ellen saw the confused expression on Mitchell’s face just as he asked, “Who’s Sonya?”

As Ellen stood frozen in place while staring fearfully into Mitchell’s eyes, Harris told her, “You might as well tell him. I think he has the right to know anyway.”

After a moment of hesitating to even move, Ellen broke her statue stance and informed Mitchell, “Sonya is someone who I will protect with my life… and she’s your granddaughter.”

“My granddaughter?” Mitchell quickly questioned in a surprised tone.

“My sister Tanya was eight months pregnant at the time of the accident,” Harris supplied. “And she held out long enough for the doctor to safely deliver Sonya.”

“Sonya also carries the mark of Merlin,” Ellen added. “And anyone who carries the mark is a sorcerer or a sorceress.”

“And you don’t carry the mark, do you?” Mitchell asked Ellen.

Ellen shook her head before saying, “No. Being a witch is as powerful as I’ll ever be.”

“Aren’t witches and sorceress the same?” Brandon asked with a confused expression across his face.

“In the small picture, yes, but in the larger picture, no,” Harris was the one to say. Mitchell, Brandon and Wendi stared confusingly at Harris before he explained, “A witch and a sorceress can perform the same witchcraft, but a sorceress’s power will be of a much higher caliber. In fact, it’s like comparing a forty-four-caliber pistol to a small military cannon. However, any descendants of Merlin who doesn’t carry his mark will be of a higher caliber witch than the witches who aren’t related to Merlin.”

“So if all six of us would learn witchcraft… today—and using your earlier comparison—my grandma and I would be like a… like a thirty-eight-caliber pistol while you four would be like a forty-four-caliber pistol?” Wendi questioned.

“Actually, if you and your grandma would learn witchcraft, both of your calibers would be more like a twenty-two-caliber pistol,” Harris corrected.

“So in other words, if you and I knew the exact incantations, and we would battle it out head-to-head, there would be no way that I would beat you?” Wendi questioned.

“By you beating me in witchcraft would be like… ooh… a thousand to one long shot,” Harris said. “When Sonya grows up and learns witchcraft, you beating her would be more like a hundred thousand to one long shot.”

“I’ve been across the river—to the horse track—and that’s definitely not a safe bet,” Wendi said.

“No, it’s not,” Harris agreed.

“So should Sonya even learn witchcraft?” Wendi quickly asked.

“Yes!” Ellen uttered fervidly. “She has to protect herself.”

“Protect herself against what?” Brandon asked.

“If you would ignore the fact that there are missing volumes and sequentially read the Legacy volumes from beginning to end, you will learn of the Wizard Wars,” Harris began. “And although the Wizard Wars are officially over, there are still wizards and sorceresses out there who won’t hesitate in killing Sonya and taking her powers.”

“Perhaps we ought to read those volumes,” Brandon told Mitchell.

“I’m reading them first,” Ellen said in a tone as if to take a stand.

“Calling dibs on who will read them first isn’t necessary,” Harris informed Ellen. “All I have to do is call Sadie and find out the method on duplicating them.”

“Right,” Ellen agreed with an embarrassing grin. “I forgot that we could do that.”

“Do Ellen, Brandon and I attract birds because we are descendants of Merlin?” Mitchell asked.

Harris slightly hesitated before replying, “I’m going to say yes. In fact, among Merlin’s descendants there are three wizard lines and your line is the power over the beasts. So I’m certain that the attraction that birds and animals have towards your family has something to do with your wizard line. However, I have never read in my family’s Legacy volumes about the members of the Clover Coven attracting birds and animals as your family clearly does.” Harris saw the confused looks that Mitchell and Brandon were giving him. “The Clover Coven is the wizard line with the power over the beasts. And… and the top freckle being the darkest denotes that.”

“We can also feel each other’s presence no matter which of the three wizard lines that we’re a part of,” Ellen added.

“So what are the other two wizard lines?” Brandon asked.

“My family’s line is known as the Brimstone Coven,” Harris began. “Our power is over the Fire and Water, and the darker freckle is the one furthest from the moon-shaped birthmark. The Raven Coven is the third coven. That coven has the power over the Earth and Air, and the darker freckle is the one closest to the moon-shaped birthmark.”

“So which wizard line is Sonya a part of?” Mitchell asked.

“She has power over the beasts,” Harris answered.

Mitchell grinned as Ellen added, “There’s actually a rule if multiple lines are involved. The Fire and Water line is the strongest of the three lines, and the stronger line will always give strength to the weaker line. So Sonya’s moon-shaped birthmark is more than a sliver of a waning crescent moon.”

“Interesting,” Brandon said. “So which line is the second strongest?”

“Not ours,” Ellen quickly said.

“Which leaves Earth and Air as the second strongest,” Mitchell concluded.

“Yep,” Ellen said.

“So would a stronger wizard be a higher caliber than a weaker wizard?” Wendi asked.

“Yes, but the caliber differences won’t be too significant,” Harris answered. “In fact, a crafty wizard could defeat a stronger wizard under the right circumstances. Anyway, I’m sure that Martha doesn’t want to stand here all day. We should carry these volumes to the car.”

“If it wasn’t for the fact that it is suppose to rain later, I would suggest my truck,” Mitchell said. He then saw the skeptical stare that Ellen was giving him. “I wouldn’t do anything to the volumes, Ellen. I know you want them… mainly for Sonya, I’m guessing. And I swear, I wouldn’t do that to you… or to Sonya.”

“Okay,” Ellen said barely audible while breaking the stare. “Let’s carry them out.”

As everyone went to grab an armful of books, Brandon asked, “So who chose Sonya’s name?”

“Ellen proposed it… in fact, she proposed the name Sonya Paige Anderson,” Harris began. “I thought the name was pretty and so did Allyson. So we all agreed on it.”

As Brandon picked up a reasonable amount of the Legacy volumes, he agreed, “Sonya Paige is a nice name. Is there any reason in particular that you chose that name though, Ellen?”

“Harris’s great-grandmother was the last one to carry the mark of Merlin in his family and her first name was Sonya,” Ellen began as everyone walked towards the exit with a few books in his or her arms. A stack of five was left on the table. “And I had originally chosen Paige because I thought since Sonya had grandpa’s birthmark, that Sonya was a page from his life. It turns out though that Sonya is a page from her ancestors’ lives through both parents.”

“Sonya was born with the mark of Merlin because both her parents are descendants of Merlin,” Mitchell guessed.

“You’re on the right track,” Harris said.

“But there’s more to it than that?” Wendi was the one to ask as they were outside of the storage space while walking towards the vehicles with the books.

Before Harris could answer, Tony stepped up while asking, “Are we leaving?”

“As soon as we load all of the books in the car, Sweetie,”  Wendi told him.

“Which car?” Tony asked.

“I think that the trunk of the cab would be the best place for them for now,” Wendi suggested.

“The trunk of the cab is good,” Harris confirmed.

“I’ll go open it,” Tony said before running ahead.

“You were about to say, Harris,” Wendi prompted.

“About what?” Harris questioned as it dawned on him. “Yes! Right. Every three generations among Merlin’s descendants twins are born, and each twin receives half of his or her parent’s power. In fact, the moon-shaped birthmark on Merlin’s direct sons and daughters was originally a full moon in appearance. Then throughout the generations it had changed from its full moon appearance and slowly moved through all of the waning moon phases until it had faded completely. Mitchell. Brandon. You two don’t carry the mark of Merlin is because you two were the set of twins behind the set of twins who were born with the sliver of a waning crescent moon; however, anyone who is born during the first three generations of not having the birthmark is considered to be in the Phoenix stage. Tanya was in the third generation of the Phoenix stage and Michael was in the second generation of the Phoenix stage…”

“So Sonya was born with the mark of Merlin because both of her parents are descendants of Merlin, and they were in the Phoenix stage,” Mitchell amended.

Harris grinned before saying, “Correct.”

“If every three generations twins are born, shouldn’t Sonya have been a twin?” Wendi asked as they approached the cab.

“We don’t know for sure, but we believe that by both parents being in the Phoenix stage, the cycle of when twins are born gets offset… or possibly even reset,” Harris explained as everyone stepped up to the cab.

“Considering Sonya as being a Phoenix rising, am I’m right  to think that a Phoenix rising is a rare oddity?” Brandon questioned.

“It’s very rare,” Harris confirmed. Ellen glanced at Martha and saw that she was pondering a thought. “In fact, I recently learned of the Phoenix stage myself, as well as learning from my mom that a Phoenix rising had only happened once before in my family, and that was back in the 1960’s with my mom’s cousin. And like with Sonya’s birth, the cycle of when twins were born was offset.”

“Are you okay, Martha?” Ellen asked as everyone was putting his or her armful of books into the trunk, one after the other.

Martha grinned before saying, “I’m fine, dear. All this talk about a phoenix had made me remember a dream that I had a few nights ago. The dream wasn’t about the phoenix per se. 

The setting of my dream was at night with a waning crescent moon overhead, and with only three stars visible. I was walking along an empty highway, and I came across a woman’s lifeless nude body on the shoulder of the road. When I went to check her condition, her body crumbled away at my touch, and leaving a newborn girl among the ash. The baby girl was awake and very alert for being a newborn. She glanced at me for only a brief moment before looking towards the crescent moon and pointing towards it. I woke just after that. I thought that the dream was just a random dream, but now I think that my dream might’ve been telling me about Sonya… announcing her birth to me so to speak.”

“That’s possible,” Harris confirmed. “Since you were allied with Gloria sixty years ago, you could’ve formed a telepathic bond with her and her family without either one of you realizing it. In fact, some of your dreams that you thought were random could’ve been about Alex, Mitchell, Brandon, Ellen and their other relatives.”

“That’s an interesting thought?” Martha said.

“I’m going to get the remaining volumes,” Ellen announced while gesturing towards the storage space.

“Need help?” Mitchell asked.

“I don’t!” Ellen snapped while sounding snippier than what she had meant to. She then said more sympathetically, “There aren’t that many left. Thanks though.”

Mitchell nodded with a polite grin. When Ellen turned and walked away, Wendi said, “Okay, Mitchell, this is obviously none of my business, but I have to ask this anyway. What did you do for her to be so angry at you?”

“I’m certain that you heard the phrase, ‘the road to hell is paved with good intentions’,” Mitchell began. Wendi shot a worried glance towards Tony before nodding. “Well, I didn’t pave a road; I paved a superhighway.”

“Would I be too far across the line if I ask what you did?” Wendi asked.

Mitchell slightly hesitated before saying, “I had four sons and one daughter prior to Ellen being born. While my wife Megan was pregnant with Ellen, Megan and I had separated… she could never put up with my shit when she was pregnant and…”

“Mitchell, please watch your language around my son,” Wendi politely requested.

Mitchell nodded before he continued with, “Anyway, I was given a warning from a superstitious psychic that my kids were in mortal danger…”

“Aren’t all psychics superstitious to a degree?” Marc asked while glancing towards Martha.

“Well, as I told Martha and Wendi in the storage space, Ellen, Brandon and I attract birds, and so did my other kids, and the psychic had mistaken all those birds around my house as a bad omen, and I didn’t know better,” Mitchell explained. “Anyway, my dad was with me at the time of the psychic’s warning, and his warning had frightened us both. When my dad and I went to warn Megan, Megan thought that my dad and I had lost our minds.

“I was desperate to keep my children safe, so when Megan refused to heed the psychic’s warning, my dad and I left with the kids… we kidnapped them actually. Megan called the police, and while we were trying to evade the police we were involved in an accident that killed my father, three of my sons and my daughter. I was sentenced to thirteen years in prison for five counts of involuntary manslaughter. I would’ve gotten more time in prison, but I turned in my boss—a drug lord and a weapons dealer—for a lesser sentence.”

Wendi stared warily at Mitchell for the first time for a brief moment before telling him, “Thanks for being honest with me; I’m sure that was harder than what you had made it out to be.”

“Telling you was actually a walk in the park compared with knowing that no matter what I do or say to atone for what I had done, in Ellen’s eyes I will always be the harbinger of death,” Mitchell told her. “I don’t hold that against her though.”

“Is Ellen one of those who will constantly remind you over and over at what you had done?” Marc asked.

“No; she’s not,” Mitchell quickly said. “You get on Ellen’s bad side, you might as well consider yourself a ghost to her… I mean she won’t flat out ignore you, but she will stare apathetically without uttering a syllable until you either feel like a fool for trying to talk to her or get tired. And her mother was the same way.”

In a tone as if it was an afterthought, Wendi asked, “Weren’t you scared that your drug lord boss would come after you for blowing the whistle on him?”

“I love my kids, and after learning that my foolish actions had killed four of them, I had wished that I had died in that accident as well. So I was actually hoping that Clayton—my drug lord boss—would send someone to kill me. However, it turned out that Clayton’s criminal empire was only a house of cards.”

“What do you mean?” Marc asked.

“Clayton was a bully; he made a lot of enemies and a very few loyal allies, and what I had given the DA was enough to arrest Clayton and those allies. The others turned on Clayton like starving sharks. As a result, Clayton knows that someone had blown the whistle on him, but he hasn’t a clue who had initiated it. Originally I had planned to make sure that Clayton knew who had blown the whistle on him, but then I found out that Megan was pregnant again. So I kept my mouth shut.”

Before anything else got said, Brandon warned, “Ellen’s coming.”

Everyone turned towards Ellen. As she stepped up, Mitchell asked, “Anymore books?”

“This is it?” Ellen said before she went to put the books in the trunk.

“I’ll go lock up the storage space for you, Grandma,” Wendi announced.

“I’ll allow it,” Martha told her with a grin.

As Wendi—with Tony tagging along behind her—was walking towards the storage space, Ellen—with volume five in her hand—shut the trunk and faced Mitchell. Mitchell wasn’t facing Ellen, and after a second of deliberation, Ellen choked out, “Dad.”

Mitchell turned towards Ellen, and while giving her an incredulous look, he asked, “Did I hear right?” Ellen gave him a confused look. “Did you call me ‘Dad’?”

Ellen slightly smirked before saying, “I had to swallow back bile, so don’t get use to it.”

“Okay, well, I’m guessing you grabbed my attention for a  reason,” Mitchell prompted.

“Our rented SUV is parked in front of Martha’s house,” Ellen began. “Are you coming with us or… what are you going to do after this?”

“If it’s okay with you, I would like to follow you back,” Mitchell said.

Ellen nodded with a polite grin. She then pointed towards the backseat of the cab with one hand and slightly raised the book with the other while saying, “I’m getting in the cab and read.”

When Mitchell gave her an acknowledging nod, Ellen turned towards the closest back door. Once Ellen got comfortable in the backseat—with her door closed—she opened to the first page of the volume and began reading.

(Margaret’s handwriting) 

My brief summery that I do with all my volumes when I start a new volume— 

My name is Margaret. I’m a sorceress and a seer. My father is the southern leader of our coven. I’m back now with the main coven, but I had left it less than a year ago to marry Clifford.

Clifford is from one of our acorn covens and we had planned to begin an acorn coven of our own, but just before I discovered that I was pregnant, my twin sister Helen and I, along with many other seers in the region, were getting visions that someone from one of the Clover’s acorn covens will turn the Raven Coven’s kingdom upside-down.

During the first couple of weeks after the vision had begun, the Clover’s acorn covens were targeted, but only a few were killed off while the others had regrouped with the main coven. The Brimstone’s acorn covens and the Raven’s acorn covens regrouped as well. In fact, that is why my husband and I are back with the main coven.

On the night of the last full moon during the first month that the Clover acorn covens had regrouped, the Raven Coven had attacked the Clover Coven’s citadel. However, the battle didn’t go as well as the leaders of the Raven Coven had hoped. Many partisans had lost their lives that night.

The weeks and months that followed, the Raven Coven’s most talented wizards patrolled the Clover Coven’s borders while looking for any opportunity to kill a Clover Coven’s wizard and stopping the vision from coming true.

It’s been nine months now since the vision had first appeared and over two hundred lives have been taken, and yet the vision still plagues the Raven Coven’s kingdom.

There’s a full moon tonight and another attack on the Clover Coven’s citadel is happening as I write this. I also have been sick all night. Not from morning sickness though, but from worrying about if Clifford was going to return safely.

Other than the Raven Coven’s attack on the Clover Coven’s citadel, today has been a normal day. The baby kicking me in the ribs had awakened me. I got up and ate and that had calmed the baby a little. After breakfast and with Helen’s help, I walked around for a few minutes. I heard that walking would help speed up the birth of my baby.
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My God! The members of the Raven Coven are now fighting among themselves, and it was my baby and his father who turned the Raven Coven’s kingdom upside-down.

I’m a part of the Raven Coven and I thought that Clifford was also. Clifford wasn’t though. Clifford’s mother is a Raven partisan and she had recently confessed to my father and me that she was raped by one of the Clover Coven’s wizards and became pregnant from it. When Clifford was born, she was the one who scarred Clifford’s chest. She made it where no one knew that Clifford was a part of the Clover Coven.

Henry, my son, was born with the birthmark of the Clover Coven and because of that my father, Helen and thirty others are now protecting me, Clifford, Clifford’s mother and my baby from being executed. We’re currently on the run from our own coven. A few of us think that we should seek mercy from the Clover Coven, but my father refuses. He knows someone who can allow us to get across the waters and into France, and that is where we are currently heading.

Helen has Henry right now and Henry just began to fuss. He’s hungry most likely. The sun is about gone so chances are I won’t have the time to write more after I feed Henry. So I’ll write again tomorrow. Oh, I should also say that Henry is now seven days old. At the point when I had written ‘I have’, which I had recently scratched out, my water had broken. Anyway, I’ll write more tomorrow.

Ellen had slammed the volume shut and quickly laid it on the seat before she rushed to get out of the cab. As she turned towards Harris and the others she saw the curious and concern expressions on their faces.

“What’s wrong?” Harris asked before Ellen could volunteer.

“My ancestors… some of them anyway are from the Raven Coven,” Ellen rattled out.

“And so were a portion of my ancestors,” Harris told Ellen. Ellen gave him a confused look. “As you read from my family’s Legacy volumes, a few of my early ancestors were members of the Clover Coven, and for my family to carry the mark of the Brimstone Coven, my ancestors have to be from all three covens within three generations.”

“True,” Ellen agreed as Wendi and Tony were returning. “I just thought you should know that one of my direct ancestors was the twin sister to Helen—the sorceress and seer who was trying to kill off your direct ancestors… at least, I believe she’s the same Helen anyway.”

“It’s fine, Ellen,” Harris assured her with an amused grin. “You’re a good hearted person, and I won’t hold the actions of your ancestors against you. And you are a member of my family. Okay?”

“Okay,” Ellen agreed with a delightful grin.

“Okay, I think we’re done here,” Harris said as he turned towards Wendi.

“We are,” Wendi agreed. “Grandma, Tony and I will meet everyone at the house.”

“Okay,” Ellen said before turning towards the door and climbing back into the cab.

Harris and Marc had also climbed into the cab, and once Ellen was comfortable in her seat she began to read more of the Legacy volume.

It’s midday and all of us who had fled our coven a few days ago are now back with them.

Because of the coven being heavily divided an assembly was called and a solution was reached.

This morning at sunrise, a few coven members who didn’t flee with us had approached our camp under a flag of truce and with a message from the assembly.

‘Everyone who had fled will be welcome back without punishment; however, before Henry and Clifford can be welcome into the coven, an incantation must be cast on them. The incantation would be cast on my future children who would carry the birthmark of the Clover Coven as well.’

My father, Clifford and I agreed to the terms and the incantation will be cast at sunset. Once the incantation is complete, our falcons will go to Henry, Clifford and any of my future children without whistling. By casting this incantation, Clifford, Henry, any of my future children and even my grandchildren will be differentiated from the Clover Coven.

I’ll write more after the incantation has been cast.

The incantation was cast an hour ago and something unexpected had occurred that brought laughter to most of the witnesses. I’m ashamed to admit that I too had laughed. Anyway, not only did our falcons was attracted to Clifford and Henry after the incantation was cast, but every bird and every farm animal was attracted to them too. Luckily Henry was exhausted and had slept through the humorous calamity.

When Ellen giggled, Harris shot her a glance. “What’s so funny?”

Marc had pulled away behind Wendi when Ellen answered, “I know why my family attracts birds and animals.”

“Why?” Harris asked.

“Let me finish this one paragraph and I’ll let you read it.”

Harris grinned before agreeing, “Okay.”

Ellen went to finish reading the paragraph.

Another incantation was immediately cast to reduce the attraction that the birds and animals had for Clifford and Henry, but I’m afraid that to keep the desired effect, Clifford and Henry will now be attracting stray birds and animals from now on.

I’ll write more later.

Once Ellen had read the paragraph, she held out the volume and pointed to the last paragraph while saying, “Okay, here’s where I had stopped.”

“Okay,” Harris said while taking the volume. He then began reading the volume from the beginning.

Once everyone had returned to Martha’s house, Harris began transferring the Legacy volumes from the cab to the back of the SUV.

Ellen placed volume five on the front passenger seat of the SUV before helping Harris to transfer the remaining volumes.

Tony stepped up and after watching for a short time, he pointed to one of the volumes—one of the books on incantations—while saying, “That one has pages ripped out.”

“Why do you say that, Sweetie?” Wendi quickly asked as everyone gave Tony a curious look.

With fear in his eyes Tony slightly hesitated before saying, “I don’t know. The words just came out.”

Ellen broke her curious stare first, picked up the book and slowly searched through the book for missing pages. After a brief and scrutinizing search she found the location near the back of the book where four consecutive pages had been ripped out. The incantations before it and after it were intact.

“Someone removed an incantation,” Ellen accused without giving Tony’s presence any thought.

“Ellen!” Wendi slightly hissed. Ellen shot Wendi a confused look for her attitude. “Watch what you say around Tony.”

“Yes,” Ellen agreed while shooting a glance Tony’s way. “Sorry. I wasn’t thinking.”

“Obviously,” Wendi said.

“What’s a incantation?” Tony questioned.

“Prayers can be considered incantations,” Brandon answered quickly.

Ellen continued to flip through the book for anymore missing pages. She didn’t find any more, but she did notice something that brought a curious expression across her face.

Just as Ellen began flipping through the book again from the beginning, Martha asked, “Is there something else wrong with it, dear?”

“The print is different from the first half of the book compared to the second half,” Ellen said as she thumbed through the book.

“May I see?” Harris requested.

“Sure,” Ellen said while holding out the book for him to take.

Harris took the book and after noticing what Ellen was referring to, he explained, “The first half of the book was duplicated when the book was copied. However, the second half has original…” Harris hesitated while glancing at Tony. “Originals.” Harris shot Ellen a delightful grin as he continued with, “Your great-grandma was creating her own… material… and that’s actually difficult to do.”

Ellen was about to speak when Mitchell guessed aloud, “So those missing pages were trashed after messing up.”

Ellen slightly grinned just as Harris said, “Unlikely.”

“Why would that be unlikely?” Ellen was the one to ask.

“There’s a… a method to clean off a page,” Harris explained as he glanced towards Tony. “She wouldn’t need to rip out pages. And if your great-grandmother was anything like Sadie, your great-grandmother would’ve worked through it on loose sheets of blank paper first before adding it to her collection.”

“So she ripped it out because she didn’t want anyone else seeing it,” Ellen guessed.

Ellen saw a thought occurring to Harris just before he strongly pointed out, “We could speculate all day as to why those pages were ripped out and never get it right.”

“Okay,” Ellen said in an uncertain tone. “You know, I don’t know about anyone else, but I’m hungry.”

“I haven’t eaten since yesterday,” Brandon added as Harris was putting the book back into the SUV and shutting the hatch. “I could grab something.”

Ellen shot Brandon a polite grin as Harris said, “Martha, thanks for your hospitality. Ellen and I are going to grab something to eat and then head back towards Kansas City.”

“Yes,” Martha agreed with a pleasant grin. “You had brought back memories that were once forgotten. So thanks for the trip through memory lane.”

Harris amusingly grinned before saying, “Anytime.”

“Ellen, I know we haven’t known each other long, but it seems inappropriate for me to let you leave without getting a ‘goodbye’ hug from you,” Martha prompted.

“I know what you mean,” Ellen said with a grin before giving Martha a hug.

Once the hug ended between Ellen and Martha, Harris gave Martha a hug as well.

After the hugs were over, Martha went into her purse while saying, “Harris. Ellen. I would like to give you two my phone number.”

“Of course,” Harris said as Martha pulled out a pen and paper. Harris turned towards Mitchell. “Mitchell, just in case your truck would break down, we should drive along with each other.”

“Sounds good,” Mitchell agreed.

Harris was handed Martha’s number, and once everyone said his or her final ‘goodbye’ Ellen and Harris got into the SUV while Mitchell and Brandon got back into the truck.

Ellen waited for Harris to start the SUV and drive away before accusing, “You thought of a likely reason why my great-grandma would rip out that incantation.”

“Why would you think that?” Harris asked.

“You looked like that you had an epiphany before you abruptly stopped us from speculating more,” Ellen pointed out. 

Harris grinned before confessing, “Okay, you’re right. A thought had occurred to me, but again it’s only a speculation.”

“And what is your speculation?” Ellen prompted.

“There are vivacious incantations that require more to them than simply reciting verses,” Harris began. “And a lot of vivacious incantations are combat incantations.”

“You think that she might’ve used that incantation against Vincentia?” Ellen questioned.

Harris slightly hesitated before saying, “It’s… it’s possible.” 

“Okay, well, how would someone cast a vivacious incantation?” Ellen asked.

“Some involve reciting the lines and then burning the pages that they’re written on,” Harris began. After a short pause, he let out a sigh. “I can’t think of what the others involve. Sadie could tell you though. Oh and some defensive incantations can also be vivacious incantations as well.”

Ellen thought for a second before asking, “Is there an incantation that can restore missing pages?”

“I seriously doubt it,” Harris answered.

“Okay,” Ellen said before turning her attention to volume five.

When Ellen became quiet, Harris glanced over towards her and slightly grinned when he saw that she was reading.

Within a short time, Harris came across a diner on South Kingshighway Boulevard, south of Arsenal Street.

After Harris and Mitchell parked their vehicles, the four went inside to eat. Once their meals were ordered, a conversation was brought up about Brandon having three sons and no daughters.

Brandon’s oldest son—by an ex-girlfriend—was twenty-five years old and was working for a company that designed and distributed software. His other two kids were by his current wife Margo, who he had been married to for six and a half years. His second oldest son was six years old and his youngest son was four years old.



Chapter Ten 

Sunday morning in Kansas City, Missouri, Ellen, Allyson, Harris, Shannon and Avery worked hard to box things up for Ellen’s move.

At 11:40 A.M., Allyson and Shannon had left the house to buy chicken and side dishes.

By noontime, Ellen, Harris, Allyson, Shannon and Avery had sat down to eat their meal, but before anyone could take a bite of anything the doorbell sounded.

“I wonder who that is,” Ellen said while standing.

“Your dad and uncle most likely,” Harris said. Ellen shot Harris a disturbed look. “They want a copy of your great-grandmother’s Legacy volumes, so I handed Mitchell a list of the supplies that they needed in order for us to copy them.”

“And you’re telling me this now?” Ellen questioned.

“I wasn’t sure how you would react while knowing that your father and uncle were coming over, so I thought I had better not tell you until you couldn’t do anything about it,” Harris told her.

Ellen rolled her eyes before turning towards the front door. As she walked away, she mumbled, “Jeez; give me some credit.”

“Well, that went better than I expected,” Shannon told Harris.

“It did,” Harris agreed.

When Ellen opened the door, she saw Mitchell and Brandon standing behind a dolly. On the dolly were four cases of white twenty-pound copy paper. Setting on the top case were forty brown-leather skins that were twenty inches by twelve inches and seven six-packs of fountain pen refills.

Ellen stared curiously at the supplies while questioning, “Jeez, what did you two do, rob an office supply store?” Before Mitchell or Brandon could answer, Ellen abruptly and fearfully looked into Mitchell’s eyes while demanding, “Please tell me you didn’t and mean it.”

“Give us some credit, Ellen,” Mitchell requested. Ellen crossed her arms while giving Mitchell a skeptical stare. While pulling out a receipt from his pocket he continued with, “I have the receipt; jeez!”

“Fine,” Ellen finally said before gesturing towards the dolly. “That doesn’t come in. The last thing I want is a long tread-mark across the carpet.”

“Yes, Mom,” Mitchell sarcastically said.

Ellen shot back a distasteful smirk. Mitchell and Brandon amusingly grinned as Mitchell went to pick up a case of paper. Once Mitchell was carrying in the first case, Brandon picked up a case and followed. Ellen picked up a case too and followed behind Brandon.

Mitchell put his case down in the living room, and when he saw that Ellen was carrying in a case, he warned, “You’re going to hurt yourself if you’re not careful.”

While using the proper lifting technique, Ellen put down the case of paper alongside where Mitchell and Brandon had placed theirs. As she stood upright she said, “Well, it’s a good thing I’m careful.” Ellen read the paper box while continuing with, “I can also lift… wait. That says twenty pounds. That’s not right. That case of paper is heavier than twenty pounds.”

“The thickness of the paper is considered a twenty-pound paper, Ellen,” Brandon explained as Harris, Allyson, Shannon and Avery were stepping in. “The box weight itself is close at being fifty pounds.”

“Ah; I knew it was more than twenty pounds,” Ellen said.  “And I can lift it.”

“Obviously,” Brandon said as Mitchell went to get the final case.

“Capable or not I’ll get the last case,” Mitchell quickly said.

“Fine with me,” Ellen assured him.

“We just sat down to eat when you two rang the doorbell,”  Allyson supplied as Mitchell was carrying the final case into the house. “We’re eating chicken and we have plenty if you two would like to join us… of course there are only five kitchen seats, so two of us will have to stand.”

Mitchell and Brandon shot Ellen curious looks as Mitchell was putting down the case of paper next to the others.

Ellen only saw the look that she got from Mitchell, and while giving him a curious look, she questioned, “Why are you looking at me? I didn’t invite you.”

“If you have a problem with us eating…” Mitchell was only able to get out.

“I don’t,” Ellen interrupted. “You won’t bother me by eating with us.”

“Okay then,” Mitchell said with a slight grin. “Brandon and I will join you.”

“That’s fine,” Ellen assured him.

“Mitchell and I will also stand,” Brandon added.

Ellen shrugged as if to say, ‘Doesn’t matter.’

“We’ll copy the Legacy volumes after we eat,” Shannon announced.

“Alright,” Mitchell said before everyone turned and walked towards the kitchen.

“So how much did the office supplies cost?” Ellen asked.

“It was around a hundred and twenty dollars,” Mitchell  answered. “Why?”

“I was thinking that I should pay half,” Ellen said before she, Harris, Allyson and Avery retook their seats.

Shannon went to the cabinet to pull out two more plates.

“An off brand case of paper is thirty dollars or more,” Allyson pointed out. “So four cases alone would cost a hundred and twenty dollars before taxes.”

“Unless the manager of the office supply store is an old girlfriend,” Brandon retorted while giving Mitchell an amused grin.

Mitchell vigorously shook his head for Brandon to hush. Ellen saw Brandon’s reaction and when Brandon quit talking, Ellen asked, “Why would I care about one of your old girlfriends? Unless…” Ellen slightly laughed without humor before shaking her head and accusing, “You cheated on Mom.”

“I didn’t exactly cheat on your mother,” Mitchell defended.

“Did you date this woman between the time when you began dating Mom and I was born?” Ellen asked.

“Your mom was a couple of months pregnant with Christian,” Mitchell began. Shannon handed him one of the two plates that she had gotten out of the cabinet. As Shannon was handing Brandon the second plate, Mitchell continued with, “We had a huge fight; she kicked me out and I really thought that our marriage was over at that point. I went to a tavern and I met a woman named Cheryl. Cheryl and I had dated for a couple of months before your mom and I had reconciled. I had broken it off with Cheryl immediately.”

“Alright,” Ellen began as Mitchell and Brandon were getting chicken from the bucket. “I believe you, and I won’t hold those two months against you.”

“Okay,” Mitchell said with an expression on his face as if there was more to the story than what he had said.

Ellen saw his expression and asked, “It was only two months, right?”

“Right,” Mitchell confirmed as if he didn’t want to elaborate.

“Okay, then what aren’t you telling me that you think I would care about?” Ellen prompted.

Mitchell sighed before saying, “Six months after I had broken up with Cheryl, I had run into her again… and she was six months pregnant.”

“I could have another brother or sister out there?” Ellen asked with a renewed interest.

“Cheryl had a son, and she says ‘no’, but I suspect that he… that Kyle could be your brother,” Mitchell said.

“Did you sense Kyle as we sense each other?” Ellen quickly asked.

“I had never met him,” Mitchell said. “I asked about him today though when I ran into Cheryl at the store…”

“Is Kyle in Kansas City?” Ellen interrupted with.

Mitchell shook his head with a grin before saying, “He’s currently stationed overseas.”

“Stationed?!” Ellen echoed. “He’s in the service?”

“He’s in the Army,” Mitchell replied.

“Of course,” Ellen uttered sullenly.

“Anyway, getting back to your comment about you paying half,” Mitchell began. “You’re the daughter, and I won’t accept money from you.”

Ellen rolled her eyes and slightly shook her head before taking a bite of her chicken.

When Harris saw that Ellen wasn’t going to verbally respond, he told Mitchell, “We could use your help selling off the furniture.”

“What all are you selling?” Mitchell quickly asked.

“Except for Ellen’s bedroom furniture, the laptops and maybe a few selected items everything has to be sold, and for your help you can keep a percentage of what we get,” Harris told him.

“I’ll help you sell off the furniture, but instead of taking cash I would like to have the couch, the chairs and the end-tables,” Mitchell countered.

“Consider them yours,” Harris told him.

Mitchell nodded while saying, “Great.” He then took a bite of chicken.

When things became quiet, Allyson began a casual conversation.

After lunch Shannon coordinated the incantation set-up for Gloria’s Legacy volumes to be copied.

The living room was a large enough room for the incantation, but to make the room work, the furniture was moved to one side.

Once they had cleared a space on the floor, the forty Legacy volumes were placed on the floor with the back-cover touching the floor and with only one inch spacing between each volume.

The paper covering the reams were removed and discarded. Each of the forty reams was then wrapped in a brown-leather skin as if it was a book with pages at the right side, the topside and the bottom side being exposed.

Each of the forty reams wrapped in leather was then placed on each of the forty Legacy volumes, followed by one fountain pen refill being placed on top of each of the leather skins.

Shannon finished the incantation’s layout by setting up the twelve candles and displaying the proper symbols that the incantation had called for.

Shannon created the symbols by properly arranging small gemstones and filling in the cracks between gemstones with a powder-mixture.

The symbols were being created on the carpet and when Shannon began, Mitchell facetiously told Ellen, “And you were worried about me marking up the carpet with the dolly.”

Ellen shot Mitchell a smirk just as Shannon said, “Everything I put down can be easily vacuumed. In fact, I carry a small battery operated vacuum for this reason.”

“And this reason alone,” Avery added. Except for Shannon, everyone shot Avery a curious look. “I made the mistake of using it to clean up a mess a couple of years ago and I’m recently not being reminded of it when she packs it.”

“Do you cast incantations often?” Brandon asked.

“Not often,” Shannon said as she worked on creating the symbols, “but enough to regret not carrying a mini-vacuum when I travel.”

“Just wondering,” Brandon told her. Shannon just shot Brandon a grin.

Minutes later, once Shannon was done creating the symbols, she turned towards her group and explained, “Okay, once I light the candles and begin the ritual, the plastic cartridges holding the ink to the fountain pen refills are going to melt and the ink is going to appear as though it’s making a mess. I assure you that, that’s perfectly normal, and I’m telling everyone this now so nobody will shout at me that something has gone horribly wrong and interrupt the incantation.”

Ellen gave Shannon the thumbs-up sign while saying, “No shouting over the false appearance of something going horribly wrong—check.”

Shannon shot Ellen an amused grin before saying, “Yes, well, this incantation works best when recited from memory, and it’s actually a long one. If I get interrupted before I finish, the incantation to finish from the interruption point is longer and more complicated, and I don’t know that incantation very well.”

“I’ll be quiet as a mouse,” Ellen vowed.

“I’ll also be quiet as a mouse,” Mitchell said.

“The same,” Brandon added.

Shannon nodded with a grin before facing the Legacy volumes and reciting a short incantation that lit the twelve candles simultaneously. Once the candles were lit, she closed her eyes and concentrated on the words for a moment, and as she kept her eyes closed she recited the words to the incantation.

After a few verses were recited, the forty plastic cartridges that were holding the ink liquefied.

Everyone saw the mess that Shannon had warned about, and although they gave each other worried glances, not one person had said a word.

Once a few more verses were recited, the ink was magically drawn into the blank pages, but to everyone other than Shannon, it appeared that the ink was evaporating.

Several more verses were recited before the appearance of each ream wrapped in leather transmogrified itself at a snail’s pace to look like the book that each one was setting on top of.

Shannon recited verses throughout the minutes that it took for the transmogrification to complete, and once it was over, Shannon stopped speaking and opened her eyes.

Shannon glanced around her before resting her eyes on Ellen and saying, “It’s done.”

Ellen gestured towards the books while requesting, “Can I look?”

“It’s ‘May I look?’ and yes, you may,” Shannon told her.

An amused expression came across Ellen’s face before she and the others stepped up to the volumes. They each picked up a newly created copy and thumbed through it.

The final shade of the copies’ front and back covers was slightly lighter than the originals, but the material content between the two covers was an exact duplicate.

“This is better than Xeroxing,” Brandon commented.

“Ten minutes ago these were raw material and now…”  Allyson began. “It’s actually hard to believe how professionally done that these look.”

Shannon grinned as Ellen asked, “Shannon, how did our ancestors do this before reams of paper were being sold by office supply stores?”

“Our ancestors had used the longer and the more complicated incantation,” Shannon told her. “The set-up for that one requires all the printed material—such as miscellaneous papers, catalogs or any paper with print—that a wizard or a sorceress can get his or her hands on that will equal the sum of the pages of all the volumes combine.”

“That sounds difficult just to collect enough material,”  Ellen thought aloud.

“If one doesn’t properly prepare ahead of time, it can be,” Shannon told her.

“How would one properly prepare?” Mitchell asked.

“Papers would never get thrown away in the home of a wizard’s family,” Shannon explained. “They would get stored and saved.”

“That’s a nice tidbit to know,” Ellen said.

Shannon grinned as Harris said, “Of course collecting papers was easy when your family had owned a gazette.”

“Your family had owned a gazette?” Ellen quickly questioned.

“Prior to the 1900’s they did,” Shannon said. “However, the facility was destroyed by a fire, and as to how available catalogs had become, they didn’t see the need to rebuild.”

“That explains why journalism is big with your family,”  Ellen commented.

Shannon grinned before saying, “We’re through here, so the volumes can be put up.”

“Brandon and I will start carrying the copies to the truck… and I guess we’ll go after that,” Mitchell told everyone.

Ellen thought for a second before saying, “I can help carry the volumes to your truck.”

“You’re not volunteering to get rid of me sooner are you?” Mitchell playfully questioned with a grin.

Ellen grinned before shaking her head and saying, “I’m just trying to be nice.”

Mitchell nodded before a serious expression came across his face. “You and Sonya are moving to Savannah, Georgia in a week or so, and… and I don’t want your last day in Kansas City to be the last time I speak to you or even see you.”

Ellen took a deep breath before saying, “I’ll jot down my Email address for you and we can keep in touch that way.”

Mitchell nodded before saying sullenly, “Okay.”

“Mitchell. Brandon. We are going to the hospital in an hour from now—to check on Sonya,” Harris informed. “You two are welcome to come with us or meet us there.”

When Mitchell and Brandon glanced at Ellen, Ellen said, “You two are welcome.” She then gestured towards the next room. “I’ll go write out my Email address for you.”

When Mitchell nodded, Ellen walked away. Mitchell then gestured towards the volumes while telling the others, “Well, we might as well get these to my truck.”

“It’s supposed to rain again tonight,” Allyson informed as everyone went to collect the volumes. “So you should get them out of your truck as soon as possible.”

“I’ll go straight home with them, and once they’re out of my truck, Brandon and I will meet everyone at the hospital,” Mitchell told Allyson. Allyson just nodded.

The dolly was outside the front door by a few feet, and while Ellen was busy writing out her Email address, the others were neatly stacking the Legacy volumes on the dolly’s lip.

The volumes being placed on the dolly was finished first, and once Ellen was done writing, she followed everyone outside. She then handed the paper to Mitchell.

As Mitchell tucked the paper into his pocket, he asked, “You will respond when I Email you, won’t you?”

Ellen rolled her eyes with a grin before saying, “I wouldn’t have given you my Email address if I had planned not to respond. Although if you choose to Email me each and every day or multiple times a day, I’m not promising you, you’ll get a response to all of them.”

Mitchell grinned before saying,” Fair enough.” He then slightly hesitated to continue, “Brandon and I will get these volumes home and then we’ll meet everyone later at the hospital.”

“Okay; bye for now,” Ellen said.

Mitchell grinned while saying, “Bye.”

“Bye,” the others echoed before Mitchell and Brandon turned towards the truck. Brandon was the one to push the dolly.

As Mitchell and Brandon were walking away, the others walked back into the house.

Early Monday morning, Ellen, Harris, Allyson, Shannon and Avery had gotten up and ate breakfast.

Harris, Shannon and Avery were to escort Tanya’s body back to London that morning, so once their breakfast was over, Allyson drove everyone to the airport.

Once at the airport, Ellen and Allyson had exchanged their temporary ‘goodbyes’ with Harris and their ‘until we meet again’ with Shannon and Avery.

After Allyson and Ellen left the airport they went straight to Ellen’s school to start the procedure to have Ellen transferred to a high school in Savannah, Georgia.

Ellen’s move wasn’t supposed to happen for another week, and for Ellen not to get too far behind in her classes, Ellen’s principle had convinced her to attend classes until the time came for her to leave.

Ellen had missed her first class and was running ten minutes late for her second class as she and Allyson were speaking with the principle.

When Ellen stepped into her second class—second year Spanish—with her proper books, everyone stopped at what he or she was doing and stared at her.

“I’m sorry I’m late, Mr. Rodriquez,” Ellen told her teacher while ignoring the stares from her classmates.

“It’s fine, Ellen,” Mr. Rodriquez assured her. “I heard about your brother and sister-in-law. I’m sorry for your loss.”

Ellen gave Mr. Rodriquez a nod before saying, “Thanks.”

Ellen gestured towards her seat, but before she was able to say or do anything, one of her male classmates asked, “How are you holding up?”

Ellen looked towards him, and after a slight hesitation she announced, “I miss my brother and my sister-in-law; I don’t see that changing anytime soon. In fact, I still miss my mom.” Ellen’s eyes teared up. “Anyway, before my sister-in-law had died, the doctor delivered her unborn daughter. I’m an aunt and I will get through it… with my niece’s help.” Ellen wiped her eyes before she continued to say, “That’s all I have to say.”

“Welcome back,” one of her female classmates told her.

“Thanks,” Ellen said as she moved towards her seat. “I’m only back for this week though.”

“You’re not dropping out of school?” Mr. Rodriquez asked curiously.

Ellen shot Mr. Rodriquez a grin before saying, “My niece and I are moving in with my sister-in-law’s brother and his wife. The two live in Savannah, Georgia. So I’ll be finishing out my high school there.”

“Okay, well, good luck in Georgia and I’m certain that you’ll be missed here,” Mr. Rodriquez told her as she was reaching her seat.

“Thanks,” Ellen said before taking her seat.

“Now let’s get back to our lesson,” Mr. Rodriquez informed.

At lunchtime, the multiple conversations that were taking place in the crowded lunchroom sounded like radio static to anyone outside a particular conversation, and as long as a group talked at a normal volume, a group didn’t fear the threat of eavesdroppers listening in.

Just before Ellen stepped into the food-line, she saw that Billie, Marcie, Ray-ray and Jeanie were sitting at the same table with the remaining seats open around them. After she stepped out of the food-line with her lunch she joined them.

When Billie, Marcie, Ray-ray and Jeanie gave Ellen serious looks without saying a word, Ellen shot them a curious look while uttering, “What?!”

Marcie, Ray-ray and Jeanie just shook their heads; however, Billie informed, “I—and I expect them too—don’t know how to react around you.”

“What?!” Ellen uttered. “Why?”

“You’re leaving the city for good,” Billie began. “This time next week you’ll be in Georgia. You’ll make new friends…”

“We have each other’s Email addresses,” Ellen interrupted with. “Harris had given everyone his landline number last Tuesday. We’ll keep in touch… and I’ll come back to visit when I’m able to. We’re friends and I don’t want that to change regardless to where I live.”

“Okay,” Billie said with a slight grin.

“Besides, I want to stay updated with the drama around here,” Ellen added.

“You’ll have to keep us updated with what’s happening with you as well,” Ray-ray said.

Ellen slightly hesitated before saying timidly, “I will.”

“You will keep us informed?” Jeanie questioned. “Right?”

“Yes, of course,” Ellen claimed as she picked up her fork and poked at her food.

“Then why am I getting the feeling that you won’t be?” Jeanie questioned.

“I’m getting the feeling that you’re holding out on us now,” Marcie added.

Ellen slightly hesitated before sighing and saying, “I learned something new about my ancestors during the past week that I’m not ready to share. Other than that, I’ll keep you four updated with my life—I promise.”

“Fair enough,” Billie said.

Marcie glanced at Billie before asking, “You can’t tell us anything?”

Ellen thought for a second before saying, “I learned within the past week that my ancestors kept journals known as Legacy volumes. And from these Legacy volumes, I learned that Merlin is my X number of ‘greats’ grandfather.”

“Merlin? The magician? He’s an ancestor of yours?” Billie asked incredulously.

“According to the journals he is,” Ellen confirmed.

“That’s so cool,” Ray-ray uttered.

Marcie glanced at Ray-ray while saying, “According to the legends, Merlin was a powerful wizard. Would that make you a powerful wizard too?”

Marcie was only joking, but she, Billie, Ray-ray and Jeanie saw the ‘caught red-handed’ expression on Ellen’s face as she stared into Marcie’s eyes and hesitated timidly, “I… I can honestly say that I’m no wizard.”

“Okay, whatever a female version of a wizard is then,” Marcie corrected.

Ellen amusingly grinned before saying, “I’m not a female version of a wizard either.”

“Then why did you look as if you were caught red-handed when I asked about you being a wizard?” Marcie questioned.

“This subject is the very subject that I didn’t want to discuss,” Ellen replied. “And I see now that, that telling everyone here about Merlin being one of my direct ancestors was the wrong thing to do.”

Billie grabbed Ellen’s hand—which slightly startled Ellen—while saying, “Ellen, you are an excellent friend to us and a caring person. Now I don’t believe in witchcraft or sorcery, but if it turns out that you are a witch or a sorceress then I’ll just start calling you Glinda, the Good Witch of the North. Because a good witch is what you would be, and by you being a witch wouldn’t hurt our friendship.”

Ellen pleasantly grinned as Jeanie informed, “Witchcraft is real.”

“And how would you know that?” Ray-ray asked just as Ellen took a bite of food.

“My mom told me stories about her college roommate,” Jeanie replied. “Her roommate was big on creating her own good luck charms and… and things like that. And I’m with Billie, Ellen. By you being a witch or sorceress won’t hurt our friendship.”

“Ellen, does it talk about witchcraft and sorcery in those journals?” Marcie asked.

Ellen swallowed the bite that she took before saying, “I hope I don’t regret this, but here it is. My ancestors were wizards and sorceresses, but each time twins were born the wizard line splits and became weaker, and twins were born every three generations after Merlin.”

“Wait!” Billie uttered. “Doesn’t your dad have a twin brother?”

Ellen grinned before saying, “Yes. My grandpa… my dad’s dad was a wizard. However, my grandpa didn’t know about the Legacy volumes nor did he know that he was a wizard.”

“And you’re certain that you’re not a wizard or witch?” Ray-ray asked.

Ellen slightly fidgeted before saying, “Here’s the thing. Wizards and sorceresses are more powerful than warlocks and witches. I don’t carry the mark of Merlin as my grandpa did, so I’m not a sorceress, but… but I can still be a witch with a hefty bite.”

“You should do it,” Ray-ray encouraged.

“What?” Ellen quickly questioned while sounding surprised.

“I would do it,” Ray-ray confessed.

“I would too,” Marcie also confessed.

“I think most people would,” Billie added.

“And you guys wouldn’t think badly of me if I would learn witchcraft?” Ellen questioned.

“Not at all, Glinda,” Billie said with a grin.

Ellen grinned before requesting, “Please don’t repeat what we had discussed with anyone else.”

“We won’t,” Billie, Marcie, Ray-ray and Jeanie assured Ellen.

“And now you can keep us updated with your drama without holding out on us,” Marcie added. “Right?”

Ellen held her grin and hesitated to say, “There are three lines of wizards and they all go back to Merlin. Tanya was from one of the other two lines.”

“So was Tanya a wizard… or whatever the female version of a wizard is?” Billie asked.

“Sorceress, and Mike, Tanya, Harris and I are all in the Phoenix stage,” Ellen began. “And before any of you ask, another set of twins has to be born before the mark of Merlin could die out completely…”

“Ellen,” Ray-ray called to grab her attention. Ellen stopped talking and looked at him. “You had never explained the mark of Merlin.”

Ellen grinned before saying, “Ah, sorry. The mark of Merlin is a birthmark that all wizards and sorceresses who are related to Merlin carry. I don’t carry the mark. Neither did Mike nor did Tanya, but Sonya does.”

“So Sonya’s a sorceress?” Billie and Marcie asked.

“She is, and by her being a sorceress is how I found out about any of this,” Ellen told them. “And again please keep this to yourselves.”

“Ellen, I don’t think anyone would believe us even if we did tell people,” Jeanie said.

“Yeah, well, I don’t want to take that chance,” Ellen informed.

“I won’t tell,” Billie said. “I promise.”

“We promise,” Jeanie added before Marcie and Ray-ray agreed.

“Besides, the threat of you turning us into toads now hangs over our heads if we talk,” Ray-ray jokingly added.

“I wouldn’t,” Ellen insisted in a tone as if she was insulted by the accusation.

“Relax, Ellen, I was only joking,” Ray-ray said.

“Yes, well, I wouldn’t do that,” Ellen continued to insist more calmly. “What I would do though if people would find out is leave the country with Sonya and never look back.”

“No one will find out from us,” Billie insisted.

“No one,” Marcie, Jeanie and Ray-ray strongly added.

“Okay,” Ellen said in a calm tone.

“So what else can you tell us?” Billie prompted eagerly.

Ellen slightly grinned before saying, “Shannon, Tanya’s  mom had requested that I read her family’s first three Legacy volumes before I even touch the witchcraft, and I agreed willingly. The three volumes are on the later half of the Wizard Wars…”

“Wizard Wars?!” Marcie questioned.

Ellen vigorously nodded before she continued talking about the wars.



Chapter Eleven 

Harris, Shannon and Avery’s flight to London, England was uneventful. As soon as they arrived Shannon’s mother Laura, Shannon’s sister Mary and Mary’s daughter Sadie met them with consoling hugs for each of them.

Once the hugs were over, the six went and watched as the airport workers placed Tanya’s casket into the hearse. They then walked to Mary’s minivan, climbed in and followed the hearse to the funeral home.

Laura and Mary had begun the funeral arrangements the week before, and once the six had gotten to the funeral home Shannon and Avery finalized them.

The viewing was Tuesday. All of Tanya’s relatives, most of her friends who had known her from the age of eight and a few friends from the States had showed up for it.

When Wednesday morning came, everyone who had showed up for the viewing had showed up for the funeral as well.

Once the funeral was concluded, most of the relatives and a few of Tanya’s friends had gone back to Shannon and Avery’s house.

Harris was moping near the foyer and just saying, ‘hi’ to anyone who would acknowledge his presence.

Sadie saw Harris and stepped up to him before questioning, “Are you as miserable as you look?”

“I hate funerals… and these gatherings afterwards,” Harris told her.

“I assure you that the two aren’t my cup of tea either,” Sadie said. “But Tanya wouldn’t want you lying about in misery.”

“Sadie, I love you, but I’m not in the mood for your pep talk right now,” Harris warned. “So take a step back.”

“Okay, okay,” Sadie agreed in a surrendering manner. “Don’t get all defensive. Anyway, I came to talk to you for another purpose entirely.”

“I’m listening,” Harris said.

“I put together a magic spells beginner’s manual for Ellen and Sonya,” Sadie informed. She then saw a troubled expression coming across his face. “I realize you don’t like witchcraft…”

“It’s not that I don’t like it,” Harris interjected. “I just wasn’t interested in it as you are. And neither was Tanya.”

“It sounds as though that Ellen will be… or at least wants to be.”

“Yes,” Harris agreed sullenly. “I can tell that she’s ready to dive in head first, and I fear that she might not be as levelheaded with the witchcraft as you are.” Sadie’s facial expression changed slightly to as if what Harris was saying wasn’t exactly an accurate statement. “You never do an incantation without looking at all six sides first, and you would be the best teacher for Ellen and Sonya. But…”

When Harris stopped talking, Sadie questioned, “But?”

Harris slightly hesitated to say, “But I don’t think that a homemade beginner’s manual will teach Ellen and Sonya what they need to know.”

“What do Ellen and Sonya need to know?” Sadie asked curiously.

“The absolute respect for the craft as you have,” Harris replied.

Sadie slightly grinned before saying, “As you well know, I’m older than you… and even Tanya by a few weeks. So you might not remember this, but when I was sixteen, I was diving head first into the pool of witchcraft myself… and being quite reckless with it I might add.” Harris gave Sadie an incredulous look as she continued with, “In fact, it took a few spells literally blowing up in my face for me to learn the respect that I have today for it. I still have the bloody scar from the last spell that blew up in my face.”

“What scar?” Harris questioned.

“It’s behind my left ear.”

“I’ve never seen a scar,” Harris said while trying to look.

“I got lucky; my hair grew back and covered it,” Sadie informed. “It’s there though; trust me. Anyway, my point is; I wasn’t always the safety nut that I’ve been accused of being when it comes to witchcraft.”

Harris embarrassingly grinned before questioning innocently, “Who’s been accusing you of being a safety nut?”

“My brothers and you to point out four people,” Sadie retorted with a grin. “It’s true though, so I can’t bloody well get upset over the accusation. Anyway, I had learned to respect the craft, and I’m sure in time that Ellen and Sonya will also.”

“Yes, well, I just hope that Ellen learns to respect it before she loses her hair or a vital body part… or even kill somebody by accident.”

“Aunt Shannon says that Ellen’s a bright young woman,” Sadie began. “I’d only met her at Tanya and Mike’s wedding and from what I saw she seemed highly responsible, so I don’t really see her diving into the pool of witchcraft blindly. In fact, the only fear that I have with Ellen learning witchcraft is that she won’t know what hazards to look out for…”

“Thank you,” Harris uttered as if his point was just made.

Sadie amusingly grinned as she continued with, “Which is true with all novices and apprentices. But if she’s as bright as Aunt Shannon makes out, I have a feeling that she’ll be a quick learner.”

“I hope so,” Harris agreed sullenly.

“May I offer a suggestion?” Sadie requested.

Harris shot her a curious look before saying, “This is the first time that you offered your suggestion rather than coming out with it.”

“Yes, well, I fear that you won’t like what I’m about to suggest,” Sadie explained.

“Which is?” Harris prompted.

“Learn the craft alongside Ellen. Ellen might not recognize the hazards when she comes to them, but you might.”

Harris grinned before saying, “I had a feeling that you were going to suggest that, and I have to admit that, that had crossed my mind as well.”

“So does that mean you’ll be doing it?” Sadie questioned.

“It depends.”

When Harris didn’t finish, Sadie asked, “It depends on what?”

Harris again grinned before saying, “If I can’t talk you into coming back to the States with me and be Ellen’s mentor.”

Sadie amusingly grinned before sarcastically saying, “Right. I should close up my bookstore and move to… to Georgia.”

“You wouldn’t have to close…” Harris was only able to get out.

“Trust me, I would,” Sadie quickly said. “Most of my customers come in for the tarot card readings and the palm readings that I provide and not the books. If I would move away, my business would go out of business.”

Harris slightly shook his head with a grin before saying, “Well, it was just a thought anyway.”

“You, Allyson, Ellen and Sonya could always move here to London, you know,” Sadie pointed out.

Harris grinned before saying, “Allyson would move here if I ask her to, but she would be a fish out of water if she would move away from Savannah, Georgia, and I wouldn’t do that to her.”

“Okay, well, you can visit more often,” Sadie again pointed out.

“The same can be said about you,” Harris retorted.

“Point taken, Harry,” Sadie said with an amused grin. “Anyway, you know my cell phone number and the number to the bookstore, and I have no problems with you giving those numbers to Ellen.”

Harris nodded before saying, “I’m giving her your Email address and your IM name too.”

“That’s fine,” Sadie assured him. “Also let her know that if she has any questions or concerns or even if she just wants to talk about the craft that she can call me anytime; however, let her know to start her Emails and IM’s with, ‘In The Wizards of Buckingham’. That way if anyone would see an Email or IM by chance, the person will think that Ellen is referring to my novel.”

“Speaking of your novel, are you ever going to search for a publisher for it?” Harris questioned.

Before Sadie could respond, three of Tanya and Sadie’s female friends stepped up. When Harris and Sadie looked their way, one of them asked, “So, Harry? Are you still living in… Santa, George?”

Harris and Sadie grinned before Harris corrected, “It’s Savannah, Georgia, and yes, I’m still there.”

“Right,” she said with a polite grin. “I can never keep those cities in the States straight.”

“You were never good with geographic locations in school anyway, Angela,” Sadie told her.

“And not much has changed since school either,” Angela confessed. “I looked up Brazil on the computer. I expected it to be a city in Portugal, but it’s actually its own country in South America.”

“You don’t say?” Harris questioned jokingly with an amused grin.

Angela shot him a smirk before saying, “Of course I already know that you know that.”

Sadie was grinning too, and with a slight amusement in her voice, she asked, “Why were you looking up Brazil, Angela?”

“Stephan’s sister is planning to marry a man from Brazil,” Angela explained. “And the wedding will also be in Brazil and I was seeing where the wedding was going to be held.”

“Ah,” Sadie got out before Angela started a conversation about her sister-in-law’s upcoming wedding.

In Kansas City, after Ellen’s school had let out, Ellen and Allyson had gone to the hospital to check up on Sonya.

The two were walking through the halls of the maternity ward, and as they were walking past an intersecting hallway they heard a male voice calling, “Mrs. Bradley!”

When Ellen and Allyson took a step back to look, they saw Dr. Oliver walking their way from down the hall.

Once Dr. Oliver was close enough, Ellen told him, “Hi, Dr. Oliver. How’s that beautiful niece of ours?”

“That’s what I want to talk about,” Dr. Oliver said.

“She’s okay, right?!” Ellen demanded to know. “She was yesterday! So what happened?!”

“Ellen!” Allyson uttered to grab her attention. When Ellen looked, Allyson continued with, “Calm down and give Dr. Oliver time to tell us what’s happening.”

Ellen crossed her arms while asking Dr. Oliver, “So what’s happening?!”

Allyson slightly shook her head with a grin just before Dr. Oliver told them, “Mrs. Bradley. Ellen. Sonya is fine. In fact, she’s more than fine. She’s great. Sonya has a healthy appetite, and I was just stopping the two of you to let you two know that your niece is healthy enough to leave the hospital.”

“That’s great news,” Ellen said before hugging the doctor. “Thank you.”

“You’re welcome,” Dr. Oliver said while timidly patting Ellen’s back.

When Ellen broke the hug a second later, Allyson supplied, “The infant car seat is at the house, so Ellen and I will have to go back for that.”

“Okay, while you’re doing that, I’ll prepare the forms that you’ll have to fill out,” Dr. Oliver told her.

“Okay. Ellen and I will be back soon,” Allyson told him just before she and Ellen turned and walked away.

Allyson and Ellen had left and returned to the hospital with the infant car seat and a baby carrier within thirty minutes.

Ellen carried in the empty baby carrier, and the two went directly to the nurse’s station in the maternity ward.

Allyson filled out the forms almost as soon as they stepped up, and once the forms were completed, she was handed helpful brochures on how to care for a newborn.

Allyson and Ellen looked over the brochures, but before they were able to get too deep into them, a second nurse carried Sonya out in her arms.

Ellen sensed Sonya’s presence while the nurse and Sonya were still a good distance down the hall. She immediately looked up from the brochure that she was reading while saying delightfully, “Here she comes.”

Allyson looked up from her brochure.

Once the second nurse was close enough, she told them, “Aunt Allyson. Aunt Ellen. Here’s your gorgeous niece Sonya.”

“I’ll take her,” Allyson said as she reached out her hands.

“Sonya ate and was burped ten minutes ago,” the second nurse said while Allyson was receiving Sonya; however, before anything else could be said Sonya belched loudly with very little spittle. “But apparently, Sonya wasn’t burped very well.”

Sonya’s eyes had locked on Ellen as Allyson said, “I’m sure she’s fine. At my folks’ daycare, there was this one infant boy who would burp two or three different times after eating.”

“Okay,” the second nurse said while lightly rubbing Sonya’s back.

Sonya rested her head against Allyson’s chest just as Ellen was asking, “Should we put Sonya in the carrier?”

“Sonya looks pretty snug at the moment,” Allyson informed. “Moving her right now might upset her.”

Ellen grinned before saying, “Yeah, I noticed that just after I spoke.”

“Bye, cutie-pie,” the second nurse told Sonya while lightly rubbing her back again.

Sonya let out a monotone sound that lasted a second.

“It sounded as if she was trying to answer you,” Ellen said.

“It did,” the second nurse agreed with a grin. “And that wasn’t the first time either. Anyway, I wish everyone well.”

“Thanks,” Ellen and Allyson said.

“It’s time to get this cutie-pie home,” Allyson continued.

“Bye,” the two nurses said.

“Bye,” Ellen and Allyson echoed.

As Ellen and Allyson were leaving the hospital, Ellen carried the empty baby carrier and the brochures while Allyson carried Sonya.

The infant car seat was set up in the backseat on the passenger’s side of the SUV, and once Sonya was placed in the infant car seat she fussed.

“Ooh, she doesn’t want to be put down,” Ellen pointed out as Allyson fastened Sonya into the car seat.

“Yes,” Allyson agreed in a tone as if she was trying not to sound sarcastic. “She has to be in the car seat though.”

“I know,” Ellen retorted. “I’ll sit in the seat next to her and hold her hand. Maybe that will help.”

“You can try that,” Allyson said as Ellen was moving towards the seat next to Sonya, “but we may have to endure her crying until we get back to the house.”

“We should’ve brought a pacifier,” Ellen thought aloud.

“We’re only a few minutes from the house, so she won’t be in the car seat too long,” Allyson said.

“Alright,” Ellen said while gently taking hold of Sonya’s hand.

Allyson shut the back door, walked around, opened her door and climbed in. Sonya’s fussing was going strong, but when Allyson started the SUV, Sonya’s fussing turned into a whimper. A low volume Country song played over the speakers, which calmed Sonya even more.

Once the SUV moved from its parking spot, Sonya was expressionless with a hint of being curious as her eyes glanced around while her head barely moved.

“I think riding in a moving vehicle has her curious to what’s going on,” Ellen supplied.

“Let’s hope she remains curious until we get to the house,” Allyson replied.

The Country song ended just as Allyson pulled out of the hospital’s parking lot and into traffic. When a commercial came on instead of another song, Sonya let out a high-pitch monotone sound that wouldn’t end.

When Sonya didn’t stop after a few seconds, Ellen questioned, “Is this sound Sonya’s attempt to talk?”

“I think it’s just a random noise that she learned that she could make,” Allyson guessed.

“Okay, well, the sound she’s making is making me dizzy,” Ellen grumbled as she attended to her ears.

“Talk to her,” Allyson suggested. “Maybe that will get her to stop.”

Before Ellen could attempt to get Sonya to stop making that sound another song began to play, which got Sonya to stop making the sound on her own.

Ellen stared curiously at Sonya for a second before uttering delightfully, “Oh my God!”

“What?” Allyson curiously asked.

“Sonya was either trying to sing or she was trying to tell us that she wanted the songs back,” Ellen replied.

“I really think Sonya is too young to be attempting to sing or requesting more music.”

“Sonya was sung to since the day she was conceived,” Ellen pointed out. “So maybe she isn’t too young.”

“What do you mean that she was sung to since the day she was conceived?” Allyson curiously questioned.

“Tanya was a singer… a very talented singer, in fact, and she loved to sing,” Ellen explained. “Ooh, in fact, when Tanya learned that Mike was a weekend karaoke DJ… after they had met at the auction, she would go to his gigs and sing. And she would get up to sing more than most. Anyway, as I said, Tanya was a very talented singer, and she sang all the time, and once she found out that she was pregnant, she would sing to her stomach.”

With an amused tone in her voice, Allyson questioned, “So you’re thinking that Sonya is having a… a ‘sense memory’— for a lack of a better term—of when she was being sung to while in her mother’s womb?”

“Stranger things have happened… and recently,” Ellen pointed out.

Allyson reached for the radio’s power button while saying, “Let’s test it.”

Allyson turned off the radio and immediately following, Sonya let out her high-pitch monotone sound again.

“Okay,” Ellen uttered while putting her fingers in her ears.  “Test’s over, and she passed.”

Allyson turned on the radio again and once the song resumed, Sonya quieted down.

“Apparently she’s not too young to request songs,” Allyson admitted.

“I told you,” Ellen said smugly.

“Yeah you did,” Allyson again admitted with an amused tone in her voice. “It appears that we have a music enthusiast on our hands.”

“And if she takes after her mother, she’ll like every type of music out there,” Ellen added.

“So on the day when Mike and Tanya met, what were they bidding on?”

“Oh, uh, a rare record… I can’t remember who by though. Anyway, they both were outbid by a record-collector from New York.”

“Well… since they met there and fell in love, they didn’t really leave empty handed,” Allyson supplied.

“True,” Ellen agreed with a grin.

During the ride to the house, Allyson had to keep finding a station that was playing a song; otherwise Sonya would keep making her high pitch sound.

Within a short time, Allyson parked the SUV in front of the house, and once she shut off the engine, Sonya began again with her high pitch sound.

“We’ve arrived, Sonya,” Ellen told her as she went to unfasten her from the car seat. “I’ll turn on the radio when we get in the house.”

When Sonya didn’t stop with the high pitch sound, Allyson suggested, “We may have to sing to her.”

“I’m not the singer that your mom was, but here goes nothing,” Ellen told Sonya before singing the song that Tanya had sung the most while carrying Sonya.

Sonya’s eyes locked on Ellen before letting out a delightful squeal.

“I think Sonya approves,” Allyson said as she went to open her door to climb out.

With a slight grin on her face, Ellen sang to Sonya as she picked her up from the car seat, and she continued to sing as she carried Sonya towards the house. Allyson walked ahead of Ellen in order to unlock and open the front door. Once everyone was in and the door was shut, Allyson walked over to the entertainment center and turned on a radio/CD player.

Once a song began to play on the radio, Ellen quit singing, and before a second could pass Sonya made a monotone sound, but not as loud as before.

“The radio is playing, Sonya,” Ellen told her. Sonya continued intermittently with the sound that she was making.

Allyson slightly laughed before saying, “I think she prefers your singing over the radio.”

“She’s the first,” Ellen said as she carried Sonya closer to the radio.

“You don’t have a bad singing voice,” Allyson assured her.

Sonya stopped making the sound when Ellen carried her next to the entertainment center.

“I’ve heard myself on tape…” Ellen got out before a thought had occurred to her.

“And you thought you were bad?” Allyson asked when Ellen stopped talking.

“What? Oh, no,” Ellen replied. “I wasn’t bad… bad, but I wasn’t noteworthy either. Anyway, can you take Sonya?”

“Sure,” Allyson said as she moved closer. “But why?”

“Tanya had recorded three discs of songs of herself, and I have a hunch that Sonya would prefer to listen to her mom sing than me,” Ellen told Allyson just before Allyson took Sonya.

Allyson grinned before saying, “That sounds like a hunch worth trying.”

Ellen nodded before turning towards a closed cabinet at the entertainment center, opening it and searching through the discs for the correct ones.

“Got them,” Ellen said after finding the three discs fairly quickly. She then chose one at random and put it into the CD player.

Once the song came on, Sonya became quiet and—except for Sonya’s slow wandering eyes—perfectly still.

“Good call,” Allyson praised. “Now since I have Sonya in my arms, would you mind going and get a blanket?” Allyson then saw the curious look that Ellen shot her. “It’s too soon to put Sonya to bed, so I’m going to fix a pallet in the floor for her.”

“Okay,” Ellen said before walking towards where the blankets were kept.

Ellen was gone for a short time before returning with a blanket and a toy stuff bunny, and once the pallet was set up in the floor next to the entertainment center, Sonya was put down. 

Ellen lay next to Sonya, held the bunny over Sonya’s face by almost a foot and said to Sonya in a playful voice, “Hi there, baby girl. I’m Bugsy.”

Sonya stared at the bunny while letting out a monotone sound that was short in duration.

“Okay, while you’re entertaining Sonya, I’ll go fix us some dinner,” Allyson told Ellen.

Before Ellen could respond, Sonya’s expression changed to as if she was straining while grunting.

“Wait! What’s going on with Sonya?”

Allyson glanced at Sonya and grinned before saying, “She’s… soiling her pamper. Have you changed a pamper before?”

“Just on my dolls, and I was ten the last time I’d done it.”

Allyson grinned while saying, “That’s not the same. I’ll go grab a pamper and the wipes, and I’ll show you how to change Sonya’s pamper.”

“Okay,” Ellen agreed before Allyson walked away.

Allyson went and grabbed a pamper, the wipes and the diaper-rash medicine.

Ellen saw the medicine when Allyson returned, and while gesturing towards it, she asked, “Sonya has a diaper rash?”

“I brought this just in case,” Allyson said. “Anyway, does she look like she’s done?”

“She smells like she’s done,” Ellen said while covering her nose slightly. “And she definitely crapped.”

“Okay, let’s see if she’s done,” Allyson said in an amused tone before she proceeded to show Ellen how to change Sonya’s pamper.

Allyson playfully talked to Sonya as she changed her pamper as well as instructed Ellen on how to do it. Normally Allyson would’ve had Sonya’s pamper changed in a third of the time that it took her.

Once Sonya’s pamper was changed, Ellen continued to play with Sonya with the stuff bunny.

Allyson wrapped the pamper enough where it wouldn’t smell, tossed it away in the kitchen’s trashcan, and went to wash her hands. Once Allyson’s hands were washed, she went to prepare dinner for herself and Ellen.

Tanya had received a ‘Pack ‘n Play Playard with bassinet and a Winnie-the-Pooh musical mobile’ during her baby shower, and after a short time of playing with Sonya, Ellen had remembered that.

“Ooh, I know what you would like,” Ellen said before standing. “Allyson!” Ellen had startled Sonya and she began to cry. As Ellen went to pick up Sonya, she told her in a soothing tone, “Oh, I’m sorry, baby girl.”

Allyson stepped out of the kitchen and saw Ellen consoling Sonya as Sonya continued to cry.

As Allyson stepped closer, she asked, “What happened?”

“I startled her when I called for you,” Ellen replied as she continued to console Sonya by holding her close and rubbing her back. “And I called for you because I was going to get out the playpen from underneath Mike and Tanya’s bed and set it up. The playpen has a bassinet and a musical… gadget that has Winnie-the-Pooh characters that go round and round.”

“Okay, well, if you give me Sonya…” Allyson was only able to get out.

“I’m going to calm her first,” Ellen interjected in a stubborn tone. “I don’t want Sonya to associate me with the person who scares her and then walks off for someone else to console her.”

Allyson amusingly grinned before saying, “Okay. I haven’t gotten far with dinner, so I’ll go get the playpen and set it up.”

Ellen nodded in agreement as she continued to console Sonya. Allyson held her grin as she turned and walked away.

Allyson wasn’t gone long from the room when Sonya’s crying turned into sniffles. By the time that Allyson had returned with the playpen, Sonya was in a better mood.

“Do you want me to set it up?” Ellen asked as she held Sonya in her arms.

“You have Sonya, so I’ll do it,” Allyson told Ellen.

“Okay,” Ellen agreed before putting Sonya back down on the pallet. Ellen lay down beside her and began playing with her with the stuff bunny again.

The playpen was fairly easy to set up, and within a short time, Ellen placed Sonya in it.

Allyson started the music mobile, which immediately caught Sonya’s attention. Sonya’s eyes followed the characters on the music mobile for only a short time before making her high-pitch monotone sound.

“Uh-oh, I don’t think she cares for the musical gadget,” Ellen supplied.

“That or it’s clashing too badly with her mom’s song,” Allyson suggested as she moved towards the CD player. “The two songs aren’t mixing well.”

Allyson turned off the CD player and before another word could be said, Sonya began to cry.

“Ooh, you really have her upset now,” Ellen informed.

Allyson turned the CD player back on before telling Ellen, “Turn off the music mobile.”

Once Tanya’s CD began playing again and the music mobile was turned off, Sonya’s crying again changed into a sniffle.

“Okay, well, we now know what she wants to listen to,” Ellen said.

“Yes,” Allyson agreed with a grin before stepping up to Sonya and gently taking hold of one of her hands to console her. Once Sonya appeared to be in a better mood again, Allyson told Ellen, “Alright, I’m going to get back to fixing dinner.”

Ellen nodded, but before Allyson could walk away Ellen told her, “Sonya seems to be content staring at Winnie-the-pooh characters and listening to her mom’s songs. So I’m going to get that Legacy volume that I’m in the middle of. I’ll be back in the room in a moment.”

“Okay,” Allyson told her before she and Ellen went their  respective ways.

Ellen was only gone from the room for a short time. When she returned, she checked on Sonya before taking a seat on the couch and opening up the volume to where she had left off.

It took Allyson less than an hour to fix dinner, but before Allyson and Ellen sat down at the kitchen table to eat, Sonya— while lying in the playpen—was moved next to the kitchen table. The stereo was turned up in order for Sonya to hear the music.

Within a short time after Ellen and Allyson began eating, Sonya fell asleep in the playpen, and once Ellen and Allyson were done eating, Allyson moved Sonya to her crib without waking her.

Ellen followed Allyson to the bedroom and got out the baby monitors. Once the monitors were set up, Ellen went to do her homework.

Allyson went to wash dishes, but before she could finish, Harris had called. Allyson had wanted to surprise Harris about Sonya being released from the hospital so Allyson kept that fact to herself during their ten-minute conversation. Once the conversation was over, Allyson went back to washing the dishes.

Four hours later, Sonya woke up crying. Allyson immediately changed her pamper again, fed her and sung her back to sleep with a lullaby. Once Sonya was sleeping again, Ellen and Allyson went to their respective beds.



Chapter Twelve 

Thursday morning in London, England, Harris caught the first flight back to the States, and by late afternoon, Kansas City time, Harris’s final plane was touching down in Kansas City.

Sonya was in a stroller in front of Ellen as Ellen and Allyson waited at the gate for Harris to walk into the terminal.

A battery-operated CD player was placed in the back pocket of the stroller and the speakers were taped to the stroller near Sonya’s ears. Most songs would keep Sonya quiet, but the current music CD that was playing—barely loud enough for even Sonya to hear—was one of Tanya’s CDs.

When Harris walked into the terminal, he gave the baby stroller a double-take before shooting Allyson a smile.

With a delightful grin on his face Harris stepped up to them and asked, “So when was Sonya released?”

“Yesterday,” Allyson replied with a pleasant grin. Harris saw a slightly disturbed expression on Ellen’s face. “I didn’t want to tell you over the phone.”

“Are you okay, Ellen?” Harris quickly asked. “You look bothered over something.”

“I’m fine,” Ellen said with a polite grin. “It’s just that... I think, ‘so how was the funeral?’ is a lame question. I’m mean, how does the person who would ask that think how a funeral had gone? Funerals are sad no matter what. However, I’m curious to hear about Tanya’s funeral. So I’m trying to think of a better way to bring it up without my question sounding lame.”

Harris amusingly grinned before saying, “It went as expected.” Ellen grinned. “All of my relatives and most of Tanya’s friends had showed up.”

“That’s good,” Ellen said.

“Yes,” Harris agreed before giving Allyson a ‘hello’ kiss.

The noise level inside the terminal became momentarily quiet enough for Harris to barely hear the CD player that was attached to the stroller, and after the kiss, Harris glanced curiously towards the stroller.

As Harris gestured towards her, he questioned, “You have Sonya listening to a CD player?”

“If she doesn’t have it, she makes an annoying high-pitch sound,” Ellen was the first to say. “By having her listening to music, it keeps her from making that sound.”

“When did she start that?” Harris asked.

“Yesterday, just after hearing her first song on the SUV’s radio,” Allyson told him. “When a second song didn’t come on the radio right away, she made a high pitch sound until another song came on.”

“And now we have to have a radio or a CD player going constantly or she will make that sound,” Ellen added.

Harris slightly chuckled before bending down to Sonya’s level. As Harris rubbed Sonya’s stomach, he told her, “And I thought your mom was a fanatic about listening to her music. It sounds as though you have her beat.” Sonya giggled as if she was being tickled. Harris then heard the voice of the singer better. “The woman singing sounds like Tanya.”

“It is,” Allyson confirmed.

“Tanya had made three CDs of herself, and I thought Sonya would like to hear them,” Ellen added.

Harris stood upright before saying, “I will have to listen to those songs myself. Anyway, Ellen, did you let your dad know that Sonya was out of the hospital?” Ellen slightly sucked on her lips while shaking her head. “He would want to know.”

Ellen shrugged before saying, “I lived sixteen years of my life, not worrying about informing him of anything. You can’t expect me to remember to include him on things just after a week of armistice.”

“Point taken,” Harris said with an amused grin. “But you should call him though when we get back to the house.”

“Fine,” Ellen said in an indifferent tone.

“Okay, well, we should get going,” Allyson suggested.

“Once I grab my luggage from the carousel, we can be on our way,” Harris told them.

“I guess we’ll let you do that,” Ellen playfully said.

Harris grinned before gesturing for Ellen to go first with Sonya.

Harris and Allyson walked slightly behind Ellen as Ellen pushed Sonya’s stroller to the luggage carousel.

Once Harris grabbed his single suitcase, they went straight to the SUV. Sonya began to fuss soon after getting there that music or live singing couldn’t solve.

Sonya’s pamper didn’t need changing either, and after Sonya was fastened in her car seat, Ellen sat next to her, grabbed the bottled formula that was prepared before leaving the house and held it so Sonya could drink. Once Sonya realized that the bottle was there, she stopped crying as she drank eagerly.

Allyson was the one to take the driver’s seat and once everyone was in, Allyson drove away.

Friday morning, after Harris had dropped Ellen off at school for her final school day in Kansas City, Harris went to a U-Haul facility and rented a small trailer for the items that were being kept.

Mitchell and Brandon were to help move Ellen out and to help sell off the items that weren’t being taken to Georgia, and as Harris was getting back to the house with the trailer hitched to the SUV, he saw that Mitchell’s pick-up was already parked at the house.

When Harris entered the house, Brandon was holding and cooing at Sonya with Allyson and Mitchell standing a few feet away. The stereo was playing a CD in the background at a comfortable volume.

“Good morning, gents,” Harris told them.

“Good morning,” Mitchell and Brandon echoed.

“So the things you’re taking are everything in Ellen’s bedroom, Ellen’s bike, all of Sonya’s stuff, the two laptop computers, the printer and everything on the entertainment center?” Mitchell questioned.

“That’s all; we have no use for the remaining items,” Harris replied. “And Jack Hart from the Hart Realty Agency will be here around three to get the house keys from us.”

“So everything has to be out before three?” Brandon asked. 

“Well, I’m sure if everything isn’t out by three today that Jack Hart will give you two until tomorrow to move the rest of the items,” Harris assumed.

“I think we can have everything out before three,” Mitchell said as he glanced at his watch. “One of my drinking buddies at… at this bar that I hang out at is actually a used furniture dealer and I had invited him to come by. If he shows up, he should be here in an hour.”

“Very good,” Harris said.

As Brandon was handing Sonya back to Allyson, he said, “Well, we might as well get started with loading the items that are going to Georgia.”

“You may want to take the stereo last,” Allyson suggested.  “Otherwise you will have Sonya making her high pitch sound.” 

“We can’t have that,” Harris agreed jokingly before stepping up to Allyson and Sonya, and kissing Sonya on the forehead. “Can we, love?” Sonya’s eyes had locked on Harris before making her short monotone sound. “The music is on, Sonya, and I promise it’s not going off.”

Once Sonya again made her sound, Allyson said with a grin, “I’m not sure, but I think she wants to hear you sing, Harry.”

Harris grinned before saying, “Sorry, love, but I’m not the singer that your mom was. Besides, I have to go to work, so you’ll have to settle with the stereo.”

Sonya made another sound that Harris ignored as he gave Allyson a kiss.

As Harris was walking away, Allyson whispered, “I’ll sing to you, Sonya.”

Sonya was staring indefatigably at Harris as Harris, Mitchell and Brandon were leaving to move the items into the trailer.

When Allyson began singing along with the stereo, Sonya faced her while squirming pleasantly and excitedly in her arms. Allyson had easily held onto Sonya, and as Allyson continued to sing, an amused tone was momentarily heard in her voice.

Alvin Goodman (Mitchell’s drinking buddy) and Carroll (an eighteen-year-old teenager) had showed up with a large truck ten minutes later than what Mitchell had indicated, and after Alvin had inspected the furniture, he attempted to lowball Harris.

Harris chuckled before saying, “If you’re here to make jokes, you and your partner might as well go.”

“You’re not going to get a better deal than what I had just made you,” Alvin insisted.

Harris gestured towards the direction of the street before saying, “There are many U-Haul trailers bigger than what I had rented, and I wouldn’t have a problem with trading it in for one of them or for a large truck in order to move everything to Savannah. Now, either give me a serious offer for the furniture or leave. Either way, stop wasting my time.”

Alvin stared at Harris and determined that Harris was serious; however, while still thinking that Harris didn’t know better, he barely raised his offer.

“Mr. Goodman, you might be used to dealing with people who sell things to you at a ridiculously low price because they are in a hurry to unload the items and get on with their lives,” Harris began. “I assure you that my wanting to sell the furniture is out of convenience for me not having to haul the furniture across the country, so don’t confused the two. And I will haul the furniture across the country if the next offer out of your mouth is anything less than four times your latest offer.”

“You can’t be serious!” Alvin retorted.

“I know how much I can sell the furniture for elsewhere, so I’m very serious, Mr. Goodman,” Harris countered. “Even putting the items on EBay I can make more than what you’re offering.”

“I have never paid the price that you’re asking for, for almost-like-new used furniture,” Alvin told Harris before saying another offer, which was slightly more than doubled from his previous offer. Alvin could see another rejection forming on Harris’s lips, but before he had a chance to verbalize it, Alvin continued with, “The sum of the most you can get for the furniture minus the price of a larger U-Haul truck will equal less than my current offer.”

Harris took a deep breath, and after making a quick deliberation he answered with, “Alright. I accept your current offer.”

“Yeah, well, good thing I don’t buy things from you often,” Alvin quipped. Harris gave him a curious look. “I won’t be making much of a profit from this transaction.”

Harris grinned before saying, “Okay, well, once I get your check, you and your partner can start hauling the furniture away.”

Alvin nodded before getting out his checkbook. Once Alvin handed over the check to Harris, Alvin and Carroll went to work, moving out the furniture.

The house became completely vacant by 2:45 P.M., and within seconds after the last item was loaded onto Alvin’s truck, Scott—Billie’s nineteen-year-old brother—was driving up to the house. Billie was in the front passenger seat and Ellen was in the backseat behind Scott.

As Scott was parking his car, Ellen and Billie saw that Harris, Allyson, Mitchell, Brandon, Alvin and Carroll were gathered in the front yard near a playpen that was set up in the yard.

“Why is everyone standing outside?” Billie asked as the six in the yard turned towards the car.

Ellen stared at the six in the yard while shrugging and saying, “Beats me. My dad and his twin brother are a part of the crowd though.”

“I’m guessing that your dad and uncle are the two who look alike… somewhat,” Billie began. “Who’s who though?”

Ellen pointed out her dad and uncle by describing the clothes that they each wore.

When Scott’s car came to a complete halt, Ellen and Billie opened their car doors. Scott shut off the engine before opening his door.

Billie had closed her car door, and because of the distance between her and the six in the yard, she uttered somewhat loudly, “Hi, Harris! Hi, Allyson!”

“Hi,” the six said at a normal volume along with a wave.  Billie didn’t hear their greetings, but she saw their lips move and their waves.

As Billie was approaching the larger group, Ellen caught up with her.

“Why is everyone outside?” Ellen asked the larger group.

“The house is now vacant,” Allyson said as Ellen and Billie were walking up to them. “And Jane’s at one of her jobs; otherwise I would’ve had her watch Sonya.”

Scott was catching up as Ellen continued to the playpen. Ellen chuckled when she saw Sonya snoozing comfortably while wearing warm footy-pajamas. “You guys did all the work and Sonya looks like the one who’s exhausted.”

“Believe me, in a couple of hours from now, I’ll be imitating Sonya,” Carroll supplied as Billie and Scott were joining Ellen next to the playpen.

Ellen looked at Carroll before asking, “You’re out of shape after four months?”

Carroll shot Ellen a curious look before asking, “What do you mean?”

“You were on the high school’s football team last year…” Ellen was only able to get out.

“You know who I am?” Carroll asked.

“I don’t know your name, but I’ve seen you around… with the rest of the football players,” Ellen explained. Carroll gave Ellen a curious look. “I was a freshman last year while you were a senior.”

“You had never come to the games though, have you?” Carroll accused.

“I’d gone to a few games, but your coach had you warming the bench,” Ellen said.

Scott chuckled before saying, “A benchwarmer was Carroll’s position.”

“Screw you, Colton,” Carroll hissed.

“Have you ever played?” Scott quickly asked as if to make a point.

“I’d played… a couple of plays,” Carroll humbly said.

“That’s right,” Scott agreed. “I wasn’t there to witness it, but I did hear of you playing in one of the games. The coach pulled you after making a safety.”

“I didn’t see your ass on the field, Colton,” Carroll retorted.

“My sport was basketball and the coach did play me,” Scott informed.

“Fellas!” Allyson interjected. “You two obviously have issues with each other, but this isn’t the place to air them out.”

“And definitely no fisticuffs near the baby,” Ellen strongly added.

“There won’t be any fisticuffs,” Carroll assured Ellen.

When Ellen shot Scott a skeptical look, Scott added in a surrendering manner, “No fisticuffs, and I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to start anything.”

Ellen nodded before saying, “Okay.”

“Since there are two people here with the name Colton, can we use first names?” Billie requested before seeing the curious look that she was getting from Carroll. “I’m Scott’s sister, Billie.”

When Carroll nodded with a polite grin, Ellen asked, “What’s your first name, Carroll?”

Carroll shot Ellen an annoyed look before telling her, “Carroll is my first name, and there are many men with the name Carroll—like Carroll O’Conner, the actor.”

“I wasn’t dissing your first name,” Ellen retorted. “I just thought that since you were calling Scott by his last name, that Scott was too.”

“Oh… I’m sorry,” Carroll said.

“It’s fine,” Ellen assured him.

“And what is your name?” Carroll asked.

“Ellen,” she simply replied.

“And you were noticing me last year, Ellen?” Carroll pleasantly questioned.

Ellen shot him a ‘not in your dreams’ look before saying, “Uh, I had noticed a lot of people last year, so don’t read anything into it, Romeo.”

“Okay, you certainly know how to deflate a person’s ego,” Carroll quipped.

“Okay, Romeo,” Alvin began. “We need to get back to the shop and unload the truck.”

“Right,” Carroll agreed. “Bye, everyone.”

“Bye,” everyone echoed.

“Oh and I’ll see you Monday, Brandon,” Alvin added.

Ellen shot Brandon a curious look as Brandon told Alvin, “I’ll see you then.”

As Alvin and Carroll were walking towards their truck, Ellen asked Brandon, “What’s happening Monday?”

“I start driving a truck for him,” Brandon replied while gesturing towards Alvin.

“You live in Hannibal, Missouri,” Ellen pointed out.

“Not anymore…” Brandon was only able to get out.

“What about your family?!” Ellen quickly demanded to know as Alvin and Carroll were climbing into their truck. “You’re abandoning them… or did your wife tell you to stay gone?”

“Neither,” Brandon quickly replied. “Margo and my sons are moving here… in fact, your dad and I will be driving down to Hannibal tonight, and all of us will be coming back Sunday. And you sure have a cynical outlook for me and your dad.”

Ellen smirked before saying, “I’m sorry. I didn’t expect you to quit your job and uproot your family like that.”

“Yes, well, when I called home last Sunday evening to tell Margo that I was on my way home, she informed me that my boss had fired me for taking off work as I did,” Brandon began as Alvin and Carroll were driving away in their truck. “She then suggested for her and the kids to join me here rather than for me to go back home.”

“So it was Margo’s idea to move here,” Ellen verbally took note of.

“It was,” Brandon said. “Too bad you’re moving away.” Ellen gave Brandon a curious look. “I think that your little cousins would’ve liked having you around.”

Ellen delightfully grinned before glancing towards Billie and saying, “I have friends here, and I have plans to visit when I can.”

“You don’t need friends in Kansas City to visit,” Mitchell pointed out. “I’m here and so is your uncle. You’re even welcome to visit as long as you want. I’ll make room for you.”

Ellen cleared her throat before saying, “Dad, I appreciate the offer… I really do, but—to be perfectly honest with you— my fight or flight instinct is still active while I’m around you and… and Uncle Brandon.”

Mitchell grinned and slightly chuckled before saying, “I guess I am trying to put the cart before the horse with you, but I just want you to know that you… and even Sonya won’t be turned away. I will always find room for you and her.”

Ellen pleasantly grinned before saying, “Thanks.”

“Harris, how much longer do you have before you, Ellen, Allyson and Sonya leave?” Billie asked.

Harris glanced at his watch while saying, “Jack Hart will be here around three for the door keys, and as soon as he gets here, we’ll be on our way.”

“I would like to say ‘bye’ to Jane before we leave,” Ellen informed him.

“She’s working,” Allyson said.

“Yes; at… at ‘Mickey’s Last-Call’ saloon,” Ellen said. “I know where it’s at too.”

“You want me to take you—a minor—to a public house?” Harris asked. When a confused expression came across Ellen’s face, he amended, “A pub… a tavern.”

“Michael was a karaoke DJ on the weekends and he had taken me to a few of his gigs,” Ellen pointed out. “So I’m no stranger to a… public house as you called it. Oh and I’ve been in Mickey’s also.”

“Okay,” Harris agreed in a defeated tone. “We’ll drive by Mickey’s so you can say ‘bye’ to Jane.”

“Your brother just worked on the weekends?” Scott asked.

“No,” Ellen said while shaking her head. “He delivered parcel packages Monday through Friday.”

“I told you that before,” Billie told her brother.

Harris noticed a car approaching that had an advertisement sign on the side of the car, but the car was still too far away for Harris to make out the sign.

“I forgot,” Scott admitted. “Okay?”

“Okay,” Billie shot back as Ellen saw Harris staring fanatically at something.

Ellen turned to look while asking, “Anything wrong, Harry?”

“I can’t read what’s on that car, but…” Harris got out before the car was close enough to make out the advertisement. “Oh, I can now. Jack Hart is pulling up.”

“So I guess this is goodbye for now, Ellen,” Billie said.  “I’ll miss you.”

“Ditto,” Ellen told her before giving her a hug.

When the hug between Ellen and Billie ended, Scott playfully asked, “What about a hug for your best friend’s brother?”

Ellen grinned before saying, “Sure.”

During the hug between Ellen and Scott, Scott told her, “I didn’t expect to get a hug from you; I was actually messing with you.”

“Well, you got a hug from me anyway,” Ellen said in an amused tone before breaking the hug. She then saw that Jack Hart was out of his car and was a few feet from them while approaching.

“So is everything in order?” Jack asked as he was stepping up.

“It is,” Harris replied. “You and I can do a one last walk through if you’d like… in fact, I kind of prefer it.”

Jack slightly hesitated before agreeing, “Alright.”

“I’ll stay out here with Sonya,” Allyson said.

“That’s fine,” Harris assured her. “This shouldn’t take long anyway.”

Ellen, Allyson, Mitchell, Brandon, Billie and Scott casually talked during the ten minutes that it took for Harris and Jack to walk through the house and rejoin the group. Soon after Harris and Jack stepped up, everyone said his or her final ‘goodbyes’ and went his or her way.

With Ellen giving directions, Harris drove to ‘Mickey’s Last-Call’ saloon; however, the only spot available that was big enough to park a SUV with a trailer hitched to it was one block away. Once Harris had parked the SUV, he and Ellen walked back to the tavern as Allyson and Sonya stayed at the SUV.

Inside, the tavern was one good size room. The entrance door was on the north wall near the northeast corner and it opened across from the short section of the ‘L’ shaped counter. On top of the short section of the counter, near the east wall, was a counter-top touch-screen video game. In the northwest corner was a dartboard that faced the east wall.

Two rows of two tables were arranged orderly to the left of the dartboard and were set up near the beginning of the long section of the ‘L’ shaped counter. The walk area between the barstools at the counter and the chairs at the tables was four feet wide.

Beyond the four tables and six feet from the long section of the counter was a pool table. Past the pool table were two more rows of four tables. Six feet from the last two tables was a stage that was big enough to hold a small music band.

When Ellen and Harris stepped in, they stopped just inside the entrance and gazed over the room.

No one was at the touch-screen video game. Six customers were sitting at the counter, randomly spaced. Two couples were taking turns at the dartboard while using one of the tables near the dartboard to hold their drinks. Two men were taking turns at the pool table. A group of four was sitting at one of the eight tables and a group of three was at another table.

Jane—the only waitress working at the time—was setting drinks down on the table with the group of three, and after Ellen and Harris saw her, they walked her way.

Ellen and Harris didn’t see the young chimpanzee that was sitting on the very next stool to the third customer at the counter until the chimpanzee leaped down into the aisle with apple slices in her hand.

Ellen and Harris came to a halt just as the chimpanzee looked at Ellen and stared grippingly into her eyes. The stare only lasted for a second before the chimpanzee wobbled towards Ellen while letting out sounds that she would make when happily intrigued.

“Wilma!” the owner uttered in a voice of authority, which grabbed everyone’s attention. Wilma ignored her owner as she moved towards Ellen. “Wilma! Come here!”

Wilma, while acting as if her owner wasn’t yelling, stepped up to Ellen and offered her an apple slice.

Ellen took the offer before responding as if she was speaking to a child, “For me? Thank you… I’m not hungry right now though.”

Wilma’s owner stepped up behind Wilma before telling Ellen and Harris, “I’m not sure what came over Wilma. She has never acted like this before.”

“It’s fine,” Ellen said while slightly acting as if she didn’t know quite how to react. “Your chimp… Wilma’s cute. I’m not sure how sanitary it is though to eat after her.”

“I honestly don’t know either,” Wilma’s owner said as Jane moved closer while carrying an empty drink tray. “So perhaps I should take that.”

“I don’t know how chimpanzees would react when their feelings get hurt and giving back Wilma’s gift might do that,” Ellen said. “So I’ll just get rid of it later.”

The owner grinned before saying, “Okay. I’m Ralph by the way.”

“Hi; I’m Ellen,” she said while noticing that Jane was walking towards them.

“And I’m Harris,” he said while offering his hand to shake hands.

Ralph shook Harris’s hand while saying, “Normally Wilma only shares her fruit with Fred.”

“Fred and Wilma,” Ellen quipped in an amused tone.

“Yes,” Ralph agreed with an amused grin. “I own Wilma’s mate as well, and yes, I named them after the ‘Flintstones’. I don’t take Fred out because he’s a little more… uncivilized.”

Ellen gave Ralph the thumbs-up sign and before she could respond with more than that, Jane amusingly said, “I guess we can add chimpanzees to the list of animals that you attract.”

“Apparently,” Ellen amusingly agreed.

“You attract animals?” Ralph questioned in a confused tone.

Ellen grinned before saying, “You can consider me the animals’ pied piper who doesn’t need a musical pipe.”

“So that’s why Wilma went to you the way she did,” Ralph said in an understanding tone.

“That’s why,” Ellen agreed before gesturing towards Jane. “Anyway, as of a few minutes ago, I used to be Jane’s next door neighbor. I’m moving to Savannah, Georgia, and I didn’t want to leave without saying ‘bye’ to her.”

“I’m glad,” Jane said as she went to put her empty drink tray down on the counter. “And I want a hug from you.”

“Of course,” Ellen said before she and Jane gave each other a hug. Wilma made smooching sounds during the hug. After Ellen broke the hug, she turned towards Wilma. “Did Wilma think that Jane and I were going to kiss?”

“That’s actually what she does when she wants a kiss,” Ralph informed as Wilma continued to make smooching sounds.

“And how sanitary is that?” Ellen asked.

Ralph shrugged before saying, “I’ve seen people do it.”

Ellen politely grinned before bending over to Wilma’s height, and then fought the urge to pull back when Wilma kissed her.

The kiss was only a peck and when it ended, Ellen stood upright again while holding her polite grin in a slightly squeamish manner. She then saw the amused grin on Harris’s face.

“What?” Ellen asked.

Harris shook his head with a grin before saying, “Your reaction just reminds me of that movie, ‘Escape from the Planet of the Apes’ that’s all.”

Ellen thought for a second before saying, “I haven’t seen it.”

“We’ll have to fix that,” Harris told her.

Ellen gave him a smirk before saying sarcastically, “And I look forward to that.”

“The ‘Planet of the Apes’ series are good movies,” Ralph told Ellen. “Of course you might need to be a science fiction fan to appreciate them.”

“I like some science fiction,” Ellen admitted.

“Then you might enjoy them,” Ralph said.

“It was good knowing you, Jane, but Ellen and I need to get going,” Harris urged. “Being that Ellen is sixteen, she probably shouldn’t be in here anyway.”

“Ellen is allowed in before eight,” Jane said while gesturing towards a sign behind the counter. “The only things she’s allowed to get though are the food items that we sell and sodas.”

“I can play darts and pool also,” Ellen added.

“Yes, well, we didn’t come in for a game of darts or pool,” Harris informed.

“I know,” Ellen retorted. “And I’m ready to go.”

“You know my physical address, my phone number and my Email address, so I would like for us to keep in touch with each other,” Jane told Ellen.

Ellen nodded with a grin before saying, “I will.” Ellen then turned towards the chimpanzee. “It was good meeting you, Wilma. And you too, Ralph.”

“Nice meeting you,” Ralph echoed.

“Bye,” Harris told Jane and Ralph before he and Ellen turned and walked towards the door.

After Ellen and Harris joined Allyson and Sonya in the SUV, Harris drove away; however, before they got on the highway towards Saint Louis, Harris stopped at a fast-food restaurant for their evening meal.

Once they were on the highway, Harris drove straight to Saint Louis and then agreed with Allyson to get a hotel room there before continuing to the next city.

Ellen called Martha as soon as they entered the hotel room, and early the following morning, Ellen, Harris, Allyson and Sonya met Martha, Wendi, Wendi’s husband and Tony for breakfast.

Once the breakfast was over, Ellen, Harris, Allyson and Sonya got back on the road and continued on.

Nashville, Tennessee was the next major city that Harris came to. Allyson had never been to Nashville, but had always wanted to go there. Ellen had wanted to see the sights as well, so soon after they entered the Nashville’s city limits, Harris pulled into a hotel’s parking lot. Once they rented a room for the night they went sightseeing.

Sonya woke up crying at 5:30 A.M., Sunday, which woke up Ellen, Harris and Allyson. Allyson changed her pamper and then Ellen gave her her formula. Once Sonya was fed and everyone was dressed, the SUV was repacked with his or her items. They then checked out at 6:15 A.M.

Before leaving Nashville, they went to a pancake house for breakfast.

By 7:30 A.M., they were back on the highway.

Harris drove from Nashville to Atlanta, Georgia, and once they entered Atlanta, he stopped for gas and lunch. Allyson took over driving after they ate and she drove from Atlanta, Georgia to Savannah, Georgia. However, Allyson couldn’t maneuver the SUV with a trailer hitched to it very well, so after entering the city limits, Harris took over driving at the first gas station that they came to.

A small branch public library was two blocks from Harris and Allyson’s house, and when Harris was approaching the library Allyson pointed out that fact to Ellen.

After Harris parked the SUV in front of his house, he, Ellen and Luke Marshall (Harris’s next door neighbor) unloaded the trailer as Allyson and Phoebe (Luke’s wife) talked in the kitchen while caring for Sonya.

Harris and Allyson’s house had a master bedroom with a half-bath, two other smaller rooms across the hall from the master bedroom (one of the smaller rooms was set up as a spare bedroom with a full size bed while the other was set up as a study), a full bathroom, a living room, a kitchen, a dining room, a basement with another half-bath, and a two-car garage. The basement was set up as a second living room and a laundry room with a washer and dryer.

The upstairs living room had an average size couch, a matching love seat, a matching armchair, a matching ottoman, a nice size TV and a stereo system.

The downstairs living room had a couch, a matching armchair and an average size TV.

Ellen’s bed that she had brought with her from Kansas City was a twin bed, and she jumped on Allyson’s offer to take the full size bed.

Within an hour, the spare bedroom was turned into Ellen’s bedroom. The study was turned into Sonya’s bedroom with Ellen’s former twin bed set up next to Sonya’s crib, and the study items were set up in the basement.

Once everything was set up, and the trailer and the SUV were emptied, Harris and Luke went to the nearest U-Haul facility and turned in the trailer. Once the trailer was turned in, Harris drove to the airport, turned in the rented SUV and reclaimed his SUV from the long-term parking lot.

As Harris and Luke returned with the SUV, Harris parked in the two-car garage next to his and Allyson’s second vehicle—a four-door car that was barely more than a year old.



Chapter Thirteen 

Monday morning after breakfast, Allyson buckled Sonya into the infant car seat in the SUV and then took the driver’s seat. Ellen took the front passenger seat of the SUV. Harris took the driver’s seat of the car.

Once everyone was in his or her vehicle and ready to leave the garage, Allyson drove away first and then Harris.

Allyson drove to Ellen’s new high school to finalize Ellen’s registration. Ellen didn’t know what all she needed, so she wore her book bag on her back, which held her books and gym clothes that she used at her last school.

Once Ellen got her school schedule and her assigned locker information she went straight to her first class—history— which was already fifteen minutes into the class.

The classroom’s door was closed, and as Ellen reached for the doorknob, her motion became frozen in place before taking hold of the doorknob when she felt the presence of another one of Merlin’s descendants.

Inside the classroom, the students’ desks were set up as four rows of eight with three of the desks near the back empty.

The sixteen-year-old Jessica Harman—to Jessica’s perspective—sat in the fourth seat of the second row to the left from her teacher, Mr. Guildford, and when she felt Ellen’s presence, she turned towards the door before mumbling, “Why is Karla at the door?”

Jessica’s eyes had widened in surprised when Ellen cautiously stepped through the door.

Ellen stopped just inside the door and—with an unreadable expression across her face—locked eyes with Jessica.

“May I help you, young lady?” Mr. Guildford questioned while breaking Ellen’s stare.

Ellen turned towards Mr. Guildford before glancing at her schedule and saying, “I’m Ellen Anderson, and I’m a transfer student, Mr. ‘Gild-ford’.”

As the students laughed, except for Jessica, the teacher corrected, “It’s pronounced ‘Gil-ferd’ and please bring me any papers that you have for me.”

“Of course, Mr. ‘Gil-ferd’—to both,” Ellen said before walking towards him while ignoring the stares that she was getting.

Just before Ellen could step up to the front of the class, Jessica’s hand shot up.

“What is it, Jessica?” Mr. Guildford asked.

Ellen was handing Mr. Guildford the papers when Jessica put down her hand and said, “I would like for Ellen Anderson to tell us a little bit about herself.”

Ellen turned towards Jessica as Mr. Guildford said, “You don’t have to if you don’t want to, but we all would like to hear a little bit about you.”

“Okay,” Ellen began before breaking her stare on Jessica and glancing around the room. “I’m sixteen. I’m from Kansas City, Missouri. I was living with my older brother and his wife, but thirteen days ago, my brother and his wife were both killed in an auto accident. My mother had passed away last June from a brain tumor and so I’m now living with my sister-in-law’s brother and his wife…”

“What about your father?” Jessica interrupted with.

“Estranged,” Ellen got out before amending. “We have met though… more so since my brother’s funeral. And I had preferred living with my sister-in-law’s brother than my father… and that’s pretty much how I ended up here in Savannah, Georgia. And that’s all I have.”

Jessica’s expression had clearly showed that she wanted to know more. Mr. Guildford saw the expression as well, as he asked, “Does anyone have a question for Ellen?” When no one spoke, Mr. Guildford turned towards Jessica. “Jessica, you look as though you have something on your mind.”

Jessica deliberated for a moment before shaking her head and saying, “History is the only thing on my mind.”

“I’m sure it is,” Mr. Guildford said sarcastically before turning towards Ellen. “Ellen, please take a seat at one of the empty seats.”

“Yes, Mr. Guildford,” Ellen told him before she walked towards the empty seats.

Once Ellen had sat down, Calvin—the student closest to her—introduced himself to her and then offered to share his book. Ellen didn’t have the correct book in her book bag for the class and agreed before moving her desk so she could see Calvin’s book.

In the school’s parking lot, once Sonya was in the infant car seat and Allyson in the driver’s seat, Allyson drove to the daycare center to work and care for Sonya there.

Once Mr. Guildford dismissed his class, Jessica hurried in order to leave the class behind Ellen; however, before she could step away from her desk, Mr. Guildford called, “I would like to see you, Jessica… before you leave.”

Jessica slightly huffed before saying, “Yes, Mr. Guildford.” She then stepped up to his desk. “Yes, Mr. Guildford?”

Mr. Guildford handed an assignment paper back to Jessica that had a ‘C-’ on it before saying, “You were in my class last year, Jessica, and I had seen the kind of work that you’re capable of. Getting C’s, D’s, or even F’s isn’t you.”

Jessica glanced at what paper it was before saying, “I was working on another project at the time that I was doing this assignment. I guess I put too much time in my other project than what I should’ve. I’ll do better next time, Mr. Guildford.”

Mr. Guildford nodded before saying, “As you know, I’ll drop the lowest grade. Let this one be the one that I drop.”

“Yes,” Jessica agreed. “May I go now?”

“Go,” Mr. Guildford told her.

Jessica nodded before leaving. As soon as she stepped into the hall, she looked around. When she couldn’t see who she was looking for, she let out a sigh. After a moment of looking around she went to her next class—gym.

Ellen’s next class was the same gym class as Jessica’s, and as Ellen was slowly finding her way to the gym, Jessica had caught up with her.

Ellen was twenty feet from the gym door when she felt Jessica’s presence.

Jessica saw that Ellen had made a gesture as if she was going to look behind her, but when Ellen stopped herself, Jessica called, “Ellen Anderson!”

Ellen stopped walking and took a deep breath before facing Jessica and questioning, “Your name is Jessica, right?”

She nodded, and as she stepped up, she said, “It’s Jessica Harman.”

“Okay,” Ellen said in an indifferent tone. “So what’s up?”

“I think you know what’s up,” Jessica accused.

“For argument sake, let’s assume that I don’t,” Ellen prompted.

Jessica shot her a slightly annoyed look before saying, “You can feel when I’m near and so can I with you. As I do, you carry the mark of Merlin.”

“The mark of Merlin?” Ellen questioned while trying to sound oblivious to what Jessica was saying. “What’s that?”

“Don’t play dumb with me,” Jessica ordered.

“I don’t carry this mark of Merlin,” Ellen insisted. “In fact, the only marks that I carry are scars from my tomboy days. Would you like to see them?”

“Show me your chest,” Jessica ordered as she glanced towards where the mark would be.

“I like boys,” Ellen quipped. “I’m flattered though.”

“What?! No!” Jessica uttered before gesturing towards the left side of Ellen’s upper chest. “The mark of Merlin would be right there, and I believe you know that.”

Ellen sighed before pulling her shirt to the side while exposing the left side of her upper chest. After giving Jessica enough time to look, she asked in an annoyed tone, “Would you like to see the right side now?”

Jessica was thrown by not seeing the birthmark, and after her astonishment had worn off, she said, “I was certain that you had the mark.”

“Yeah, well, I don’t have this mark that you’re speaking of,” Ellen slightly hissed.

“I’m sorry,” Jessica said before deciding to show Ellen her birthmark, which was the mark of the Raven Coven with a waning gibbous moon. “You had never seen this mark before?” 

Ellen took a breath before confessing, “I had seen a moon-stars birthmark similar to that… in a picture of my dad’s dad. The moon-shaped birthmark had looked more like a crescent moon though. Hey, perhaps we’re cousins.”

“I doubt it,” Jessica got out before a thought occurred to her. “Is your dad a twin?”

“He is,” Ellen confirmed.

“I know what happened to your mark,” Jessica said. “The mark of Merlin fades when twins are born, and your grandfather was the one in your family to carry the mark last.”

“Okay,” Ellen said in a tone as if to say, ‘if you say so.’ “So why is the moon-stars birthmark called the mark of Merlin? And why were you concern about me having it?”

Jessica skeptically stared at Ellen for a moment before looking at her watch and saying, “My next class is gym and it’s beginning to start.”

“It appears that we have two classes in a row together,” Ellen supplied.

“Yes, well, before we go in there you should know that my twin sister Karla is also in our gym class,” Jessica supplied. “And I’m telling you this because you will also feel Karla’s presence as you do mine.”

“Thanks for the heads-up,” Ellen said while trying to sound sincere.

“Just for the record, Ellen, I’m not convinced that you didn’t know about any of this before…”

“Why would you say that?” Ellen interrupted.

“Your actions while walking into the history class were the actions of someone who knew.”

“I had only felt this feeling among my family,” Ellen lied. “I was thrown when I felt it here at school.”

Jessica stared incredulously at Ellen before saying, “Regardless…” Jessica sighed before gesturing towards the door to the gym. “Let’s go.”

“After you,” Ellen said while gesturing for Jessica to go first.

Jessica again stared incredulously at Ellen for a moment before breaking the stare. As she moved past Ellen, she told her, “To set the record straight, I’m very selective of my friends, so don’t expect to become one.”

“Don’t even try to make friends with Jessica Harman— check,” Ellen quipped as she followed Jessica into the gym.

Jessica looked back while shooting Ellen an annoyed look as if to say, ‘Don’t test me.’

Ellen smirked while saying, “I was a tomboy. I’m not easily intimidated.” Jessica rolled her eyes and slightly shook her head before facing forward. Ellen then glanced at her schedule. “Anyway, can you point out Mrs. Warner for me?”

Jessica slightly hesitated before saying in an indifferent tone, “Follow me… and for fair warning, Mrs. Warner is also the girls’ basketball coach and she is a bit of a perfectionist.”

“Okay, again, thanks for the heads-up,” Ellen told her.

“At least with this I know for a fact that I’m giving you the heads-up,” Jessica retorted as she glanced back. Ellen just politely grinned.

Ellen followed Jessica across the basketball court to the coach’s office. Mrs. Warner was in the office while talking to a male student who had his foot wrapped in an ace bandage.

When Mrs. Warner saw Ellen and Jessica sticking their heads in at the door, she stopped talking to the student and demanded harshly, “What do you want, Ms. Harman?!”

“Jessica brought…” Ellen was only able to get out.

“Was I addressing you, young lady?” Mrs. Warner demanded to know.

Ellen shot her an ‘are you serious?’ look before saying, “No, but…”

“Then I would like the person who I was addressing to speak,” Mrs. Warner ordered. Ellen crossed her arms while staring harshly at Mrs. Warner. “Now, Ms. Harman, why are you here?”

Jessica gestured towards Ellen while saying, “This is Ellen Anderson. She had transferred to this school from Kansas City, Missouri, and she was assigned to this gym class. So I was just showing her to your office.”

Mrs. Warner turned towards Ellen while asking, “Do you have any papers for me?”

“I do,” Ellen said in an indifferent tone without attempting to move.

After a moment, Mrs. Warner questioned, “Well?”

“Ma’am?” Ellen prompted for her to say more.

“Well, may I have what you have for me?” Mrs. Warner questioned impatiently.

“Of course,” Ellen said before breaking her pose and moving towards Mrs. Warner. “I didn’t want to do it without being addressed to do so.”

Mrs. Warner stared at Ellen as if she was just insulted while questioning, “Do you really want to get off on the wrong foot with me, Ms. Anderson?”

“Of course not, Mrs. Warner,” Ellen said in a tone as if there was an open ‘but’ at the end.

Mrs. Warner stared at Ellen as if she was trying to size her up while taking Ellen’s paper. Before glancing at what she was handed, she questioned, “Do you have gym clothes?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Ellen replied politely. “They are the gym clothes I wore at my last school, and they’re in my book bag.”

“Most likely your gym clothes won’t match the gym clothes of the other students, so I suggest that you get matching clothes as soon as you can,” Mrs. Warner strongly suggested.

“Yes, Ma’am,” Ellen replied politely.

“Starting tomorrow I’ll be deducting points from your grade for not having the proper gym clothes,” Mrs. Warner added.

“Consider me informed of the rules, Mrs. Warner,” Ellen quipped.

Mrs. Warner shot Ellen an unimpressed look before ordering, “Ms. Harman, show Ms. Anderson to the locker room.”

“Yes, Mrs. Warner,” Jessica replied. “Let’s go, Ellen.”

Without saying anything else Ellen followed Jessica out of the coach’s office while leaving the male student alone again with Mrs. Warner.

Once Ellen and Jessica were out of earshot of Mrs. Warner, Ellen told Jessica, “She’s definitely not a ball of sunshine.”

“No, and her brother-in-law is the assistant principle,”  Jessica informed.

“Okay,” Ellen said in a tone as if she didn’t know what point that Jessica was trying to make.

“I’m telling you this because you seem to be a smart person and I believe you when you say that you’re not easily intimidated,” Jessica continued. “It doesn’t matter if you are in the right. If you butt heads with her, don’t expect to come out as the winner.”

“That’s good to know,” Ellen said in an understanding tone.

Karla was in her gym clothes while lying on a bench away from the other students with her eyes closed.

Ellen followed Jessica past the female students who were getting dressed and up to Karla. Without opening her eyes or sitting up, Karla asked, “How many more minutes before gym starts, Jess?”

“Not many,” Jessica replied. “Grandfather had kept you awake all night again, didn’t he?”

“Yeah, I was up and down all night,” Karla said without opening her eyes. “I bet I didn’t get two hours of sleep. At the risk of repeating myself, the day time nurse really earns her pay.”

“I can take over tonight for you if you’d like,” Jessica offered. “So you can get some sleep.”

“No-no, it’s fine; I’ll do it,” Karla quickly said without opening her eyes. “He doesn’t keep me up every single night.” 

“Okay, well… you need to open your eyes,” Jessica informed. “There’s someone with me who I think you need to… at least learn about.”

When Karla opened her eyes to look, Ellen politely waved. As Karla went to sit up, she asked, “Who are you?”

“I’m Ellen Anderson,” she replied. “I took care of my mom just before she passed away. So I got a slight taste of what it’s like to care for someone who can’t care for her or himself.”

Karla slightly grinned before asking, “What was wrong with your mom?”

“Brain tumor,” Ellen answered sullenly. “She thought that stress was what was causing her headaches and by the time she decided to see the doctor about them, her tumor had advanced too far for the doctors to do anything about.”

“I’m sorry for your loss,” Karla sympathetically said.

“Thanks,” Ellen said with a pleasant grin.

“So—since I have never seen you before—I’m assuming that you’re a new student,” Karla prompted.

“Yeah,” Ellen agreed. “I moved here from Kansas City, Missouri.”

“I’m introducing Ellen to you because you need to know something about her,” Jessica interjected.

“What?” Karla asked.

Because of the acoustics of the locker room Jessica chose her words carefully before saying, “Her dad’s dad had carried the moon-stars birthmark, but she doesn’t, and apparently— although she doesn’t carry the birthmark—all three of us can still sense each other’s presence. So for now on you need to open your eyes before you speak because you may be speaking to Ellen and not me. She also claims not to have knowledge of why the moon-stars birthmark is significant.”

“Your grandfather didn’t tell you about the birthmark?” Karla asked.

“He died before I was born,” Ellen replied simply.

“And your dad didn’t tell you about it?” Karla questioned.

Ellen shook her head before supplying, “I’m not on good terms with my dad.”

“So who are you living with if not one of your parents?”  Karla asked.

“My sister-in-law’s brother,” Ellen replied. “Before that, my brother and his wife. My brother and sister-in-law died in an auto accident thirteen days ago.”

“Again, I’m sorry for your loss,” Karla sympathetically said.

“Thanks,” Ellen again said with a pleasant grin.

“Guys,” Jessica interjected. “Gym is about to start. Ellen, you and I aren’t even dressed, and Mrs. Warner doesn’t like tardiness.”

“We’ll talk more after gym, Ellen,” Karla told her.

“Of course,” Ellen said. “So I’m guessing that all of these back lockers are free.”

“You should take this locker over here,” Jessica told Ellen before walking towards the other students.

Ellen followed Jessica to an empty locker, which was across from Jessica’s and Karla’s lockers.

A short time later, the twenty sixteen-year-old students (twelve males and eight females) were gathering on the basketball court in front of Mrs. Warner.

Ellen was talking about her previous school to a few of her fellow students when Mrs. Warner told everyone, “Okay, quiet down and listen up! As you have all noticed we have a new student. Her name is Ms. Ellen Anderson and you all can welcome her to our school after class.” Ellen saw the harsh stare that she was getting from one of the male students and apathetically stared back. “Right now though, give me some laps around the gym. I’ll tell you when to stop.”

The male student broke his harsh stare first before running along with the other students.

Ellen joined the runners at the end, and after a brief moment she decided to catch up to the male student and say, “We haven’t met so it couldn’t have been anything I said.”

“Excuse me?” the student questioned in an indifferent tone.

“You were staring at me as if I had offended you… and I don’t even know your name,” Ellen pointed out.

After a moment of not answering, he said, “I’m Everett.”

“So do I remind you of someone who had pissed you off?” Ellen prompted.

“There is no talking, Ms. Anderson!” Mrs. Warner informed.


“Yes, Mrs. Warner,” Ellen acknowledged before complying. 

During the passing minutes, Ellen had followed along with the other students, and once there were fifteen minutes left of the class, the students broke into four teams. Two of the teams played basketball on one end of the court while the other two teams played on the opposite end. Ellen and Everett were on opposite ends.

Once Mrs. Warner dismissed the class, she continued with, “Ms. Anderson. Come with me to my office so I can give you my syllabus.” Ellen gave her a confused look. “This syllabus will inform you of my rules and describe as to what gym clothes you should be wearing.”

Ellen just nodded with a polite grin before following Mrs. Warner to her office. Once Ellen got what Mrs. Warner had wanted her to have, she went to the locker room to change back into her regular clothes. Jessica and Karla were on their way out of the locker room as Ellen entered.

Before Ellen walked past the two, she asked, “What are your two’s next class?”

Karla was the only one to answer with, “My next class is Geometry. What about you?”

“Spanish,” Ellen said before turning towards Jessica. “What about you, Jessica?”

Jessica rolled her eyes before saying, “I have science.”

“Do you have first lunch or second lunch?” Karla asked Ellen.

“Second actually,” Ellen replied. She then slightly shook her head. “I can’t remember what class it follows.”

“I have second lunch too,” Karla supplied. “You’re welcome to sit with me and my friends.”

“Okay, thanks,” Ellen said before turning towards Jessica.

When Jessica saw Ellen looking patiently at her, she said, “I have first lunch.”

Ellen nodded with a polite grin as Karla said, “Well, I should get to Geometry. I’ll see you at lunch.”

“Okay; bye for now,” Ellen said.

“Bye,” Jessica and Karla echoed before the three went their respective ways.

Once Jessica and Karla were out of Ellen’s earshot, Jessica warned, “Ellen’s friendliness seems genuine, but be careful around her. She might not be what she seems.”

“If she doesn’t carry the birthmark then how much of a threat can she be?” Karla questioned.

“I don’t know, and I really don’t want to find out,” Jessica began. “So until we learn more about her just be careful. Okay?”

“Fine,” Karla agreed.

Ellen changed back into her regular clothes and then made her way to her Spanish class.

At the beginning of the second lunch period, Ellen stepped into the long food-line directly behind Everett and two of his sixteen-year-old friends. Everett and his friends were laughing and joking around, but when Everett saw who had joined the line behind him, all cheerfulness had drained quickly from his face.

Once Everett quickly faced forward, Ellen asked, “Do I remind you of someone who had pissed you off?”

“No,” Everett said without looking.

“Then why the attitude towards me?” Ellen asked while drawing the attention of Everett’s two friends.

When Everett didn’t answer, one of his friends asked, “Would you be Ellen Anderson?”

Ellen shot him a curious look before cautiously saying, “Yes.”

“I thought so. I’m Andy and he’s Ted.”

“Hi,” Ted said.

“Hi,” Ellen echoed. “So, Andy. How is it that you heard of me?”

“Everett hasn’t stopped talking…” Andy was only able to get out.

“Andy!” Everett hissed.

“At least I made an impression,” Ellen quipped. “I just wish I knew in which way it was.”

“And wishes coming true come easy for you, don’t they?” Everett snapped.

“What the hell does that mean?” Ellen asked in a puzzled tone.

“Nothing,” Everett grumbled. “I’m just talking too much.”

“He claims that he can see…” Andy was again only able to get out.

“Andy!” Everett uttered. “What the hell?!”

“Dude, I humored you over Jessica and Karla Harman,” Andy retorted. “But your delusions are now spreading.”

“I’m not delusional,” Everett insisted.

“Well you’re not acting sane,” Ted told him. “And you need to get a grip before you end up like your grandma.”

Ted had barely gotten the words from his mouth before Everett had hit him across the jaw, hard enough to knock him down.

Andy shoved Everett back off of Ted while uttering, “Dude, what the hell?!”

“You just go to hell!” Everett hissed as Ted was getting back on his feet. The incident drew the attention of everyone in the lunchroom. “All of you!”

“Hey, you four!” a lunchroom worker uttered. “Break it up!”

“I’ll do better than that! I’m leaving!” Everett hissed towards the worker before walking away in a haste.

As Everett was leaving, Ellen demanded to know, “Before I was just mildly curious, but now; what in hell does he see when he looks at me?”

“He claims that he can see every person’s aura,” Andy began as he, Ellen and Ted continued through the food-line. “An extremely light gray aura is a good hearted person. An extremely dark gray aura is an evil person, and according to Everett the color of everyone’s aura falls somewhere in the grayscale between light gray and dark gray…”

“Actually he claims that people will ride the rail between light gray and dark gray,” Ted corrected.

When Ellen shot Ted a curious look, Andy said, “Let’s not confuse her by adding changing morality with life growth.”

“I think I understand,” Ellen said. “So does Everett see my aura as dark gray?”

Andy chuckled before saying, “No. It seems that your aura falls out of the normal category and into the witch’s category.” 

Ellen shot Andy a disturbed look while demanding, “Excuse me?!”

“It’s ridiculous I know,” Andy said while not giving the look that he was getting any attention. “But according to Everett, you, Jessica Harman and Karla Harman are witches.”

Ellen pondered that thought for only a second before asking, “What exactly does Everett see when he looks at me?”

“A light pink aura,” Andy replied. “And according to Everett, Jessica’s and Karla’s auras are a lavender color.”

“So—going along with Everett’s color coding and not claiming to be a witch—do all witches supposed to have pink and lavender auras?” Ellen asked.

Andy grinned before saying, “Everett’s grandma knew Jessica and Karla’s mom and their mom’s dad. Everett’s grandma claimed that their grandpa had a very dark purple aura, and their mother’s aura was a medium purple.”

“Okay,” Ellen said while pondering her thoughts. “So what happened to Everett’s grandma?”

“It depends on who you ask,” Ted said.

“Okay,” Ellen said in a confused tone. “What does that mean?”

“The police declared Everett’s grandma’s death as a suicide,” Andy began. “However, Everett claims that she was murdered by someone from Jessica and Karla’s family.”

“And witchcraft was the murder weapon,” Ted added.

“And since he sees me as a witch, I can understand his revulsion of me,” Ellen said.

“At least you know it’s nothing personal,” Ted quipped.

When Ellen shot him a smirk, Andy said, “Everett doesn’t want anyone to know about this, so if you could, keep this to yourself.”

“Of course,” Ellen agreed. “But why are you telling me?”

“Humoring Everett’s delusions were getting old when it was just Jessica, Karla and their relatives, and now adding you to the witch list, I think he had gone beyond irrational belief to needing professional help,” Andy explained.

“Mmm,” Ellen replied. “So are Everett and his grandma the only ones in his family who can see auras? Like his mom or dad?”

“Everett’s dad can’t and his mom had died when he was born,” Andy said. Ellen bowed her head in sorrow. “Did I say something wrong?”

“My brother and his wife died thirteen days ago and this talk of deaths is just getting to me,” Ellen replied.

“I’m sorry,” Andy said.

“You’re fine,” Ellen assured him.

“So how did your brother and sister-in-law die?” Ted asked.

“In an auto accident,” Ellen said sullenly. “Anyway, how long ago did Everett’s grandma… die?”

“Eight years ago,” Andy said.

“Do you know how it happened?” Ellen asked.

“You are sure asking a lot of questions over this incident,” Ted pointed out.

Ellen grinned before saying, “Sorry. I have an inquiring mind and a bad habit of going overboard when I ask my questions. Tanya, my sister-in-law would tease me about how I would make a good reporter or a good detective.”

Andy grinned before saying, “Everett’s grandma was a prosecuting attorney or worked in the prosecuting office… I’m not sure which. She was investigating Jessica and Karla’s grandpa for witchcraft, and at some point during her investigation and in front of police officers, she casually stepped out into traffic and in front of a bus that was traveling thirty miles per hour.”

Ellen cringed while uttering, “Oh God!”

“Yeah,” Andy agreed.

“So how long have you two have known Everett?” Ellen asked.

The conversation turned casual, and after Ellen left the food-line with her food tray, she gazed over the room.

Ellen had spotted Karla and three of her friends (two boys and a girl) at a nearby table when Ted offered, “You can sit with us.”

“Earlier I was invited to sit with Karla and her friends and I was going to do it,” Ellen told him. “Thanks for the offer though.”

“Okay,” Ted said before he, Ellen and Andy went their respective ways.

When Ellen stepped up to Karla’s table and stopped, Karla said, “Everyone, this is Ellen. Ellen, meet Dawn, Gary and Derek.”

“Hi,” Ellen, Dawn, Gary and Derek said.

“Have a seat,” Gary added.

As Ellen was sitting down, Derek asked, “So what was the commotion all about in the food-line?”

“Oh, you saw that?” Ellen asked.

“Well, we saw as much as we could from over here,” Dawn said. “So what was it about?”

“It was a misunderstanding… that I accidentally caused,” Ellen lied.

“Really?” Derek questioned in an amused tone. “What was it about?”

“I actually was hoping to let the incident die gracefully,” Ellen began. “So if you don’t mind, let’s move on to a different subject.”

“Alright,” Derek agreed in an amused tone. “So what kind of music do you like?”

“I can listen to most music, except for rap and few individual songs that I find annoying rather than entertaining,” Ellen said as she saw that Karla looked more tired than when they first met. “You look utterly exhausted, Karla.”

“That’s because I am,” Karla said with a polite grin.

“Perhaps you should take Jessica up on her offer,” Ellen suggested.

“What offer?” Karla genuinely questioned.

“About caring for your grandfather,” Ellen reminded her.

“Oh,” Karla said in a tone as if the knowledge had come back to her. “I’ll be okay watching him tonight. He normally doesn’t keep me up two days in a row.”

Ellen nodded with a polite grin before asking, “So what happened to your grandfather that he needs a daytime nurse and someone to watch him at night?”

Karla took a breath before answering sullenly, “He had a severe stroke more than a year ago that prevents him from verbal communication and walking and holding things. The doctors say that his mind is a prisoner of his own body and claim that his condition is permanent… but I don’t think so. His condition has been improving for the past six months.”

“That’s good,” Ellen said with a slight grin.

“It is,” Karla agreed.

“Moving onto a more pleasant topic,” Dawn prompted. Ellen amusingly grinned as Dawn continued with, “Tell us about you… like where are you from?”

Ellen held her grin as she answered Dawn’s question.



Chapter Fourteen 

At the end of the school day, Ellen—while carrying her book bag—left the building while talking to two of her new friends, Chloe and Nathan, from her last class—Geometry.

After walking a few feet from the entrance towards the street, she saw the SUV parallel parked on the street in front of the school with Allyson patiently waiting at the driver’s seat.

Nathan was talking about a science fiction movie that he had recently seen and when he saw that Ellen’s attention was drawn elsewhere, he continued with, “And you don’t care anything about this, do you, Ellen?”

“What?” Ellen questioned while turning back towards Nathan.

“You don’t like science fiction,” Nathan accused.

“I like some science fiction,” Ellen insisted.

“Not enough to hold your interest though,” Nathan retorted.

“I’m sorry,” Ellen began. “I was listening to you up to the point when I saw my ride waiting for me. And the movie does sound interesting. I might rent it… and then we’ll have more to talk about.”

Nathan amusingly grinned before saying, “I own it actually. Perhaps we could watch it together some time.”

Ellen glanced at Chloe and saw a tolerant look on her face before saying, “As long as it’s a group thing, I’m in.”

“Oh… of course I had meant it as a group thing,” Nathan said in a tone as if to play it cool.

Ellen amusingly grinned before gesturing towards the SUV and saying, “My ride is waiting, so I’d better get going.”

“Of course,” Nathan and Chloe said. “We’ll see you tomorrow.”

“Later,” Ellen said before walking away.

“I’ll watch that movie with you,” Chloe told Nathan.

“If you’d like,” Nathan replied in an indifferent tone.

Chloe hesitated for a moment before finding the courage to say, “Nathan, I know you see me as a sister, but I’m not your sister.”

Nathan chose his words before saying, “I have known how you feel about me for the past year, but we have known each other as far back as I can remember and to date you would feel too much like incest for me… sis.”

Chloe rolled her eyes before walking away and grumbling, “I’m going home.”

“Chloe, I’m sorry that I don’t feel the way that you do,” Nathan sincerely said while catching up and walking beside her.

“Me too,” Chloe said sullenly without looking at him.

Ellen stepped up to the SUV and saw that Sonya was sleeping in the backseat before opening the front passenger’s door.

Allyson turned towards Ellen when she heard the door opening, and as Ellen was getting in, Allyson asked, “So how was your first day at school?”

Ellen had placed her book bag on the floorboard, and as she was shutting her door, she said, “Informative and slightly unsettling.”

“Unsettling?” Allyson echoed while giving Ellen her full attention. “How?”

“There’s a set of sixteen-year-old twins at this school named Jessica and Karla Harman,” Ellen began as she put on her seat belt. “They carry the birthmark of the Raven Coven with a waning gibbous moon.”

“A waning gibbous!” Allyson echoed in astonishment. “Wow! According to Harry, that’s rare for a wizard to have that much power for this day and age.”

“I thoughts so too,” Ellen agreed.

“Do they look menacing?”

Ellen shook her head while saying, “No, they… they don’t. In fact, Karla seems to be very friendly.”

“What about Jessica?” Allyson quickly asked.

“Jessica is more cautious than Karla,” Ellen said. “She doesn’t seem to be threatening though.”

“Be careful around them both,” Allyson strongly advised. “Okay?”

“Definitely,” Ellen agreed. “In fact, I played dumb when Jessica confronted me about the moon-stars birthmark being the mark of Merlin.”

“I think you did the right thing,” Allyson told her before turning her attention forward and starting the SUV.

“Yes, well, I also met a boy named Everett who can spot a witch and a sorceress from across the room,” Ellen supplied.

“What do you mean?” Allyson questioned as she backed up slightly.

As Allyson was putting the SUV into drive, Ellen said, “Everett can see people’s auras, and the color of everyone’s aura falls in the grayscale; everyone except for Merlin’s descendants. Merlin’s descendants have auras that are pink, purple and lavender in color.”

“Everett told you this?” Allyson asked as she pulled into the street.

“No, his friends told me that after Everett had left the food-line to avoid being around me.”

“People know about you?!” Allyson demanded to know.

“No, according to his friends, the only ones who might trust Everett’s ability is Everett’s family.”

“His friends don’t trust his ability?” Allyson questioned.

“His friends are tired of humoring his irrational belief, and that’s Andy’s words,” Ellen got out before thinking about what was actually said. “Well, not word for word.”

Allyson amusingly grinned before asking, “Did you learn anything else?”

“I have actually,” Ellen began. “Eight years ago, Everett’s grandmother had the ability to see people’s auras too and she was investigating Jessica and Karla’s grandfather for being a warlock. The investigation ended when Everett’s grandmother stepped in front of a moving bus and was killed.”

“Hey, I remember that incident,” Allyson quickly said.  “My aunt and I were waiting at the very next bus stop when that woman committed suicide.”

“Well, according to Everett’s friends, Everett… and maybe his family too believe that witchcraft had killed her,” Ellen supplied.

“Is that possible?” Allyson asked.

“I’m as new to this as you are,” Ellen replied.

“Right,” Allyson agreed in a slightly embarrassed tone.

“Is Harry home?” Ellen asked.

“No, he’s at work and he’ll be working late tonight and for the rest of this week in order to catch up on his work,” Allyson said.

Ellen thought for a second before saying, “I guess I could send Sadie an Email and ask her if witchcraft could compel someone to commit suicide.”

“Don’t forget to begin your Emails with the phrase In The Wizards of Buckingham,” Allyson reminded her.

Ellen grinned before saying, “I haven’t forgotten.”

Before anything else was said, Sonya woke up and began crying. When Allyson saw that Ellen was removing her seat belt, she quickly asked, “What are you doing?”

Ellen gestured towards the seat next to Sonya while saying, “I’m going to climb over the seat and give Sonya her bottle.”

“You don’t climb over the seats while a vehicle is moving,” Allyson ordered. “And I prefer that you don’t climb over them at all.”

“Fine,” Ellen said before seeing a place to pull over up ahead. She gestured towards it while saying, “Pull over up there and I’ll get in back.”

“I’ve been working with her today on taking a pacifier,” Allyson said as she was preparing to pull over. “Try that before the bottle.”

“Okay,” Ellen agreed.

As soon as Allyson parked, Ellen got out of the SUV and then climbed into the backseat next to Sonya.

“Check her and see if she needs changing,” Allyson suggested. Ellen checked Sonya’s pamper before saying, “Oh yeah, she definitely needs changing.”

“Do you want me to do it?” Allyson asked.

“I can do it; you can drive,” Ellen said as she went to take Sonya from her car seat.

“I won’t be driving while Sonya’s out of her car seat,” Allyson informed.

Ellen nodded with a grin before she went to change Sonya’s pamper.

Sonya cried during the time that it took for Ellen to change Sonya’s pamper and to put her back into the infant car seat. As Allyson drove away again, Ellen was trying to get Sonya to take her pacifier.

After Sonya spit out her pacifier for the third time, Ellen announced, “She won’t take it.”

“Okay, go ahead and try the bottle,” Allyson said.

Ellen tried the bottle and when Sonya realized that it was her formula and not the pacifier, she quit crying and drank eagerly.

“The bottle was what she wanted,” Ellen said as she held the bottle for Sonya to drink.

After a brief moment of silence Allyson asked, “Oh, how was school itself?”

“It was okay,” Ellen got out before a thought came to her.  “Oh, I need different gym clothes.”

“Alright. I need a few things from the store anyway, so we can go now.”

Allyson drove to a department store and found an open parking spot that was facing a large pet store, which was sharing the same parking lot as the department store.

As Allyson was parking the SUV, Ellen read the pet store’s sign, “Lester’s Pet Store. Pets, pet supplies, pet grooming and dog training.”

“They had just opened up recently and I heard that Lester —the owner—used to train police dogs.”

“Cool,” Ellen could only think to say.

After Ellen had placed Sonya into the stroller and turned on the CD player, she pushed the stroller towards the store entrance. Allyson walked beside Ellen.

Ellen while pushing Sonya in her stroller and Allyson while pushing the shopping cart went to the clothing department first for Ellen’s gym clothes. As they were leaving the clothing department they came face to face with Everett and his ten-year-old sister from Everett’s stepmother. Everett’s sister was carrying a Halloween costume.

Everett’s harsh gaze had locked on Sonya, and after a brief moment of awkward silence, Ellen said, “Everett, hi. Strange that we would run into you here. This is Allyson. Her husband and my brother’s wife are brother and sister… were anyway. And the bundle of joy who you’re intensely focused on—who I will protect with my life—is Sonya, my brother’s daughter.”

Everett’s harsh gaze changed into a scowl towards Ellen as Allyson said, “Hi, Everett.”

Ellen attempted to emit friendliness and held a friendly smile. Everett didn’t buy it though and ordered coldly, “Let’s go, Megan.”

“Hey, Megan was my mom’s name as well,” Ellen delightfully said.

“Let’s go!” Everett repeated more forcibly.

“Bye,” Megan cheerfully said.

“Bye,” Ellen and Allyson echoed.

“You’re so rude,” Megan accused as she and Everett were leaving.

“Just keep walking,” Everett ordered.

“So he’s Everett,” Allyson said while staring at him.

“Yep, and crap!” Ellen grumbled. “He saw Sonya’s aura. He knows about her.”

“It will be okay,” Allyson said while putting her hand on Ellen’s shoulder. “I doubt that he would be stupid enough to go after an infant.”

“I hope not,” Ellen said as she watched Everett and Megan walking away.

Allyson slightly pulled on Ellen’s arm while saying, “Let’s go. There are other items I want to get.”

“Okay,” Ellen said before pushing Sonya behind Allyson.

During the passing minutes, Ellen and Allyson had collected a few items from several departments before they came near the costume aisle.

Allyson was the one to stop first. When Ellen stopped and looked towards Allyson, Allyson told her, “You need a costume.”

Ellen slightly chuckled before saying, “I haven’t been  trick-or-treating for four years.”

“You’re a sophomore in high school,” Allyson pointed out. “You just might get invited to a costume party.”

“You would let me go to a party?” Ellen questioned.

“You might’ve proven yourself to be a stubborn young lady, but you have also shown to have good judgment when it comes to things,” Allyson said. “So all-in-all, I have no reason not to allow you to go to a costume party.”

Ellen grinned before saying, “Thanks.”

Allyson grinned before questioning, “So any thoughts as to what you want to dress as this year?”

“Don’t know,” Ellen said as she pushed Sonya down the costume aisle. “We need to get Sonya a costume too though.”

“I had planned to,” Allyson said as she followed with the shopping cart. “And if you don’t find anything that you like, I know where there’s a party store that sells a better selection of costumes.”

“Okay,” Ellen said as she went to look at the costumes.  Ellen looked at the quality of two of the costumes before turning towards Allyson. “Are they better costumes at the party store?”

Allyson amusingly grinned before saying, “They are.”

“I want to go there,” Ellen urged.

“Alright,” Allyson agreed. “That’s fine. And if we’re not getting any costumes here, we’re good to go.”

Ellen nodded before she and Allyson made their way to the checkout lines. Soon after they stepped into the checkout line behind someone being checked out, Ellen scanned the store.

“He’s most likely gone by now,” Allyson informed.

“Who?” Ellen asked innocently.

Allyson gave Ellen a look as if to say, ‘You’re not fooling anyone.’

“Okay, fine, I’m looking for Everett,” Ellen admitted. “I don’t want him anywhere near Sonya.”

Allyson grinned before saying, “I doubt that Everett is fool enough to cross a mother bear protecting her cub.”

Ellen shot Allyson a smirk before questioning, “You think I’m being overly protective?”

Allyson showed an inch with her thumb and index finger while saying, “Just a little bit.”

“Okay, true, I’m being overly protective,” Ellen admitted. “But Everett knows about us and…”

“He suspects,” Allyson quickly corrected. Ellen shot her a curious look. “He doesn’t know for sure, and if necessary, proving that he is insane over this issue will be easy if you don’t overreact to it yourself.”

Ellen thought for a second before agreeing, “You’re right.” Ellen’s eyes teared up as she continued to say, “Sonya is my brother’s daughter and I don’t think that I can handle it if something would happen to her.”

Allyson gave Ellen a consoling hug and during the hug, she said, “Sonya has my parents, my sister and me watching her while we’re at daycare. You, Harris and me after daycare and school. So I honestly don’t think that an evil sprite would get the chance to do anything to Sonya.”

In a more cheerful tone, Ellen said, “I hope you’re right… and that, that theory—the sprite theory—doesn’t get tested.”

“I was just thinking the same thing,” Allyson confessed before breaking the hug.

“Next,” the cashier called loudly.

“Right,” Allyson said before moving up with the items to be purchased.

Out in the parking lot, Megan was putting on her seat belt in the backseat as Everett was taking the front passenger seat.

Kristen, Everett’s stepmother, was seated at the driver’s seat and she waited patiently for Everett and Megan to get situated.

Kristen had moved to Savannah, Georgia from Seattle, Washington at the age of sixteen, so like with Ellen’s Midwestern accent and Harris’s English accent, Kristen’s accent had given her away that she wasn’t originally from the south when she asked Megan, “Did you get a costume that you like, Sweetie?”

“I did,” Megan agreed before seeing a large German Sheppard that was barely more than a year old running towards the store in the next aisle over. She strained to look at the dog while saying, “Mom, Sergeant is running loose.”

“I know,” Kristen said.

“Where’s RJ?” Megan asked.

Kristen gestured across the lot towards two twenty-something-year-old men who were puffing, wheezing and chugging along far behind the dog before saying, “Way over there.  Sergeant is a danger to strangers, and RJ and Todd are useless at controlling Sergeant when Sergeant slips out of his collar.”

“Should I get out and help RJ and Todd?” Everett asked.

Kristen thought for a second before saying, “I doubt that you’ll catch him, but it probably wouldn’t hurt to chase him away from the store anyway.”

Ellen while pushing Sonya in her stroller and Allyson while pushing the shopping cart of the purchased items were exiting the store as Sergeant approached.

Ellen spotted the dog as he was approaching fast.

“Take Sonya!” Ellen shouted as she flipped on the stroller brakes with her foot.

“Wha…?” Allyson was only able to get out before spotting the large German Sheppard that was heading her way.

“Take Sonya!” Ellen repeated as she moved quickly and laterally away from Sonya and Allyson. She then began randomly alternating between making smooching noises, patting her leg, whistling for the dog to come and calling out in a gentle voice, “Here, nice puppy. Come to me.”

Sergeant’s ears perked up, and as he stared intensely at Ellen, he slowed down to a cautious walk.

Everett had stopped walking at the front bumper of Kristen’s car and intensely stared at the sight of Ellen calling Sergeant to her.

“What are you waiting for?” Kristen asked.

Everett gestured before describing what he was seeing.

Ellen had moved next to the parked cars, and after reaching twenty-five feet from Allyson and Sonya, she got onto both knees. While resting her butt on the heels of her feet, Ellen patted her upper legs and continued randomly between making smooching noises and saying in a gentle voice, “Here, boy or girl. Come here.”

Sergeant cautiously moved closer to Ellen and after stepping twenty feet from her, he stopped and made a non-threatening multi-syllable growl that sounded more like a garbled complaint.

“Really?” Ellen questioned in a tone as if she was speaking to a child. “Your day sounds lousy. So why don’t you come over here and tell me about it? Come here.”

Allyson while standing near the entrance with Sonya, and Everett near Kristen’s car watched curiously as Ellen coaxed Sergeant closer to her with gentle talking and patting her legs.

Sergeant was fifteen feet from Ellen when he began wagging his tail in a friendly manner.

Once Sergeant was close enough, Ellen eased out her left hand with her palm down to a few inches from Sergeant’s nose while allowing him to sniff her. Sergeant sniffed Ellen’s hand followed by licking her hand.

“That’s a good puppy,” Ellen said while stroking Sergeant’s nose and mouth area with her fingers and slowly moving her stroking motions towards the top of his head. “That’s a good puppy.”

Sergeant had moved closer to Ellen as well and began licking the side of her face. Ellen slightly giggled from being licked in the face and within seconds her light stroking motions turned into petting motions at Sergeant’s neck and back.

When Everett saw that Sergeant had been stopped, he turned and got back into the car.

Once Everett had taken his seat, Megan questioned, “Didn’t you tell me once that anyone who likes animals can’t be bad?”

“What’s your point?!” Everett snapped.

“I’m just trying to figure out why you think that, that girl is bad when Sergeant trusts her,” Megan said.

“You know that girl?” Kristen asked.

“She just joined my gym class today… in fact, she had just moved here from Kansas City, Missouri. And, Megan, there are exceptions to almost every rule.”

“You don’t like that girl,” Kristen accused.

“She has a pink aura,” Everett informed. “And I’d told you what that means.”

Kristen rolled her eyes as Megan said, “You’d never told me.”

“And I won’t until you’re old enough to understand it,” Everett retorted.

“Okay, well, in spite of the girl’s pink aura and your belief to what that means, she had defused a potentially bad situation,” Kristen said before starting the car. “Let’s go home.”

After a brief time of Sergeant licking Ellen’s jaw and cheek, Sergeant abruptly stopped and turned to look at the approaching two men. RJ had an enraged expression across his face.

In an infuriated tone RJ uttered, “Come here, Sergeant!” Without moving from Ellen’s side, Sergeant whined. “Sergeant! Come here!

When Sergeant flinched from the shouting, Ellen accused, “You’re spooking him!”

While RJ and Todd moved closer, RJ promised, “I’ll do more than that when I get my hands on him.”

“Don’t you hurt Sergeant!” Ellen ordered as she went to stand up.

“Kid, thank you for stopping him,” RJ said patiently as he and Todd were stepping up. “Although, I don’t know how you did that without getting bit. Nevertheless Sergeant is my concern.”

“Sergeant is a nice dog, and you should treat him like one,” Ellen encouraged.

RJ chuckled before saying, “Sergeant is being trained to be a guard dog. He’s not supposed to be a nice dog.”

“You have a guard dog in training off his leash?” Ellen demanded to know.

“He pulled out of his collar,” RJ explained while he went to put Sergeant’s collar back on him. A leash was attached to the collar. “And again thank you for stopping him.”

“You can thank me by not disciplining him,” Ellen uttered. “He’s only what? A year old?”

RJ shot her an astonish look before correcting, “He’s fourteen months, but that was a good guess. A lot of people— especially ones your age—can’t tell the age of a dog.”

Ellen shrugged before saying, “I’ve been around enough dogs to tell the age of a dog without being too far off.”

“Yes, well, Sergeant and I are about to miss our training session at the pet store,” RJ informed. “I need to get in there.”

“I’m certain that you know about dogs since you are apparently training one, but you might get better results with Sergeant if you treat him like a partner and not a dumb work animal,” Ellen suggested.

“I’ll take your suggestion under advisement,” RJ said.

When Ellen just nodded, Todd asked, “Out of curiosity, why did you kneel down the way you did?”

“Dogs see strangers who are taller than they are as intimidating threats, which makes them more defensive and sometimes more aggressive,” Ellen began. “By eliminating my height, I had eliminated myself as being an intimidating threat.”

“Which you had put yourself in danger if Sergeant would have decided to attack,” RJ pointed out.

Ellen shrugged before saying, “I had to get Sergeant away from a two-week-old baby and that risk was worth the risk.”

“Mmm,” RJ began as he shot Allyson and the baby stroller a short glance. “What’s your name?”

“Ellen. Ellen Anderson.”

“I’m known as RJ and this is my cousin Todd.”

“Hi,” Ellen said with a slight wave.

RJ slightly grinned before questioning, “How old are you, Ellen?”

“I’m sixteen,” Ellen replied in a tone as if she didn’t know where he was going with his question.

“My brother Kent is the manager of the pet store,” RJ began. “And he’s always looking for hard working employees who like animals.” An acknowledging expression came across Ellen’s face. “You should apply for a job at the pet store; I’ll even put in a good word for you.”

“I’ll think about it,” Ellen said with a polite grin.

“Okay,” RJ said. “Anyway, thanks again, Ellen, for stopping Sergeant for me.”

“You’re welcome,” Ellen said.

RJ nodded in agreement before turning and walking away with Sergeant. Todd turned as well and walked beside RJ.

Allyson had a smile on her face as Ellen was rejoining her, and before Ellen could ask, Allyson informed, “I’m proud of you.”

Ellen grinned before saying, “Thanks.”

Allyson nodded before asking, “So what all were you and them discussing?”

“The dog’s name is Sergeant and we were discussing him —about how Sergeant shouldn’t have been off his leash since he’s being train as a guard dog. But RJ—Sergeant’s owner— was explaining to me that Sergeant had slipped out of his collar. RJ was also surprised that I was able to stop Sergeant the way I did without being bit. Also, since I’m sixteen and I like animals, RJ had offered to help me to get a job at the pet store.”

Allyson grinned before suggesting, “You should take the job if he can help you get it.”

“Oh no,” Ellen quickly said while shaking her head. Allyson shot Ellen a confused look as Ellen continued with, “The attraction that the animals seem to have for me would turn that store upside down in a heartbeat. In fact, you don’t want me stepping inside any pet store that sells pets, and I’m guessing Sonya will be the same way.”

Allyson amusingly grinned before saying, “That’s good to know. Anyway, we should get going.”

“Alright,” Ellen said as she took over at pushing Sonya’s stroller.

Ellen and Allyson casually talked as they walked to their SUV.

In Lester’s Pet Store, during Sergeant’s training session, Lester saw that Sergeant’s heart wasn’t in at obeying the attack commands that RJ was giving him.

“Stop! Stop!” Lester uttered.

“What?” RJ questioned while facing him.

“Aren’t you noticing how he’s acting?” Lester asked while walking towards RJ.

“I see that he’s acting sluggish, but that might be because of all those laps that he was doing in the parking lot,” RJ said as Lester joined him.

“You may be tired and winded from your unintended workout, but Sergeant isn’t,” Lester pointed out. “No, what I’m seeing is that Sergeant has lost his killer instinct.”

“What are you saying?” RJ quickly asked.

“Sergeant has been domesticated,” Lester informed. “Sure you can train him to lead the blind and for other purposes, but he’s been ruined as a guard dog.”

RJ thought for a moment before grumbling, “Ellen! What in hell did you do?”

“Ellen?” Lester questioned in a confused tone.

RJ sighed before explaining what had happened in the parking lot.

After hearing what Ellen had done, Lester cleared his throat and said, “It sounds like Ellen has a way of gaining a dog’s trust, so my advice is begin again with a new dog and this time don’t let Ellen anywhere near him or her.”

“Great,” RJ said jadedly. “Well, I guess I should get Sergeant home.”

“Okay. I’ll see you when you get a new dog,” Lester said. RJ waved ‘bye’ before walking away with Sergeant.

At the party store, Allyson while carrying Sonya and Ellen were browsing the adult female costumes.

When they came to a witch’s costume Allyson pointed to it while saying, “You would look good in that.”

“I won’t be dressing up as a witch during Halloween,” Ellen said.

“Why?” Allyson quickly asked.

“With my luck, Jessica or even Everett would think that I’m flaunting what I am, and I don’t want to give them any reason to think that,” Ellen explained.

“You’re thinking too much into this,” Allyson accused. “After all, costumes are only costumes.”

“Still, I’m not dressing up as a witch,” Ellen said firmly.

“Suit yourself,” Allyson said while giving up.

Ellen and Allyson took the time to look at all the adult costumes before Ellen chose a vampire costume. For Sonya— Ellen and Allyson agreed on a pea-in-a-pod costume. Allyson guessed on what Harris might wear and decided to go with batman and batgirl for Harris and herself.

Everett was taking out the trash to the curb when his neighbor RJ returned home. Everett casually walked up to RJ’s car, and when RJ and Todd were getting out, Everett joked, “Did you two and Sergeant have a nice run?”

RJ and Todd shot Everett a curious look before Todd asked, “Who told you?”

“I was there with Megan and Mom,” Everett informed. “I caught the tail end of the show. In fact, I was getting ready to help, but then… Helen… or whatever her name is, stopped Sergeant.”

“Her name is Ellen,” RJ corrected.

“Right, Ellen is her name,” Everett agreed. “I knew it sounded like Helen.”

“So how do you know her?” RJ questioned.

“She transferred to my school today from… from a school in Kansas City,” Everett said sullenly. “She’s now in my gym class.”

“You talk as if you don’t like her,” Todd pointed out.

“I have my reasons,” Everett quickly said.

“She seems to be a nice person. I know she has a magic touch with dogs.” Everett looked away quickly as if he knew something that they didn’t. RJ didn’t notice Everett’s response as he continued with, “And that magic touch had cost me about seven hundred dollars.”

Everett shot RJ a curious look before asking, “What do you mean?”

“Ellen was only around Sergeant for… I don’t know, five minutes at the most,” RJ began. “And in those five minutes she turned Sergeant from a potential guard dog to a lovable pet.”

Everett crossed his arms while mumbling slightly audible, “I wonder if she thought that we wouldn’t notice… either that or she didn’t care if we notice.”

“What?” RJ questioned in a confused tone.

Everett shot RJ an embarrassed grin before saying, “I was just thinking out loud. So just ignore me.”

“Okay,” RJ said in a confused tone. He then shook it off.  “Anyway, I have a thoroughbred German Sheppard with papers for sale, if you know who would like to buy one.”

“You… you’re going to sell Sergeant?” Everett asked in a concerned tone.

“I’m about a month away from opening my store and I bought Sergeant for that,” RJ pointed out.

“Yeah… but couldn’t you breed him and sell the puppies?” Everett suggested.

“I think what you’re meaning is to use Sergeant as a stud, and for me to collect the stud fees,” RJ corrected. Everett made a gesture as if he had acknowledged the correction. “And I don’t know anything about breeding dogs, and I’m not really interested to learn. But whoever buys Sergeant could use him as a stud. In fact, I might put that on the flyer. ‘A stud dog for sale’. What do you think?”

Everett shrugged with a grin before saying, “Works for me.”

RJ gestured towards the house before saying, “Okay, well, I’m going to get Sergeant inside.”

Everett nodded before saying, “I have homework to do anyway.”

RJ nodded before Everett turned and walked away. Once RJ got Sergeant out of the car, he walked the dog into the house. Todd followed them in and shut the door behind him.



Chapter Fifteen 

Once Ellen and Allyson got home from the party store, Ellen was the one to carry Sonya into the house as Allyson carried Ellen’s book bag, Sonya’s diaper bag and the store bags into the house.

“Place Sonya in her swing,” Allyson instructed as they reached the living room. Allyson then placed everything that she was carrying down on the couch.

“Alright,” Ellen agreed.

The infant swing was set up in the living room near the stereo and as Ellen was putting Sonya in the swing, Allyson was turning on the stereo.

Once Ellen started Sonya’s swing swinging, Allyson told her, “I don’t know how disciplined you are at getting your school work done, so at the risk of sounding too motherly, you should get started on it. And while you’re doing that, I’ll fix supper.”

Ellen amusingly grinned before saying, “I’m good at doing my homework without being reminded… constantly to do it like some people need to be, but thanks. I know you’re telling me to do my homework because you care about me.” Allyson pleasantly grinned. “And I will get right on it after I Email Sadie.”

Allyson nodded before asking, “Do you like chicken and dumplings?”

Ellen shrugged before saying, “I’ve heard of it, but I had never eaten it before.”

“Oh, in that case, I’ll fix it so you can try it,” Allyson said. “I fix it from scratch too, so you’ll have plenty of time to Email Sadie and then get your homework done.”

“Sounds good,” Ellen said before she and Allyson went their respective ways.

Tuesday morning at school, twenty minutes before the first class was to begin, Everett was walking through the moderately crowded halls towards his locker and saw that Ellen was opening up her locker. The nearest person to Ellen was ten lockers down from her left and his locker was two lockers from her right.

Everett stopped in his tracks once he saw Ellen, and after a brief moment of staring annoyingly at her, he took a calming breath and continued to his locker.

Ellen did a double-take when she saw who was next to her. Everett saw that Ellen was looking at him for a brief moment in his peripheral vision, and when she turned her attention back to what she was doing inside the locker, he turned towards her and informed, “You had cost RJ seven hundred dollars.” Ellen turned and stared confusingly at Everett. “You’re not going to respond?”

“I’m trying to decide which question to ask first from three questions,” Ellen explained.

“Ask all three and I’ll try to answer them if I can, after you’re finished,” Everett urged.

“Okay,” Ellen began. “Apparently you know RJ, but how do you know him? How do you know that I had met him, and how did I cost him seven hundred dollars?”

“Okay, the first one; RJ is my next door neighbor. Second, I was in the parking lot and I saw how you got Sergeant to come to you. And finally, that magical whammy you had done on Sergeant had turned him from a potential guard dog to a pet.”

“Magical whammy?” Ellen echoed in a confused tone.

“Andy had told me what he had told you,” Everett said barely loud enough for even Ellen to hear. “You know that I know that you’re a witch, and what you did last night had cost RJ seven hundred dollars.”

“During the sixteen years, two months and several days that I am, I have not even read nor do I know any magical incantations,” Ellen informed. “And the only thing I did last night was called a—what I thought was a stray dog—over to me. And I have always been good at getting stray dogs to come to me.”

“I’m not buying it,” Everett said in an indifferent tone.

“Well, I’m not selling anything,” Ellen retorted. “I’m telling you what’s what, and I couldn’t care less what you believe.”

“What I know is a fact; not a belief,” Everett insisted.

Ellen slightly hesitated before saying, “I’m going to be honest with you… especially since what I’m about to tell you seems to be unavoidable with me.” Everett gave Ellen a curious look. “Without doing anything I’m an animal pied piper who doesn’t need a pipe.”

“What does that mean?” Everett asked in a confused tone.

“I could be outside, minding my own business and if there are any animals or birds around me within so many feet from me—I don’t know how many feet though—they’ll come to me all willy-nilly. My dad’s like this, his brother is like this, my siblings were like this and my grandpa was like this.”

“Were and was?” Everett asked while taking note of the past tense.

Ellen took a breath before saying sullenly, “My dad’s dad, three of my brothers and my sister were all killed in the same incident before I was even born. Michael, the oldest sibling of us all and my dad survived the incident with injuries. Michael was also Sonya’s father. Fourteen days and a few hours ago, Michael and his wife were killed in an auto accident.”

Everett shot Ellen a confused look before asking, “How old is Sonya?”

Ellen slightly grinned before saying, “Tanya, Michael’s wife, was eight months pregnant with Sonya at the time of the accident, and as evident of Sonya being alive, the doctor was able to deliver her in time.”

“I’m sorry about your brother and sister-in-law… and your other siblings,” Everett said.

“Thanks.” Ellen then continued cautiously, “And at the risk of jinxing it… you are being civil to me.”

“Yes, well, I do consider myself a considerate person… in spite of who I’m talking to,” Everett said. Ellen slightly smirked. “And for the record, I’m not completely convinced of you or any of your relatives being an animal pied piper. And I’m definitely certain that you are a witch.”

Ellen grinned before saying, “For argument sake, let’s say that I’m a witch. Who’s to say that I’m not a good witch?”

Everett chuckled before saying, “This is real life and not the TV show ‘The Wizard of Oz’ with the Good Witch of the North or ‘Charmed’ with the Halliwell sisters.”

“So you think that there is no such thing as a good witch?” Ellen questioned.

Everett deliberated for a moment before informing, “Jessica and Karla seem like nice people, but one or both are hurting people.”

A curious expression came quickly across Ellen’s face as she demanded, “In what way?”

“Once a month for the past six months and on or around the night of the full moon, a highly intelligent and sane college student had gotten his or her mind turned into tapioca pudding,” Everett began. “The doctors are at a loss to explain it, and I doubt that the Hulu aliens are responsible for it. In fact, my bet is on Jessica or Karla or even both.”

“And you would know about the college students how?” Ellen prompted.

“My mom… well, my stepmom is a nurse in psychiatrics,” Everett got out before the male student who had the locker between Ellen and Everett stepped up.

When Ellen and Everett looked at the arriving student, the student gestured towards his locker while saying, “I need to get into my locker.”

“Hey, Danny,” Everett said while backing up.

Ellen overlapped Everett with, “No problem.” As Ellen backed up a step to give Danny some room, she looked around the hall and saw as to how crowded that it was becoming. “Everett, can we talk more about this later… in private?”

Before Everett could reply, a parrot landed on Ellen’s shoulder. When Ellen quickly looked at what had landed on her, the bird drew Danny’s attention along with the attention of the others in the hall by singing loudly, “Anchors aweigh, my boy. Anchors aweigh…”

“Stevie, what are you doing?!” a woman’s voice was heard approaching as Stevie continued to sing. Ellen, Everett and Danny turned to look and saw a senior student approaching. “I’m very sorry. Honest, this is the very first time I’ve seen Stevie fly up to strangers like that.”

“It’s fine,” Ellen assured her as the student went to retrieve her singing pet. “As long as Stevie doesn’t drop anything on me, there is no harm done.”

“Peyton?” Everett called while grabbing her attention.  “Really? ‘Anchors aweigh’ is the song you chose to teach the bird?”

“My dad taught him that two years ago,” Peyton grumbled.  “As a message to every boy I might want to date. Stevie hasn’t sung it for a while though. I don’t know why he chose to do it now.”

“This might not be any of my business, but why did you choose to bring a parrot into school today?” Ellen asked.

“We’re doing a play in drama class about pirates and Mr. Norton told me that it was okay to bring Stevie in for it as a live prop,” Peyton informed.

Everett saw the worry in Ellen’s eyes as she asked, “Are there anymore live props in this play besides Stevie?”

“Not that I know of,” Peyton said.

“Just wondering,” Ellen said with a polite grin.

“Okay, well, thanks for your understanding, and Stevie and I need to get going,” Peyton said before turning away.

“Bye,” Ellen said before Peyton had a chance to walk away.

“Bye,” Peyton echoed with a quick glance over her shoulder.

When Ellen looked at Everett, Everett questioned, “You weren’t joking about the birds and animals, were you?”

Danny gave Ellen a curious look as she shook her head with a grin.

“I don’t know if you’re superstitious, but for me, my blood relatives and my house, ignore all of those bird omens,” Ellen began. “Those bird omens are a wash when it comes to my family and me.”

“I sure hope that you two know what you two are talking about; because I sure don’t,” Danny said.

“We do,” Ellen said with an amused grin.

“To answer your question, Ellen, I need to get to class right now, but we can talk more at lunch,” Everett offered.

“Not in the lunchroom,” Ellen told him.

Everett thought for a moment before supplying, “At the track and field.”

Ellen nodded before saying, “Okay.”

Everett nodded before turning his attention to the inside of his locker. Ellen finished up at what she was doing, shut her locker and then casually walked down the hall to her first class. 

At the beginning of the second lunch period, Ellen went to the track and field and saw Everett sitting alone on the bleachers.

Everett saw Ellen coming, and once she was close enough, he told her, “Since I’d agreed to come here and talk to you, I want you to answer my questions with honesty and without sidestepping the questions.”

“You’re not hiding a tape recorder or wearing a wire, are you?” Ellen asked while stepping up.

“No—to both,” Everett quickly said.

“Just checking, and yes, I’ll answer honestly,” Ellen said while she took a seat on the bleachers inches from him. “So who’s first?”

“Ladies first,” Everett urged.

Ellen grinned before saying, “Okay.” Ellen cleared her throat. “I’ll begin by correcting your belief…”

“If you tell me that you, Jessica and Karla aren’t witches, I’m out of here,” Everett warned in a stern tone.

“Jessica and Karla are sorceresses, not witches,” Ellen informed.

“Sorceresses?!” Everett quickly echoed.

“Wizards and sorceresses are more powerful than witches, and yes, they are sorceresses—powerful sorceresses, in fact.”

“How do you know that they are sorceresses? Not that I’m doubting what you say to be true, mind you.”

Ellen slightly grinned before saying, “You were right and wrong at the same time about me.” Everett shot her a curious look. “I’m not a witch, but fourteen days ago I learned that I could become one…”

“You learn that you can become a witch on the day when your niece was born?”

“Uh-huh,” Ellen acknowledged while nodding. “Tanya’s brother Harris informed me of it… oh and in case I didn’t mention it earlier, Tanya was my brother’s wife.”

“Okay,” Everett skeptically acknowledged.

“Anyway, my relatives on my dad’s side, Harris’s relatives on his mom’s side and—and going off of what Andy and Ted had said yesterday—Jessica and Karla’s relatives on their mom’s side are all Merlin’s descendants, and we can feel each other when we get near one another…”

“Wait a second,” Everett interrupted in a confused tone. “Why are Jessica and Karla sorceresses and you’re not?”

Ellen grinned before explaining the mark of Merlin, the three wizard lines, the Wizard Wars, how the wizard lines became weaker through the generations when twins were born, her family journals known as the Legacy volumes, the Phoenix stage and her plans to learn witchcraft to protect Sonya.

Ellen finished by saying, “And if Jessica, Karla or their mother finds out that I know about any of this and that I had told you, the three might come after us both.”

“Oh, don’t worry,” Everett said sincerely. “I won’t be discussing this with anyone. Not even with Andy and Ted.”

Ellen amusingly grinned with a nod before asking, “Why isn’t Jessica and Karla’s mom on your suspect list?”

“Their mom is doing life in prison for murdering someone five years ago. She’s off my list because I don’t think she could attack someone while in prison.”

“Okay, I get why you had eliminated their mom, but what reason would Jessica or Karla have for turning people’s minds into tapioca pudding?”

“Don’t take this the wrong way, but does a witch or a wizard… or even a sorceress have to have a reason?”

“There’s always a reason for a witch, a wizard or a sorceress to kill… or maim someone,” Ellen informed. “I would never do them, but several incantations require human victims—‘sacrifices’ is actually the correct word—for the incantations to work.”

“If you don’t know witchcraft, then how do you know what is required for an incantation to work?”

Ellen grinned before saying, “I made a deal with Harris’s mother that I would read the first three Legacy volumes before opening the books on incantations. Those volumes are on the Wizard Wars and without actually going into details on how to work the incantations, the volumes are very informative about them. For instance killing someone during a certain incantation could bring a sick and dying person back to full health.”

“So it’s a magical trade,” Everett surmised. “An eye for an eye sort of deal.”

“Or mental health for mental health,” Ellen concluded as a thought had occurred to her.

“What are you talking about?” Everett asked in a confused tone.

“Jessica and Karla’s grandfather had a severe stroke more than a year ago that prevents him from verbal communication and walking and holding things,” Ellen relayed. “The doctors say that his mind is a prisoner of his own body and claim that his condition is permanent. Karla doesn’t think so though because his condition has been improving for the past six months.”

“So is that enough for Jessica and Karla to make your suspect list?” Everett asked.

“It does.” Ellen was quiet for a brief moment before asking in a confused tone, “Jessica and Karla’s mother is doing life in prison for murder?”

“Yeah. Why?”

“The thought of her going to prison for murder doesn’t make sense to me,” Ellen began. “Who did she kill and how?”

“She shot and killed a newspaper reporter at his work and in front of his co-workers,” Everett informed.

“Why would a powerful sorceress kill someone with a gun and in front of witnesses when magic would be a better murder weapon along with being impossible to prove in court?”

“Don’t know, but she did do it.”

“I’m not denying that she did it, but for a powerful sorceress to kill with a gun and in front of witnesses, she had to have wanted to go to prison.”

“Well that doesn’t make sense,” Everett uttered.

“Exactly,” Ellen agreed. “And I think we need to find out why.”

“Hold on there, Nancy Drew,” Everett quickly said. “My grandmother was killed while investigating the Harman family, and a reporter was killed for whatever reason…”

“I’m investigating this with or without you,” Ellen interrupted with.

“And do you know where to begin your investigation?”

“With that dead reporter. I want to know why she wanted that reporter dead. Do you know the reporter’s name?”

Everett shook his head while saying, “Don’t know, but it shouldn’t be too hard to find out.”

“Okay,” Ellen said while nodding. “Do you think the info would be in the school library?”

“I doubt it. Public library would have old newspapers though and it would be in there.”

“Okay. After school I’ll go to the library. Want to join me?” Everett slightly chuckled. Ellen shot him a curious look while asking, “What?”

Everett grinned before saying, “I just find it bizarre that I want nothing to do with witches and wizards and a witch keeps inviting me to be a part of her plans.”

“I’m not a witch yet…” Ellen was only able to get out.

“You’d confessed that you’re planning to become one though—to protect Sonya, until she’s old enough to protect herself.”

“And because of that we can’t be friends?” Ellen quickly asked.

“If you would’ve asked me that just ten minutes ago, the answer would’ve been ‘yes’.”

Ellen grinned before prompting, “And now?”

Instead of verbally answering her, Everett slowly leaned in and gave Ellen a passionate kiss. Ellen pulled back after a second and looked down nervously.

“I’m sorry,” Everett said sincerely. “I thought we were making a connection.”

“We are,” Ellen informed while facing him. “I just have bad luck with relationships.”

“What do you mean?”

“I’m a virgin. That fact isn’t going to change anytime soon. I don’t make out at the movies or if I’m watching a movie at home and the guys who had dated me in the past had hated those facts about me and moved on to some girl who would make out or have sex.”

Everett grinned before saying, “I’m not and wouldn’t be one of those guys.”

When Ellen grinned while staring delightfully into his eyes, Everett gave her another passionate kiss. The kiss lasted several seconds.

When the kiss ended, Ellen grinned and said, “As much as you hated me yesterday and this morning, I find it hard to believe that you now have romantic feelings for me.”

Everett took hold and held Ellen’s hand before saying, “You were straight with me when you could’ve easily made something up. And I understand more clearly about you and the other descendants of Merlin. Not all are evil as I thought. You’re not evil… or at least I’m convinced that you’re not evil.”

“I’m not,” Ellen said with a grin.

Everett grinned as well before continuing with, “Once I had decided that you were a good person, my romantic feelings for you came quickly.”

Ellen gave Everett a passionate kiss that lasted a few seconds. When it ended, Ellen said, “Oh, you never said if you’ll go to the library with me.”

Everett amusingly grinned before saying, “I’ll go with you.”

Ellen nodded with a grin before asking, “So what’s your last name?”

“It’s Delaney, and I know yours is Anderson.”

“Yep,” Ellen said with a grin. “Anyway, I’m hungry and I think that there’s still enough lunchtime left to grab something.”

“Alright,” Everett said while standing. Ellen stood as well. “Let’s go.”

“What color is Sonya’s aura?” Ellen asked as they began walking.

“A pinkish lavender color.”

“Okay, the trend I’m seeing with your color coding is that weak powers to strong powers are pink, lavender and purple. Mmm, I wonder if the color after purple would be blue.”

“Don’t know and I don’t want to find out.”

Ellen consolingly rubbed Everett’s back for a brief moment for a response.

As Ellen and Everett were approaching the cafeteria, Andy and Ted were walking away from it.

Andy and Ted shot Everett a curious look for walking alongside Ellen, and as they were approaching each other, Ted told Everett, “Well this is a sight I never expected to see.”

“Yeah, are you two friends now?” Andy asked.

“We are,” Everett and Ellen each agreed with a grin.

“We talked and during our talk I discovered that she wasn’t what I presumed she was,” Everett continued.

“That’s good, dude,” Andy said. “There’s hope for you yet.”

“Yes,” Everett agreed. “Anyway, Ellen and I are going to grab something to eat.”

“Later,” Andy said followed by Ted.

“See ya,” Ellen said with a slight wave.

“Later,” Everett echoed while overlapping Ellen.

As Ellen and Everett continued towards the cafeteria, Andy and Ted continued in their direction.

After taking a few steps in their respective directions, Ted glanced back and saw Ellen and Everett holding hands.

“Oh, no way,” Ted mumbled.

“What?” Andy questioned while looking back.

“Everett and Ellen are holding hands,” Ted supplied. “You think Ellen is really a witch and she had cast a spell on Everett?”

“Dude, not you too,” Andy said tiresomely.

“Then how do you explain them holding hands?” Ted questioned.

“Ellen is a nice girl and Everett had figured that out during their chat.”

“I hope you’re right.”

Andy just rolled his eyes for a response.

As Ellen and Everett were entering the cafeteria, they ran into Karla, Dawn, Gary and Derek as they were preparing to leave.

“Ellen, we missed you at lunch,” Dawn informed.

“I see that you had smoothed over that misunderstanding that you’d caused yesterday,” Karla added as she looked indifferently at Everett.

“I did,” Ellen agreed.

“So, Karla, have you visited your mom in prison lately?” Everett asked maliciously.

Ellen gave Everett a curious look. Karla gave him a façade grin before saying, “Every other weekend, and all my friends know that about me. My friends and I also know your belief of how your grandma was killed. So you’re just embarrassing yourself when you speak of it.”

Everett just gave Karla an annoyed look.

“Can we please all get along?” Ellen requested. “I like all of you, and I would like to remain friends to all of you.”

“I’ve been trying to bury the hatchet with Everett for a year,” Karla informed. “And he keeps digging it up.”

“And you know why!” Everett retorted.

“Everett, please,” Ellen slightly begged. “If you don’t have anything nice to say can you not say anything?”

Everett put up his hands in a surrendering manner before telling Ellen, “I’m going to get some lunch. I’ll see you there when you get done talking.”

Ellen slightly rolled her eyes as Everett walked towards the food-line while leaving her with the others.

“Ellen, Everett has an unhealthy belief,” Gary informed. “You need to be careful around him. He could snap without warning.”

“Thanks for your concerns, and I agree that his superstition is a bit quirky, but I’m certain I’ll be alright,” Ellen told him.

“Just be careful,” Gary insisted.

Ellen politely nodded before saying, “I will.” She then  gestured towards the food-line. “Well, I’m hungry. So I’m going to join Everett.”

“Okay. We’ll see you later,” Karla said.

Ellen nodded with a slight grin while saying, “Later.”

“Later,” Karla, Dawn, Gary and Derek echoed.

When Everett saw that Ellen was getting in the food-line behind him, he told her, “I can’t believe you can pretend to be friends with Karla while knowing what she had done.”

“Okay, one, Karla and even Jessica are only suspects of turning people’s brains into tapioca pudding,” Ellen began quiet enough for only Everett to hear. “Until I know it’s an undisputable fact, there’s no reason to burn bridges.”

“You’re not completely convinced of their guilt, are you?”

“I’m not,” Ellen strongly agreed. “There could be other reasons for why those people’s brains had gotten all… pudding like. So I need more evidence and that’s why I’m going to the library.”

“I thought you were going to the library to find out who their mom had killed and why,” Everett pointed out.

“Well, that too,” Ellen said with a grin.

“I hope you’re not getting in over your head.”

“I’ll be careful,” Ellen assured him.

“Mmm,” Everett uttered in a skeptical tone before a thought came to him. “So what kind of movies do you watch that you won’t make out during?”

Ellen amusingly grinned before saying, “There’s really not one genre that I like over the other or dislike the most. As long as the plot interests me, I’ll watch it.”

“Okay,” Everett said. “Have you seen the trailer to that new horror movie… ‘The Devil’s Final Seal’ that’s coming out this Friday?”

Ellen thought for a second before saying, “Not really.”

As Ellen and Everett were going through the food-line, Everett described what he saw in the movie trailer. Once he was done he continued with, “And the reason why I brought up the movie is that I wonder if I can talk you into going. This Friday. With me.”

Ellen grinned before saying, “Of course.”

After Ellen and Everett left the food-line with their food, they went to the first available table.

Once they were seated, Ellen saw a look on Everett’s face as if he had wanted to say something. When he didn’t Ellen asked, “What?”

Everett gave Ellen a curious look before asking, “What what?”

“You had a look on your face a moment ago as if you had wanted to ask or say something.”

“I didn’t think that I was transparent.”

Ellen amusingly grinned for being right before questioning, “So?”

“I was going to ask a personal question, but then I decided not to,” Everett explained.

“Ask it,” Ellen prompted.

Everett slightly hesitated to ask, “How did your brothers and sister die?”

As they ate their meal, Ellen explained why her dad and grandpa had kidnapped her siblings and the tragic accident that took her grandpa’s and siblings’ lives. Their conversation turned casual after that and they sat at the table and talked until it was time to go back to class.

At the end of the school day, Ellen left her classroom followed by Chloe and Nathan by a few steps.

“Ellen!” Chloe called out. Ellen stopped and turned around. “Ellen, a few of us are getting a study group together tonight at my house. Do you want to come?”

“Normally I would, but Everett and I have a project going on and we’re going to the library near my house to start on it,” Ellen replied.

“What project?” Nathan asked.

“It’s a personal project actually that I don’t wish to discuss,” Ellen explained. “Nothing personal.”

“I’m not taking it personally,” Nathan assured her.

“Good,” Ellen said before gesturing down the hall. “I’m supposed to meet Everett at his art class.”

“See you tomorrow,” Chloe said.

“Later,” Nathan said.

Ellen slightly waved ‘bye’ with a polite grin before walking away. She then went directly to Everett’s last class.

As Ellen was stepping into the classroom, the art teacher asked, “May I help you?”

“She’s meeting me here, Mr. Hutcheson,” Everett said before Ellen could. “Ellen, I’ll be done as soon as I put up my paints.”

“Okay,” Ellen said as she stood near the entrance.

“Would you like to see my painting?” Everett asked as he worked to put his things away.

When Ellen glanced at Mr. Hutcheson, he gestured for her to proceed. Ellen nodded with a grin before walking towards Everett’s painting, which was of a young pretty woman.

When Ellen stepped up and saw the painting she said, “I see that you like painting pretty women.”

“She’s my biological mother,” Everett informed as he continued to put his things away.

“Oh, I’m sorry,” Ellen said sincerely.

Everett grinned before saying, “You didn’t offend me, and she is pretty and I like painting her.”

Ellen nodded with a polite grin before saying, “Andy told me that she died when you were born. Was she involved in an accident or…?”

“She hemorrhaged as I was being born and the doctor couldn’t get it under control in time,” Everett said sullenly.

“I’m sorry,” Ellen said sympathetically. “It must’ve been rough growing up with no mom.”

“I wasn’t exactly motherless,” Everett supplied as he put the last thing away. “My dad and stepmother began dating when I was two. So I have no memory of not having a mother or a mother figure in my life.”

“What was her name?” Ellen asked. “Your biological mother, I mean?”

“Tammy. And for future info my dad’s name and stepmother’s name are Lance and Kristen Delaney. I also refer to Kristen as my mom and not my stepmom or stepmother.”

Ellen nodded before asking, “So is Megan the only sibling you have?”

“She is,” Everett said before gesturing towards the door. “And I’m good to go.”

Ellen nodded with a polite grin. As they were leaving the classroom, Ellen asked, “So how do you normally get home after school?”

“Normally I take the school bus home, but yesterday, my mom picked me up. What about you?”

“Allyson picks me up. So, just out of curiosity, what does your dad do?”

“He’s actually a police detective. What do Harris and Allyson do?”

“Harris works in the HR department at a children’s hospital and Allyson works for her parents. Her parents own a daycare.”

Ellen and Everett’s conversation turned casual as they walked through the corridors.



Chapter Sixteen 

As Ellen and Everett approached the SUV with their book bags, Ellen saw the curious look that she was getting from Allyson.

Sonya was strapped in the infant car seat in the backseat on the passenger’s side, and when Ellen opened the front passenger door, she glanced at Sonya before saying, “You remember Everett.”

“I do,” Allyson agreed in a curious tone. “I also remember the revulsion that he had for you last night.”

“Yes, I’m sorry for that,” Everett said as he and Ellen stood on the curb outside the SUV.

“So why the change of heart?” Allyson questioned.

“I told him everything about me,” Ellen confessed.

“You told him?” Allyson questioned incredulously.

“Well, he suspected… the worse case scenario, in fact, so I felt that his suspicions were more damaging than the truth,” Ellen explained. “So I told him.”

“And now you are okay with Ellen and what she is, Everett?” Allyson questioned incredulously.

“I am,” Everett agreed with a pleasant grin. “Once Ellen had educated me about Merlin’s descendants I actually found myself attracted to her.”

Ellen took Everett’s hand and slightly lifted it while saying, “We have plans to go to the movies this Friday.”

“Great,” Allyson said sincerely with a slight grin. “So, Everett, can we give you a ride somewhere?”

“Actually, Everett and I were hoping that you can drop us off at the library by the house,” Ellen requested.

“Of course,” Allyson agreed. “Get in.”

“I’ll get in back with Sonya, Everett,” Ellen said. “You can have the front seat.”

“Aright,” Everett agreed before climbing in and placing his book bag on the floorboard.

Ellen went around to the other side and got in. Once everyone was in and set, Allyson drove away.

Once Allyson was in traffic, she asked, “So are you two working on a school project together?”

After a slight hesitation, Ellen said, “Well, we are working on a project together.”

Allyson caught Ellen’s tone and her chosen words and questioned, “But not a school project?” When Ellen didn’t answer right away, she demanded, “Start spilling, Ellen.”

Ellen slightly sighed before saying, “Okay, during my and Everett’s talk, I learned that Jessica and Karla’s mother was arrested five years ago and is currently doing life in prison for shooting and killing a reporter…”

“Whoa!” Allyson uttered. “Sally Harman is Jessica and Karla’s mother?”

Ellen was caught off guard that Allyson had possible knowledge of what she had wanted to know and she slightly hesitated before saying, “I haven’t learned the mother’s name yet. You know Sally Harman though?”

“No, I knew Peter Berkeley,” Allyson informed.

“Who’s Peter Berkeley?” Ellen quickly questioned.

“He’s the reporter who was shot and killed five years ago by Sally Harman,” Allyson replied.

“Is there any information on why Sally Harman had killed Peter Berkeley?” Ellen asked.

After thinking about it for a brief moment, Allyson asked, “Why do you want to know that?”

“Because it doesn’t make sense to me that Sally Harman— a powerful sorceress—would kill with a gun and in front of witnesses when she could’ve killed him with witchcraft and got by with it without any witnesses,” Ellen said. “So was it said as to why Sally Harman had killed Peter Berkeley?”

“Ellen, I agree that it doesn’t make sense for Sally Harman to kill with a gun and not with witchcraft, but you shouldn’t be involving yourself with this,” Allyson told her.

“The Harman family might be hurting people and I can’t idly sit by and pretend that it’s not happening,” Ellen retorted.

“What do you mean that the Harman family might be hurting people?” Allyson demanded to know.

“Everett’s mom is a nurse in psychiatrics and he had informed me that for the past six full moons, a college student had gotten his or her brain turned into pudding,” Ellen began. “Yesterday I learned that Jessica and Karla’s grandfather had a severe stroke more than a year ago that prevents him from verbal communication and walking and holding things. The doctors say that his mind is a prisoner of his own body and claim that his condition is permanent. Karla doesn’t think so though because his condition has been improving for the past six months. Now I’m thinking that the grandfather is being healed through witchcraft by swapping mental health for mental health.”

“Ellen, even if the Harman family is hurting people, they’re too powerful for you to even try to stop,” Allyson pointed out.

“True, but maybe there are members of the Harman family… cousins or whatever who aren’t hurting people, and if there are then maybe I can recruit their help,” Ellen said. “And who knows? It may be another family and then I could recruit the Harman family’s help.”

“Ellen, when you come across a hornet’s nest—as I believe you have—you’re not supposed to poke at it,” Allyson said.

“Yes, well, I want the hornet’s nest threat gone,” Ellen insisted in a stern tone. “And I’m going to do whatever I can to make that happen.”

“As your legal guardian, if I order you not to pursue this, you would do what?” Allyson asked.

“Do you want me to tell you what you want to hear or answer truthfully?” Ellen asked.

“Right; that’s what I thought,” Allyson said before sighing. “Okay, we’ll go talk to Claire.”

“Who’s Claire?” Ellen asked.

“Claire is Peter’s widow and my parents’ next-door neighbor,” Allyson replied.

“So that’s how you knew Peter Berkeley,” Ellen took note of.

“Yep,” Allyson agreed. “So, Everett, where do you live?”

Everett took a breath before answering.

Allyson parked the SUV in her parents’ driveway. Ellen went to get Sonya out of her car seat as Allyson and Everett were getting out.

Ellen—with Sonya in her arms—was joining Allyson and Everett as Allyson’s twenty-year-old sister Stacie and Ally-son’s parents Martin and Paige Webster were stepping out onto their front porch.

“When I had mentioned earlier about you guys coming over for dinner, I wasn’t meaning for it to be today,” Paige uttered.

“We didn’t come here for dinner, Mom,” Allyson said before pointing out everyone. “This is Ellen and Everett. Guys, these are my parents Martin and Paige, and my younger sister Stacie.”

As Stacie leisurely walked towards Allyson, she asked in an identical speaking voice as her mother’s, “So why is everyone here, if not to eat?”

A curious expression came and left Ellen’s face over the identical speaking voices during the time that it took Allyson to answer with, “We are here to talk to Claire.”

“Okay,” Paige said in a confused tone. “We’ll watch Sonya as you three do it.”

“I suspected that you would, Mom,” Allyson said with a grin.

“Well, after you get done talking to Claire, you three might as well stay for dinner,” Paige urged.

“I’ll need to call home and tell my parents that I’ll be eating with a friend,” Everett said.

“You can do it after we talk to Claire,” Allyson told him.

“Okay,” Everett agreed.

“Ellen. Everett. Do you two like catfish?” Paige asked.

“I do,” Ellen quickly replied.

“I do too,” Everett said.

“Well, I’ll take Sonya as you three talk to Claire,” Stacie told Ellen.

“Okay,” Ellen said before handing over Sonya to Stacie.

“I’ll start the catfish to fry now, Allyson,” Paige said.

“Okay, Mom,” Allyson agreed. “Let’s go, Ellen. Everett.”

Ellen, Allyson and Everett went next door as Stacie with Sonya in her arms, Martin and Paige entered the house.

Allyson was the one to knock on Claire’s door, and after a short wait, a thirty-two-year-old woman with shoulder-length red hair answered the door.

“Allyson—and friends, come in,” Claire began before backing up to allow them to enter.

“Claire, meet Ellen and Everett,” Allyson said as she stepped in followed by Ellen and then Everett. Everett shut the door behind him. “Guys, this is Claire.”

“Nice to meet you two,” Claire said.

“Nice to meet you,” Ellen and Everett echoed.

“So what do I owe the pleasure of your visit?” Claire asked while facing Allyson.

“I wish I could say that this was a pleasure call,” Allyson said nervously as everyone stood in the anteroom.

“What do you mean?” Claire questioned.

“We came here to ask you a few things about Peter,” Allyson said in a sympathetic tone.

“What about Peter?”

Allyson chose her words before saying, “Some facts have come up about Sally Harman and these facts seem to be contradicting actual events…”

“Oh, what kind of facts?” Claire quickly asked.

Allyson glanced at Everett before saying, “I’m not sure if I should share this, but more than eight years ago Sally Harman’s father was being investigated for witchcraft.”

“Yes, Sweetie, I know,” Claire said before gesturing towards the next room. “Let’s make ourselves comfortable in the living room.”

Allyson nodded while saying, “Of course.”

Claire led the way followed by Ellen, Everett and then Allyson. Once Ellen stepped foot into the living room, she saw an eight-year-old boy in the floor—not paying attention to anything around him—while drawing pictures on a pad of drawing paper.

When Claire saw that Ellen was giving the boy her focus, she said, “That’s my son Spencer…”

“Hi, Spencer,” Ellen said quickly followed by Everett.

As Spencer continued drawing without looking up, Allyson informed, “Guys, Spencer is autistic.”

“Oh… I’m sorry,” Ellen said sympathetically.

“You’re fine,” Claire assured her. “Anyway, everyone, have a seat.”

There was no coffee table, which made the couch accessibility easy to get to. Allyson and Everett sat down on the ends of the couch. Ellen sat between them as Claire sat in an armchair.

“So you knew that Sally Harman’s father was being investigated for witchcraft,” Allyson prompted for Claire to continue.

“Yes, Sweetie. Bridget Montgomery was investigating…” Claire allowed the word ‘him’ to trail off when she saw Everett acting as if he was stabbed in the heart. “Is there anything wrong, Everett?”

Everett slightly hesitated before shaking his head and saying sullenly, “Bridget Montgomery was my grandmother.”

“You’re Everett Delaney?” Claire questioned delightfully with a grin. Everett just nodded. “Your grandmother talked a lot about you.”

“You knew my grandma?” Everett asked.

“Very well,” Claire said before gesturing towards the couch. “She sat many times in that very seat.”

“I don’t remember seeing a woman coming here,” Allyson said.

“Bridget would come by during the day while you were in school,” Claire told her. “Anyway, Bridget had given Peter compelling evidence that Leon Stone… Sally Harman’s father was practicing witchcraft. When Bridget… died, Peter had continued that investigation. And that was why Sally had shot and killed him.”

“Do you believe in witchcraft, Claire?” Allyson asked.

“I do, and nine years ago was when I started to believe,”  Claire said.

“Do you believe that Leon was practicing witchcraft?” Allyson asked.

“Again, yes,” Claire said. “I very strongly believe that Leon is a warlock. So why are you asking me these questions, and what are these contradicting facts about Sally?”

“I know for a fact that Leon is a powerful wizard, and Sally is a powerful sorceress,” Allyson informed. “The contradicting fact is that Sally could’ve easily have killed Peter while using witchcraft and got away with it without anyone being the wiser.”

“It seems as though that Sally had allowed herself to get caught for murder,” Ellen added.

“For what reason?” Claire asked as everyone’s attention was drawn to Spencer as he stood up with the paper—that he was thought to have been drawing on—in his hand.

“We were hoping that you could tell us,” Allyson said as everyone watched Spencer as he walked across the floor towards the couch while carrying the paper.

Everyone watched Spencer as he stepped up to Ellen. Spencer held out the paper for Ellen to take while saying, “Missing pages”—Claire gasped in surprise that Spencer was talking as he continued with—“can be found within.”

“Within what?” Ellen gently asked as she took the paper.

Spencer stared vacantly at Ellen’s face for a second before turning and walking away without saying another word.

“Spencer, Sweetie,” Claire called.

Without acknowledging that someone had called his name, Spencer retook his original position on the floor and began drawing again on a clean sheet of paper.

“Okay, now that was weird,” Everett said.

“Yeah,” Claire agreed in an eerie tone. “Spencer hasn’t spoken for years and today he said something about missing pages to Ellen.”

“What is on that paper that he had given you?” Allyson asked as she and Everett leaned towards Ellen to look.

“It’s a long list of serial numbers of… something,” Ellen began. “There’s a letter ‘P’ at the very beginning of each serial number followed by a one-digit, a two-digit, or a three-digit number. Directly behind the number is the letter ‘L’ and that is followed by another one-digit or a two-digit number. I’m not sure why, but Spencer had also put the serial numbers in groups of four, five and six for the first… ten groups. After that there are six more serial numbers that are not grouped together—all together I say that there are more than fifty serial numbers and a few of them are underlined.”

“Actually, that looks much like my note taking,” Everett admitted.

Ellen shot Everett a curious look while questioning, “Your note taking looks like a list of serial numbers?”

Everett smirked before saying, “‘P’ for page and ‘L’ for which line on the page.”

“Oh,” Ellen let out as she turned to gaze at the paper some more.

“Of course you’ll need to know what book to look at,” Everett added.

“I know which book,” Ellen told him.

“Which one?” Everett asked.

“You think you want to know, but trust me, you don’t,” Ellen told him.

“Ah, I have a clue of… at least to what kind of book,” Everett said. Ellen just politely grinned.

“Allyson, how did you three get caught up in this witchcraft matter?” Claire asked.

When Allyson acted as if she didn’t want to answer, Everett said, “She deserves to be told the truth.”

“Allyson?” Claire prompted.

Allyson sighed before she and Ellen explained everything to Claire. The Phoenix stage was mentioned last and Claire gave Ellen an eerie look once it was mentioned.

“You’re the Phoenix,” Claire accused.

“Well, I’m in the Phoenix stage, and so is Allyson’s husband Harris,” Ellen informed.

“No, Sweetie,” Claire began as she stood up. “The day when Peter was shot and killed, I had to claim the body… mainly for formalities. Some guy was there who was claiming his brother’s body, and when our paths had crossed he stared long and hard at me. As I was about ready to walk away, annoyed by his leering, he apologized for his stare and then told me not to throw my husband’s work related items away. He told me that at some point in the future I am to give my husband’s work related items to the Phoenix. And you’re the Phoenix.”

“Okay,” Ellen said skeptically. “I’ll trust that you know what you’re saying.”

In an amused tone, Claire said, “I’ll be back in a jiffy with Peter’s briefcase.”

“Okay,” Allyson said before Claire could walk away.

“I wonder what part of Peter’s work items that we’d be interested in,” Ellen said barely above a whisper.

“I guess we’ll find out,” Allyson said.

Ellen stared at the paper that Spencer had given her for a brief moment before saying, “When we get… home, I’m going to find out what these lines are.”

Allyson glanced at what Ellen was talking about before saying, “I’m curious about that myself.”

“You said ‘home’ as if you were being forced to say it,” Everett pointed out.

“Before last Sunday, my home was in Kansas City, Missouri, so I’m still trying to get use to the idea that my home is with Harris and Allyson,” Ellen explained. “I like it here though. It just doesn’t feel like home yet.”

Allyson put her arm around Ellen in a comforting manner before saying, “Most likely you’ll feel homesick for your old house in Kansas City for some time, but without really noticing when, your homesickness will have faded into nothing.”

“When I was ten, my family and I had moved into the house that we are at now, and I remember missing the old house for a long time before our current house felt like home,” Everett shared.

Allyson saw tears forming in Ellen’s eyes as Ellen stared at the paper.

“It’s not just the house that you miss, is it?” Allyson asked. 

Ellen looked at Allyson before dry swallowing and saying sullenly, “I miss Mike and Tanya. My old friends. Nothing in my life right now is the same from before Mike and Tanya’s accident and I miss how things were.” As an afterthought Ellen glanced towards Everett. “Not that I regret my new life and my new friends.”

Everett amusingly grinned before saying, “I knew what you were saying, and I didn’t take an offence to it.”

Ellen grinned before taking and holding Everett’s hand.

Before Ellen, Allyson or Everett could say anything else, Claire re-entered the living room with a briefcase while saying, “I told you that this would only take a jiffy.”

“So what’s in the briefcase?” Ellen asked.

“I have never looked,” Claire said before gesturing towards the door to the next room. “Let’s go into the kitchen so we can look at things at the table.”

“Okay,” Allyson agreed as she, Ellen and Everett stood up. 

“Will Spencer be okay alone?” Ellen asked in a concerned tone.

“Spencer goes to the bathroom by himself, and he lets me know when he’s ready to eat or sleep, but other than that he hardly ever moves from that spot,” Claire informed. “So yeah, he’ll be fine for a little bit there by himself.”

“Okay,” Ellen said sympathetically as she stared at Spencer.

As Claire went to lead the way to the kitchen, Allyson motioned for Ellen to follow. Everett followed Ellen while Allyson followed him.

Once in the kitchen, Ellen, Everett, Allyson and Claire each took a seat at the table. Claire opened the briefcase and pulled out the eight one-subject notepads and loose papers and laid them in the center of the table.

Ellen took the top notepad and flipped to the first page. Allyson took a notepad as well and flipped it to the first page followed by Everett and then Claire.

Ellen read the first two pages before asking, “How wealthy are Jessica and Karla?”

“Material-wise, they’re very well off,” Everett replied before describing the small mansion that their family owned and then verbally mapping out where it was located. “However, money-wise, what money that they have coming in is barely paying for Leon Stone’s daytime nurse, his medical expenses, the utilities, food and… and other expenses. In fact, Jessica and Karla were going to a private school before Leon’s stroke, but as you already know, the sisters are in a public school now. Anyway, did you bring that up for a reason?”

Ellen gestured towards the notepad while saying, “According to this, Leon Stone was extremely gifted at choosing the correct stocks to purchase and selling them just before their worth declined, so…”

“He was manipulating the stocks through witchcraft,” Everett accused while interrupting Ellen.

“Peter thought so too, but I don’t see how,” Ellen said.

“Why couldn’t he?” Everett asked.

“Because I don’t care how magically powerful Leon Stone  was… or is, he couldn’t magically manipulate people of an entire nation or the world to spend economically in a certain direction,” Ellen informed.

“So you believe that he was simply gifted—to sell and buy stocks?” Everett asked skeptically.

“There are incantations for someone who isn’t a psychic to bring about a psychic vision, and a wizard as powerful as Leon Stone is would know what they are,” Ellen said. “So I’m guessing that he made himself have a psychic vision on the stock market and bought and sold accordingly.”

Claire chuckled without humor before saying, “Being that Leon was always three steps ahead of Bridget or Peter, Bridget had always thought that he had a crystal ball next to his bed.”

“Are crystal balls real?” Everett asked Ellen.

Ellen politely grinned before saying, “They are, but an incantation has to be done before they can work. And Leon Stone would’ve known the incantation.”

“By him being bedridden after his stroke is a plus for us,” Everett said.

“Not a plus if Jessica or Karla is hurting people to make it where he can get out of bed,” Ellen countered.

“I didn’t think about it like that,” Everett said.

“I really hope that our suspicions are wrong about them though,” Ellen supplied. “They seem nice.”

“Yeah, well, I’m sure Leon Stone seems nice to some folks as well,” Everett retorted.

Ellen shot him a smirk before turning towards Allyson and asking, “What is in the notepad that you have, Allyson?”

“I think I have the notes on Leon’s personal history,” Allyson replied. “He’s the third child born with three brothers and no sisters. Ooh, wait! Here’s something.” Allyson then took the time to read what had caught her attention.

After a moment of waiting, Ellen prompted, “What is it?”

“One second.” After a few more seconds, Allyson continued to say, “Leon’s entire family had vanished without a trace when he was eighteen.”

“I have a good idea of what had happened to them,” Ellen said.

“Leon performed the Dark Ritual on them and took their powers,” Everett guessed.

“Those are my thoughts,” Ellen said.

“This doesn’t make sense,” Claire said.

Everyone shot Claire a curious look before Allyson asked, “What doesn’t make sense, Claire?”

Claire indicated to the notepad that she had while saying, “According to this, the night before Sally had shot Peter, Sally informed Peter that she had wanted to come clean about things. Peter and Sally had arranged to meet at the Press to talk… but when Sally showed up, she shot him.”

“Sally had wanted to end Peter’s investigation so she set him up and shot him,” Everett accused.

“I don’t know if you three had noticed from the notepads, but in case you guys haven’t, Peter would sometimes make a diary-type notation in his notes,” Claire began. “With that said listen to this. ‘I just got off the phone with Sally Harman. For some reason she was troubled and fearful of her father. She asked if I could help her find one of her relatives and in exchange she will come clean about things. I told her that she had to give me something upfront before I could use the newspaper’s resources in such manner and she agreed. She also agreed to meet me—here at the Press—tomorrow. This call couldn’t have come had a better time. Mr. Simco is near the end of his tolerance with my obsession over this story, and I was at the very end of it myself just a short time ago. I had plugged in my shredder to shred my notes when the phone rang, but now, I think I finally caught a break.’”

“So what had changed for Sally from one day to the next?”  Ellen asked.

“That’s a good question,” Claire said.

Ellen thought for a moment before saying, “Perhaps we should ask her. What prison is she in?”

“You want to go visit her?” Everett asked incredulously.

“I do,” Ellen quickly replied.

“That’s a very bad idea,” Allyson told Ellen.

“Why?” Ellen quickly asked. “I’ve been to prison.” She realized as to how that had sounded at the same time when she caught a curious look from Claire. “To visit my dad I’m mean.”

Allyson amusingly grinned before saying, “Ellen, Sally would feel your presence as soon as you get… within so many feet of her. She will know what you are and she mustn’t find out.”

“If she talks to Jessica or Karla, she might know about me already,” Ellen retorted.

“True; however, you did the right thing by acting uninformed about the mark of Merlin, and if you go see Sally while asking specific questions, Sally will know that you’re not as uninformed as you had let on,” Allyson pointed out.

“Well, we need to find out what had changed,” Ellen insisted. “Why Sally had shot Peter instead of talking to him?” 

“I’ll go and talk to Sally,” Claire volunteered. “I’ll find out.”

“Are you sure, Claire?” Allyson questioned incredulously.

“I’m sure,” Claire said fervidly. “I want to know as much as Ellen does, but not for the same reason. I will need someone to watch Spencer though as I do it.”

“I’ll watch Spencer,” Allyson volunteered. “When will you visit Sally?”

“Well, Saturdays and Sundays are the days when people can visit the inmates,” Claire began. “So I’ll go this Saturday.”

“Okay,” Allyson began. “How soon Saturday will you need me here?”

“I’ll need to find out when the visiting hours are, so I’ll have to get back to you on that part,” Claire said.

“Okay,” Allyson said with a nod. “Anyway, Ellen. Everett. We should get going.”

“We haven’t looked at all the notepads,” Ellen pointed out.

“I believe that these notepads will help you more than they will help me, Ellen,” Claire began. “So take them with you.”

Ellen nodded while saying, “Thanks.”

Claire nodded with a slight grin before putting the notepads and the documents back into the briefcase, and after everyone said his or her ‘goodbyes’ Ellen, Allyson and Everett left Claire’s house.

Before Allyson entered her parents’ house, she put the briefcase in the SUV and grabbed Sonya’s diaper bag.

Inside Martin and Paige’s house, Paige was cooking in the kitchen. In the living room, Martin was sitting in an armchair while watching the news. Not far from the couch or the armchair, Stacie was singing a lullaby to Sonya while rocking her in a rocking chair.

Sonya was dozing off in Stacie’s arms when Ellen, Allyson and Everett entered the house, and the shutting of the door had startled Sonya awake.

Sonya began crying, and once Ellen, Allyson and Everett entered the living room, Stacie told them, “Sonya was almost asleep until that door shutting had startled her.”

“Sorry,” Allyson said while putting the diaper bag down near the couch.

As Ellen and Allyson moved towards Stacie and Sonya, Everett went and sat down on the couch. When he glanced towards Martin, Martin started small-talk about baseball.

As Allyson and Ellen stepped up to Stacie and Sonya, Sonya’s eyes locked on Ellen first for a moment before she looked at Allyson. Her crying quickly turned into a sniffle.

Allyson lightly rubbed Sonya’s cheek while saying, “I’m sorry, Sweetie.”

Ellen gently took Sonya’s hand while asking, “Did we wake you, baby girl? We’re sorry.”

Stacie began singing her lullaby again, and within a short time, Sonya’s eyes began to droop close once more.

After hearing Stacie’s lullaby for a short time, Ellen let go of Sonya’s hand while yawning. She then whispered, “Your lullaby is making me sleepy.” Stacie amusingly grinned as she continued to sing to Sonya. Ellen gestured towards the couch next to Everett as she continued with, “I’m going to the couch before you put me to sleep.”

Martin had heard what Ellen had said and replied, “Paige and Stacie both have that tranquil effect on people when they sing lullaby-type songs.”

“I’ve noticed,” Ellen agreed before taking a seat next to Everett. “I had also noticed earlier that if I had my eyes closed, I wouldn’t know if it was Stacie speaking or Paige.”

Stacie grinned before saying, “I took advantage of that a few times in high school by calling my school and pretending to be my mom. I eventually got busted though and grounded over it.”

Ellen giggled before saying, “I know a few girls at my old school who would try that too if they sounded anything like their mothers.”

Everett took and held Ellen’s hand.

“Sonya is sound asleep,” Allyson said as Paige entered the living room.

As everyone turned towards Paige, Paige said, “Dinner will be ready soon.”

“Does the table need setting, Mom?” Allyson asked.

“It does,” Paige replied.

As Allyson was walking towards the kitchen, Stacie asked, “Dad, will you get the bassinet from the other room?”

“Do you babysit a lot?” Ellen asked, curiously as Martin was standing up.

“Not since our nieces and nephews got grown,” Paige replied as Martin walked towards the next room.

“But you have a bassinet,” Ellen pointed out in a confused tone.

Stacie grinned before explaining, “We got the bassinet the day after we heard about Allyson and Harris getting custody of you and Sonya—of course you don’t need the bassinet.”

Ellen amusingly grinned before agreeing, “No. Not for fifteen years now.”

Paige and Allyson stepped away and entered the kitchen.

When Martin returned with the bassinet he suggested, “We should set it up in the kitchen, so we can keep an eye on Sonya while we eat—just in case she would wake up.”

“Alright,” Stacie agreed before she stood and—while carefully carrying Sonya to keep from waking her—followed Ellen, Everett and Martin into the kitchen.

Once in the kitchen—and as an afterthought—Everett said, “Oh, I still need to call home and let my parents know that I’m eating dinner with a friend.”

“You can use that phone,” Paige told him while gesturing towards it.

“Okay, thanks,” Everett said before walking towards the phone.

Martin had found a close-to-the-table yet not-in-the-way spot to put the bassinet, and after Martin had gestured to place Sonya in it, Stacie gently did so to keep from waking her.

Paige had fixed fries, fried okra and baked beans with the catfish, and during dinner, everyone talked casually.

Midway through the meal, Stacie talked everyone into playing cards afterwards, and after they moved onto playing cards, they played for an hour before ending.

Soon after the final hand of cards had ended, Ellen, Allyson and Everett said their ‘goodbyes’ to Paige, Martin and Stacie. Ellen was the one to carry Sonya to the SUV. Allyson carried the diaper bag and a plate of leftovers for Harris.



Chapter Seventeen 

Everett went back to the house with Ellen, Allyson and Sonya. Sonya was wide awake, and after they entered the house, Ellen placed Sonya in her swing and one of Tanya’s music CDs was turned on for Sonya to hear.

Allyson put Sonya’s diaper bag down next to the couch and then continued into the kitchen with her purse and the plate of leftover catfish. Once in the kitchen, Allyson placed her purse on the table and the leftovers were put into the refrigerator.

Once Sonya was content swinging in her swing and listening to her mom’s CD, Ellen gestured towards the couch while telling Everett, “Have a seat. I’m going to get the book… that I think we need.”

“Okay,” Everett agreed before turning towards the couch. As Ellen was leaving the living room, Everett was taking a seat on the couch.

Allyson went downstairs to the laundry room and pulled out the laundry from the dryer while dumping them into an empty basket.

After Ellen returned with the book on incantations with the missing four pages and an unwritten-in five-course notebook, she took a seat on the couch next to Everett. She then pulled out the paper that Spencer had given her, and while following the serial number looking codes she flipped to the first indicated page.

As Ellen was writing down the first line, Allyson returned to the upstairs living room with the basket of unfolded laundry.

Allyson took a seat on the love seat before suggesting, “If you two prefer watching TV instead of listening to the stereo, go downstairs and watch the TV down there. I’ll watch Sonya.”

“I’m good,” Ellen quickly said before thinking about what Everett may want. “Unless, Everett, you want to watch TV.”

Everett amusingly grinned before saying, “I’m good. In fact, I actually like the songs that are playing. I don’t recognize the singer though.”

Ellen grinned before saying, “The singer is Sonya’s mom.” 

“Nice,” Everett said delightfully.

Ellen nodded before turning her attention to another page for the next line. Allyson turned her attention on folding the laundry.

Within a short time, as Ellen was finishing up the first multi-line serial number looking code, Harris returned home from work.

Everyone turned towards Harris before Allyson glanced at her watch and said, “You’re home earlier than I expected.”

“Yes, well, my hard-drive had gone out on my computer at work,” Harris explained. “Someone from the IT department was replacing it when I left work and it will take a few more hours to reinstall the files on my system.”

“Okay, well, we ate supper at my parents’ house,” Allyson began. “It was catfish and I brought you home a plate. It’s in the refrigerator.”

“Okay, thanks,” Harris said before turning his attention to Everett. Everett’s attention was on Harris as well. “Hi, I’m Harris. And you are?”

“Everett,” he said while standing up to shake hands.

While shaking his hand, Harris questioned, “The same Everett I’d heard who could see auras?”

“Yes, Sir,” Everett confirmed before ending the handshake.  “Your aura is almost the same pink shade as Ellen’s aura.”

“Okay, well, I was under the impression that you didn’t want anything to do with Ellen,” Harris said as Allyson stood up.

“I explained things to Everett,” Ellen supplied as Allyson stepped up next to Harris.

“What exactly did you explained to Everett?” Harris questioned calmly just before noticing the book on incantations that Ellen had.

“He suspected that we were witches, and I felt that his suspicions were more dangerous than knowing the truth,” Ellen explained. “So I told him everything about us.”

“After learning the truth, I found that I had feelings for Ellen,” Everett added while retaking his seat next to Ellen.

“And now you’re learning incantations before fulfilling your promise to my mom?” Harris questioned in a slightly betrayed tone.

“No-no,” Ellen quickly said. “I wouldn’t do that.”

“Then what are you doing with the book on incantations?” Harris asked.

“We had visited Claire earlier and while there, Spencer had handed Ellen a code sheet that he made out,” Allyson was the one to explain. Harris gave Allyson a confused look. “And then Spencer spoke to Ellen—his first words that he had spoken in years. Spencer told Ellen that the missing pages can be found within.”

“So I’m using the code sheet to re-create the missing pages,” Ellen added. “I was finishing up my first set when you stepped in.”

“May I see what you had written out?” Harris requested.

“Of course,” Ellen said before handing him the notebook.

Harris took the time to read what was written before grinning and saying excitingly, “This is a vivacious incantation.”

“It must be a nice incantation too,” Ellen presumed. “So what does it do?”

“By pulling electricity from the light fixtures like your great-grandmother had done would normally fry the wizard or the sorceress performing the incantation,” Harris began. “I was wondering how she had pulled it off without frying herself and this incantation was how she did it.”

“So that’s a combat incantation?” Ellen questioned.

“No; it’s definitely a defensive incantation,” Harris corrected. “Any wizard or sorceress… or even a witch, as far as that matters, who performs this incantation will be able to endure massive currents of electricity to travel through his or her body without harm. Being struck by lightning would be no more hazardous than getting hit by a very small hailstone, which is good when confronting someone from the Raven coven.”

“What does lightning strikes have to do with the Raven?”  Ellen quickly asked.

“Well, as you know, the members of the Raven coven have the power over the Earth and Air,” Harris began. “And pulling lightning from the air is a part of the Air’s power.”

Ellen gave Harris a curious look before saying, “I would think that it would be a part of the Brimstone’s power, since they can create and control severe thunderstorms.”

“Members of the Brimstone Coven may be able to bring forth fierce thunderstorms with tornadoes, and dissipate them just as easily, but they can’t control the lightning strikes or the tornadoes. However, members of the Raven Coven can control them both like an expert rifleman shooting his rifle; however, if a member of the Raven Coven would bring forth a severe thunderstorm he or she wouldn’t be able to dissipate it. The storm would sweep through the land with its destruction until it had died out on its own.”

“It’s weird that the power to control the thunderstorms and the power to control the lightning strikes were split up like that,” Ellen commented.

Harris grinned before saying, “Well, you have to understand that lightning is nothing more than the discharge of atmospheric electricity, and the atmosphere is a part of the air, and the air is what the members of the Raven Coven can control.”

“Okay-okay, I get it,” Ellen quickly said. “So I guess that the members of the Brimstone Coven wouldn’t bring forth a thunderstorm in a fight against the Raven Coven.”

“They wouldn’t,” Harris agreed. “They would; however, throw fireballs.”

“And—I’m guessing that—the only counter that the Raven has for a fireball is to knock it off course with a gust of wind,” Ellen surmised.

“Very good,” Harris praised before indicating to the notebook. “Anyway, Spencer had created a code sheet that gave you this?”

“Uh-huh,” Ellen said with a nod.

“Huh?” Harris let out as if a thought had occurred to him.

“What is it, Harry?” Allyson questioned.

“I’m thinking that Spencer might be a receptive,” Harris supplied.

“What’s a receptive?” Ellen quickly asked.

“A receptive is a person who can’t see or hear or even sense ghosts, but can be greatly influenced by them,” Harris explained. “A ghost can make a receptive say or do almost anything that it wants and the receptive will think that his or her actions or thoughts were his or her own.”

“The only ghost that can give me these is my great-grandmother,” Ellen presumed. “And I’m being… watched by her spirit?”

“If her spirit is here, I’ll say that it’s attached to the Legacy volumes,” Harris supplied. “In fact, throughout the centuries, there have been spirits attached to my family’s Legacy volumes.”

“That thought is a bit comforting and eerie at the same time,” Ellen commented.

“I know what you mean,” Harris said with a grin. “Anyway, may I see the code sheet?”

“Sure,” Ellen said before handing Harris the code sheet.  “‘P’ is for page and ‘L’ is for line. Also as with the first incantation that I re-created, I think that each grouping is a complete incantation.”

“Okay,” Harris said as he turned his attention towards the code sheet. “Did you underline some of these or…?”

“Spencer did,” Ellen finished.

“Look up this first single underlined one,” Harris requested. “It’s on page twelve and line one.”

“Okay,” Ellen said before picking up the book. After opening to the page, she continued with, “The opening phrase is actually on the first four lines and here it is. ‘Descendants of Merlin can’t sense the presence of the fourth wizard line, so the following incantation was created to change that.’ The fourth wizard line? I thought there were only three wizard lines.”

“True Native American shamans are considered to be the fourth wizard line, and the three wizard lines learned of the fourth wizard line when Pocahontas and the Powhatan shaman Tomocomo came to London on June 12th, 1616,” Harris informed. “In fact, that information is in one of my family’s Legacy volumes, but I’m not sure which one.”

“Is Tomocomo related to Merlin?” Allyson asked.

“No, in fact, not any of the Native American shamans are related to Merlin,” Harris replied. “Their ability also doesn’t get split in half every three generations, nor do they carry a specific birthmark.”

“Interesting,” Allyson commented.

“Okay, well, the phrase continues with, ‘A pair of eyeglasses with corrective lenses or clear glass lenses is required for this incantation. Refer to volume forty on page thirty to learn why the following incantation is important.’”

Ellen put down the book on the coffee table and stood up before announcing, “I’m going to get volume forty.”

Harris grinned and as he placed the code sheet on the coffee table, he said, “While you’re doing that, I’ll go warm up my plate of catfish.”

“And I’ll continue with the next decipher,” Everett informed before picking up the code sheet.

“That’s fine,” Ellen said as Everett went to decipher the next multiple-line code.

As Ellen was leaving the room, Harris was entering the kitchen. Sonya began fussing and Allyson went to check on her.

“Honey, will you warm up a bottle from the refrigerator for me?” Allyson called after Harris. “And make sure it’s not too hot.”

“Okay,” Harris replied.

Allyson took Sonya out of the swing and checked her pamper. She then playfully said, “Ew, stinky-butt. You need a fresh pamper.”

“The diaper bag is next to me,” Everett informed.

“Okay, thanks,” Allyson said politely as she moved towards the couch with Sonya in her arms.

Sonya continued to fuss as her pamper was being changed. As Allyson was finishing up, Ellen was returning with volume forty.

When Ellen saw that Everett was holding his breath, she grinned. As she took a seat next to him she asked, “You can’t handle Sonya’s smelly pamper, Everett?”

“I can’t,” Everett agreed before taking another breath and holding it.

In an amused tone, Allyson said, “Don’t worry, Everett. I’ll get rid of the pamper in a moment.”

Everett nodded, and as Allyson carried Sonya and the dirty pamper into the kitchen, he breathed normally.

Ellen turned her attention to the Legacy volume and turned to page thirty before reading.

(Elsabeth’s handwriting)

May 16, 1684.

I had stepped off the boat and onto Boston harbor fifteen minutes ago. I was supposed to have been greeted by my twin sister Agatha and her husband Caleb as soon as I had arrived. Hopefully they had just gotten the time wrong and not anything worse.

Anyway, my travel from London to Boston was great and I hope my travel back to London will be just as great.

I’ll write more later.

Agatha and Caleb’s house has three floors with several rooms and a large ballroom. Caleb is one of Boston’s finest lawyers and it shows that he’s doing well to provide for my sister.

Agatha has been trying to give Caleb kids since their marriage, but she keeps miscarrying after a few months.

Anyway, Caleb showed up alone within a short time after I had placed my volume back into my bag. I asked where was Agatha and he had expressed his concern for her.

“Agatha hasn’t been acting herself for several weeks,” he told me.

After reaching Agatha and Caleb’s house I had to agree. After only three years apart she had looked at me as if we had just met. She had also called me Elizabeth when my name is Elsabeth. When I questioned her about it, she gave me a poor reason about a woman in the area named Elizabeth and the name ‘Elizabeth’ just came out.

I don’t know what is going on with Agatha, but I’m not returning to London until I know my sister is okay.

I’ll write more later.

May 17, 1684.

I had gone to town today with Agatha this morning. The people here seem nice. Their accent is something I have to get use to though.

When Agatha wasn’t around, a few of the ladies had expressed their concerns for Agatha. They told me what Caleb had told me—about how Agatha hasn’t been acting herself for several weeks.

When I asked these ladies what was going on around the time my sister began to act differently they could only tell me about Rebecca.

According to these ladies, Rebecca was new in town and within a short time Agatha and Rebecca were close like sisters. Then Rebecca left town and that was when Agatha began to act strangely.

During the coach ride back to the house, I asked Agatha about Rebecca. Her face drew dire as if I had mentioned a ghost. Her expression then eased up before telling me that Rebecca had moved to New York.

My sister and I are twenty years old and I could tell since we were as young as five years old if my sister was lying to me or telling me the truth, but this time, I couldn’t tell.

Her gestures and her manner of speaking were not my sister’s. How could my sister have changed so much after being in the colonies for only three years?

I’ll write more later.

May 20, 1684.

I was looking through Agatha’s Legacy volumes today. The last entry that she made was on March 31, 1684. That’s not like Agatha not to write in her volumes. Anyway, the final entry that Agatha had made talked about an incantation that Rebecca was going to teach her.

Rebecca is a sorceress and Agatha had known her for only six weeks. Both of those facts greatly disturb me.

I’ll write more later.

Before I had the opportunity to ask Agatha my questions about Rebecca being a sorceress, three British soldiers had barged into the house while demanding to know Rebecca’s whereabouts.

Rebecca is a wanted person and her crime is witchcraft. I could tell that the soldiers didn’t believe Agatha when she told them that Rebecca had left for New York, but they had finally left without anything to show for their visit.

It was then my turn to ask questions and Agatha was less pleased with what I had wanted to know than what the soldiers had wanted.

We fought for at least an hour and she failed to give me a satisfying answer to any of my questions.

As Agatha was storming away from me, I concluded one thing.

I’ll write more later.

May 26, 1684.

When I wrote my last entry, I suspected that Agatha was being influenced by a powerful spirit.

To prove my suspicion I spent five days creating my first incantation—an incantation that will make a mirror capable of reflecting souls and spirits.

This morning I had cast that incantation on the mirror in the guest room that I’m using and then I invited Agatha in. When Agatha crossed in front of the mirror, a woman who I had never seen before had reflected back in the mirror. I expected to find something, but this was a total surprise, and my gawking at her reflection had drawn her attention to it.

“It’s been many centuries… twelve I think since I had seen my true reflection, and I had forgotten what I had looked like,” she said with no alarm.

“Who are you?” I quickly asked.

The woman wearing my sister’s body thought for a moment before saying, “My name changes when I change bodies, and I can’t remember my original name.” She then gestured towards the mirror while saying, “The name to that face.”

“Where’s my sister?!” I demanded.

“I killed her as I had done with Rebecca and the others who I had swapped bodies with, and I do this to remain young,” she answered before rattling off a short incantation that shattered and threw mirror pieces at me.

I immediately threw myself to the floor and the pieces went over my head and stuck into the wall.

I rattled off an incantation of my own and threw the woman—who was wearing my sister’s body as if it was a garment that could be easily changed and thrown out when it no longer suited her—out the window. I had meant to throw her against the wall and by the time I got to the window and looked out, my bad aim had allowed this stranger to flee rapidly down the road.

I ran quickly to the front door, but after reaching the outside, I lost track of her.

I went to Caleb’s office and told him what I had done and the results of it.

Caleb rounded up ten men and then scoured the city and the countryside for her. That has been more than twelve hours ago and they haven’t returned yet.

I’ll write more when there’s more to tell.

June 4, 1684.

The mystery woman, who had taken over my sister’s body, had done another body switch with a Mohawk shaman—a woman from the fourth wizard line. However, this time she left the shaman in my sister’s body wandering the countryside several miles outside of Boston. We knew she was a Mohawk woman because she was speaking her native language.

I’ll write more when there’s more to tell.

June 14, 1684.

The body thief is still out there and Caleb believes she is now hiding among the Indian tribe to the west. Caleb and his men dropped pursuit at the edge of the Indian Territory.

Orenda—the Mohawk shaman who is now possessing my sister’s body—fears that her tribe won’t accept her in her current state, so she agreed to stay with us ‘palefaces’. Caleb had set her up in one of the guest rooms.

As for me, there is no way that I’m going back to London while knowing that the sorceress who had killed my sister and stolen her body is out there and free to prey on other sorceresses, so I had sent word to England to send my personal belongings to me.

I’ll write more later.

“Ellen!” Everett called to grab her attention.

“What?” Ellen quickly asked in a confused tone while looking up from the volume.

“You’re breathing hard and you look pissed,” Everett pointed out.

“I am pissed,” Ellen grumbled.

“What’s in those pages?” Everett practically demanded to know.

“There’s a body thief out there—somewhere—and Elsabeth, one of my ancestors, had encountered her,” Ellen informed.

“A body thief?” Everett echoed in a confused tone.

“There’s something said in these pages about a sorceress who swaps bodies with other sorceresses like changing garments,” Ellen told him. “The sorceress has been doing it for centuries to remain young and when she got discovered she fled and hid among the Native Americans.”

“That’s why your great-grandma wants you to spot a sorceress from the fourth wizard line when you encounter one,” Everett guessed.

“I need to do more than that,” Ellen said. “I need the spell that Elsabeth had done to see souls and spirits in the mirror.” She gestured towards the book on incantations. “Let me have the spell book.”

“You’re not going to do spells after what you had told Harris?” Everett quickly questioned without handing over the book.

“I want to find the spell that will make a mirror capable of reflecting souls and spirits, and then I’m going to ask Harry to do it,” Ellen said as Harris stepped in with his plate of food and a glass of tea.

“Ask me to do what?” Harris questioned.

Allyson—while carrying Sonya and having Sonya drinking her bottle—followed Harris into the living room.

With volume forty open to page thirty, Ellen stood up with it and carried it to Harris while saying, “There’s a sorceress out there who’s been stealing bodies for centuries in order to remain young.”

“What are you talking about?” Harris quickly asked in an unknowledgeable tone.

“Read this,” Ellen insisted as she gestured towards the page. “This will tell you what I’m talking about.”

“Hold on,” Harris said before he went to put his plate and drink down on the coffee table.

Allyson sat down on the armchair with Sonya while Sonya drank her formula.

Once Harris’s hands were free, he took the volume from Ellen and began reading.

Everett looked through the book on incantations while looking for the incantation that Ellen had wanted to do.

Ellen waited for a short time before saying, “I would like for you to do the incantation for me that Elsabeth had done back then.”

“Hold on,” Harris said before finishing what Ellen had wanted him to read.

When Harris looked up from the book, Ellen added, “I want to look at Jessica and Karla in a mirror that is capable of seeing souls and spirits.”

Harris took a breath before asking, “And you’re going to invite them to the house and have them gaze into a mirror?”

Ellen thought for a moment before saying, “A compact mirror should work—and discreet.”

Harris slightly sighed before asking, “Is the incantation even in the book on incantations?”

“I could be wrong, but I think this is it,” Everett informed while lifting up the book on incantations.

Harris stepped up to Everett and after being handed the book, he read over the incantation.

The incantation didn’t take very long to read through and once Harris was done, he said, “This is it and it looks simple enough to do. But do you have a compact mirror to do the incantation on?”

Ellen slightly cringed before saying, “Actually I use the mirror in the school’s bathroom when I need to look into the mirror.”

“There’s one in my purse that you can have,” Allyson told Ellen. “And my purse is on the kitchen table.”

“Okay, thanks,” Ellen said gratefully before walking towards the kitchen.

Harris read over the incantation again, and when Ellen was returning with the compact mirror he said, “According to this incantation the only requirement before reciting the words is to draw three symbols in blood on the glass of the mirror—and I’m guessing anyone’s blood can be use, so I’ll prick my finger for the blood. Anyway, if the incantation is done correctly, the blood will seem to melt into the glass while changing the tint of the glass to a reddish color.”

Ellen opened up the compact mirror to see how wide its surface diameter was before asking, “How big do the symbols have to be?”

“It doesn’t say,” Harris said. “I’ll use a straight pin to prick my finger, and then I’ll use it to make the symbols.”

“Okay,” Ellen agreed. “Where’s a pin?”

“There’s a sewing kit in the kitchen cabinet alongside the bandages and alcohol,” Allyson supplied. “And I think that you guys should do the spell in the kitchen and away from Sonya.”

Ellen embarrassingly grinned before saying, “Right. I didn’t think of that.”

“Yes, well, you need to start thinking about that when you begin learning it,” Allyson told her.

“I will,” Ellen insisted.

“Okay, Ellen,” Harris began. Everett stood up. “Let’s get this over with.”

Ellen went into the kitchen first followed by Everett and then Harris. Harris was carrying the book on incantations.

Ellen and Everett stopped walking near the kitchen table. Harris put the book down on the table and then continued to the cabinet and got out a straight pin from the sewing kit.

Ellen handed Harris the compact mirror when he stepped up, and once Harris had the mirror, he took a seat at the table.

Ellen and Everett sat also and watched as Harris pricked his finger.

Once a nice bubble of blood was formed on Harris’s finger, Harris—while referring to the book—drew the symbols in blood onto the compact mirror. Once the symbols had been drawn out, he recited the incantation while reading from the book.

The incantation was four lines long, and once Harris said it in its entirety the blood spread itself into a thin layer while coating the entire mirror. Before everyone’s eyes, the redness of the blood changed from a red film over the glass to the glass itself being a reddish color.

Once the incantation was complete, Harris touched the mirror before saying, “It’s done. And if vampires really do exist and don’t have souls, I wonder if this was where the thought of them not having reflections came about.”

“Hey, that’s an interesting thought,” Ellen agreed.

“Wait!” Everett uttered. “Vampires are real?!”

Ellen shrugged before saying, “We don’t know for sure, but they’re rumored to be true.”

“They’re rumored to be true?” Everett echoed.

Harris was handing Ellen the compact mirror while saying, “The witches and wizards who care nothing about human life will perform vampiric acts when doing their spells. However, during the 1300’s a large number of vampiric acts were reported in one of the Italian cities and according to the Legacy volumes there were no witches or wizards in that city during the time of those deaths.”

“Great!” Everett sarcastically uttered. “So much for not having nightmares tonight.”

Ellen rubbed Everett’s arm in a consoling manner without saying a word. Everett grinned before leaning in and giving Ellen a passionate kiss.

“Okay, well, I’m going to eat while my food is still relatively warm,” Harris said while standing. He then stepped away.

Ellen ended the kiss before saying, “I want to get back to decoding that code sheet.”

“Alright,” Everett agreed as he and Ellen stood up.

Everett picked up the book on incantations from the table and then gestured for Ellen to leave the kitchen first. Ellen pleasantly grinned before walking into the living room followed by Everett.

After taking their seats on the couch, Everett searched the book on incantations for the proper line, and then slowly read the line aloud for Ellen to write down.

“Everett, if you’re at all magically endowed you might not want to read those lines out loud,” Harris warned after hearing the first line.

“We could accidentally activate a spell?” Ellen questioned.

“Honestly, I don’t know, but we shouldn’t risk it,” Harris told her.

“Right,” Ellen agreed as Harris took a bite of his fish.

“We have eight more to decipher and we can take turns writing them out,” Everett suggested.

“Sure; we can do that,” Ellen agreed politely. “I’ll write out the next two and then you can write out the two after that.”

“Okay,” Everett agreed. Ellen took the book and as she went to write out the next line, Everett had a thought. “Hey, are werewolves real?”

Ellen took a breath to answer, but before she could, Harris was the one to explain about the liken incantation.

After Everett learned about the likens, the venomous likens and how the full moon gave strength to wizards and witches, he said, “I read somewhere that certain spells can only work during a certain moon phase.”

“True,” Harris confirmed. “Those spells are called precision incantations and they are also the only type of spells that a wizard or a sorceress can’t perform.”

“Why not?” Ellen and Everett asked as Ellen looked up from what she was doing.

“All precision incantations are minor incantations, and when a wizard attempts to perform one… well, for a lack of a better analogy, it would be like flooding a carburetor engine.” When a confused expression came across Ellen’s face, Harris grinned before explaining, “Too much fuel in the carburetor will keep the engine from starting.”

Ellen grinned before asking, “So what would a wizard or a sorceress do if he or she needs to perform a precision incantation?”

“A lot of partisans would learn witchcraft as well, so a partisan with the knowledge of witchcraft would perform it… or the wizard or sorceress would cast another spell that would produce the same results,” Harris explained.

“Huh,” Ellen let out in an impressed tone before going back to what she was doing. Harris just grinned.



Chapter Eighteen 

It took Ellen and Everett more than thirty minutes to decode everything on the sheet of paper that Spencer had given Ellen.

Harris looked over the ten incantations that were created before saying, “These are definitely vivacious incantations… and they look very impressive.”

“Thanks,” Ellen said with a pleasant grin.

“Do you mind if I send Sadie a copy of these?” Harris requested.

“I don’t mind,” Ellen assured him. “I trust you and your judgment.”

“Thanks,” Harris said with a grin.

“So what do those spells do?” Everett asked.

“Okay, well, most of these will forever defensively enhance the wizard or the witch who would cast it,” Harris began before explaining what seven of the ten incantations would do. He couldn’t figure out what three of the incantations would do, but he was hoping that Sadie could.

After Harris explained what the incantations would do, Allyson said, “Everett. Ellen. It’s getting late. Ellen, if you have homework to do, you don’t have much time to get it done.”

Ellen and Everett looked at the clock in the room before Everett said, “I have homework that I should be doing as well. Can someone give me a lift home?”

“I’ll drive you home,” Harris volunteered.

“Thanks,” Everett said.

“I’ll go with you guys,” Ellen added.

“Okay,” Harris said while he, Ellen and Everett stood up.

Harris gave Allyson a quick kiss before he, Ellen and Everett left the house.

Everett’s navigational directions to his two-story house took them past the department store and Lester’s Pet Store, and after Harris drove four more blocks into the residential area, they came to Everett’s house.

Megan was sitting at her desk in her room on the second floor while doing her homework when a car pulled up in front of the house and caught her attention.

Megan got up and went to the window. When she looked out, she saw Ellen and Everett getting out of the car.

“Everett was eating supper with her?” Megan wondered aloud before she watched Everett stepping up to Ellen and giving her a kiss. “Oh my God!”

Megan watched Ellen and Everett as they said their ‘goodbyes’ and when she saw Everett walking towards the front door, she left her room and made her way downstairs.

Lance was sitting on the couch and watching TV in the living room. When Everett entered the room with his book bag, Lance asked, “So how was dinner?”

“It was good,” Everett replied as Megan walked into the living room. Everett turned to look and saw the curious stare that Megan was giving him. “What?”

“I thought Miss Kansas City was bad news,” Megan pointed out as Kristen was entering the room. “At least that was what you had said last night, and then I saw you kissing her out front.”

“You were kissing that girl we saw last night, who had stopped Sergeant from hurting someone?” Kristen questioned as Everett was putting down his book bag on the couch.

“Her name is Ellen, and she and I had talked at school today,” Everett informed. “I was very wrong about her. She’s not what I thought she was.”

“And now Ellen is your girlfriend?” Megan asked curiously.

After a slight hesitation, Everett finally said, “Ye… yeah.”

Lance scooted to the edge of his seat before asking, “What all do you know about this girl?”

“I know pretty much actually,” Everett replied.

“Such as?” Lance prompted.

“Her name is Ellen Anderson,” Everett began. “She lives with Harris and Allyson Bradley. Harris’s sister was married to Ellen’s brother…”

“Wait!” Lance quickly interrupted with. “She lives with her sister-in-law’s family?”

“She does.”

“That’s unusual,” Lance informed.

“Well, Ellen’s brother and sister-in-law were Ellen’s legal guardians, and two Tuesdays ago they were killed in an auto accident. Ellen’s sister-in-law was also eight months pregnant…”

“With Sonya,” Megan guessed.

Everett glanced at Megan before continuing with, “Yes, with Sonya. Ellen’s sister-in-law lived long enough for Sonya to be born.”

“And Sonya would be the baby who Ellen was pushing in the baby stroller yesterday?” Kristen asked.

“Yes,” Everett confirmed.

“So I take it that Ellen has no living blood relatives other than Sonya,” Lance assumed.

“Actually, Ellen’s dad is alive and living in Independence, Missouri, and her dad’s brother is also alive and just moved to Kansas City, Missouri.”

“Ellen’s father allowed Ellen to move here with his daughter-in-law’s relative instead of having Ellen living with him?” Kristen asked.

“It was Ellen’s choice,” Everett informed. “In fact, Ellen wants very little to do with her dad and uncle.”

“Why?” Lance quickly asked.

Everett thought for a second before saying, “The reason why might be a personal subject that I shouldn’t be discussing.” 

“Did her father or uncle sexually abuse her?” Megan asked. 

“No!” Everett uttered. “God no! And a ten-year-old is too young to be even thinking like that.”

“I hear things,” Megan confessed.

“And we’ll be talking later to find out what else you might be hearing,” Kristen told her.

Megan smirked before saying sarcastically, “I can’t wait.”

As Kristen was shooting Megan a warning look, Lance asked, “So what is the reason? And I don’t care if it’s a personal subject or not.”

Everett sighed before saying, “Before Ellen was born… in fact, at the time when Ellen’s mom…”

“Megan,” Megan interrupted with. When everyone shot her a curious look, she continued with, “Ellen told me and Everett that her mom’s name was also Megan.”

“Anyway,” Everett uttered while ignoring the interruption.  “At the time when Ellen’s mom Megan was pregnant with Ellen, Ellen’s dad and her grandpa had kidnapped her brothers and her only sister… I can’t remember how many brothers.  Anyway, while Ellen’s dad was trying to outrun the law, he got involved in an auto accident that killed everyone, except for him and Ellen’s oldest brother… which Ellen’s oldest brother is Sonya’s father. Anyway, her dad went to prison for multiple counts of involuntary manslaughter and was released from prison three years ago.”

“Do you know the name of Ellen’s dad?” Lance asked.

Everett thought for a second before saying, “I don’t think Ellen had said. I do know that Ellen’s dad and Ellen’s uncle are twin brothers.”

“What’s Ellen’s brother’s name?”

“I want to say Mike,” Everett replied. “I’m not certain though.”

“And how old is Ellen?” Lance asked.

“Sixteen,” Everett replied.

“And when did she turn sixteen?” Lance asked.

“July 19th,” Everett told him.

“She drives?” Megan was the one to ask.

Everett shot Megan a confused look while saying, “She doesn’t. And as far as I know she doesn’t have a driver’s license.”

“Why not?” Megan asked.

“Megan!” Kristen called. “Is your homework done?”

“Almost,” Megan replied.

“Well go do it,” Kristen ordered.

“Fine,” Megan grumbled before walking away.

Before Megan could leave, Lance said, “Megan did have a good question. Why doesn’t Ellen have her driver’s license?”

“I never asked and she never said,” Everett replied as Megan was leaving the room; however, Megan stopped outside the room and listened.

“What else can you tell me about Ellen?” Lance prompted.

Everett shrugged before saying, “She’s a nice girl and I like her.”

“Yes, well, I hope you’re smart enough not to get this nice girl pregnant,” Lance told him.

“I am, Dad,” Everett assured him.

“Yesterday you had told me that she has a pink aura,” Kristen reminded him.

“She does,” Everett agreed. “She’s a nice person though.”

“So you were wrong about what colorful auras mean?” Kristen asked.

“Yeah… I guess I was,” Everett lied with a tell.

Lance saw the tell and pointed out, “You don’t believe that you’re wrong, but you’re confessing that you were.” Everett just stared nervously at Lance. “Why?”

Everett slightly hesitated to say, “Because Ellen is a nice person in spite of her pink aura. So I might be right about what it means for someone to have a colorful aura, but I was wrong to think that everyone with a colorful aura is ominous.”

“I would like to meet Ellen,” Kristen informed.

“So do I,” Lance said.

“I want you to invite her over tomorrow for dinner,” Kristen added.

“Okay,” Everett agreed. “I will invite her. Now is the interrogation over?”

“Where’s Ellen’s mom right now?” Lance asked as an afterthought.

“She died of a brain tumor last June,” Everett replied.  “Now is that it?”

“Can you think of anything else to tell me about Ellen?”  Lance asked.

Everett shrugged before saying, “That’s all I can think of… and I do have homework that I need to do.”

As Everett was picking up his book bag, Lance told him, “I’m done with the questions, so go do your homework.” Lance then spoke louder. “Megan, go do yours too and quit eavesdropping.”

Megan stepped in before asking, “How did you know that I was still here?”

“I have good hearing, Sweetie, and I can determine where you are at from the sound of your footsteps,” Lance pointed out. “And your footsteps stopped just outside the door.”

“So you’ll have to walk away and then…” Everett was only able to get out.

“Everett!” Lance uttered. “Don’t be teaching her how to be sneaky. And both of you, go do your homework.”

“Let’s go, Megan,” Everett said while gesturing for Megan to exit first. When Megan left the room Everett followed.

Lance stood and followed Everett for a short distance to make sure that Everett and Megan were actually walking away. As he stepped back into the living room he told Kristen, “Once I get to the station tomorrow, I’ll see if I can get more info on Ellen Anderson.”

“If Everett learns that you’re checking up on his girlfriend he may never forgive you,” Kristen pointed out.

“He believes that Ellen is a witch, but not an ominous one,” Lance countered. “Everett’s girlfriend or not I want to learn more about Ellen.”

“Please keep it discreet,” Kristen requested.

“I will,” Lance promised.

“Okay.” Kristen gestured towards the couch while continuing with, “I’ll join you on the couch and watch TV.”

Lance nodded before he and Kristen sat on the couch and cuddled.

After Ellen and Harris returned home, Ellen checked her Emails and saw an Email from Sadie. After opening the Email she saw that the answer to her question was, 

Ellen, 

In ‘The Wizards of Buckingham’ there are a few incantations that can disguise a murder as a suicide, but one that would compel someone to commit suicide isn’t anything I have in my book.

I hope that had answered your question.

        Sadie.

Ellen also had Emails from her dad, Billie, Marcie, Rayray, Jeanie and a few other friends from Kansas City. She went through her Emails one at a time and answered them. After answering the last Email, she did her homework, read for an hour in one of the Legacy volumes and then went to bed.

Wednesday morning, minutes before the first class was to begin, Ellen was walking to her locker with her book bag and the small purse that Allyson had given her. As Ellen was approaching her locker, she saw that Everett had beaten her there.

As Ellen stepped up to Everett, she tapped him on his shoulder, which made him jump. Ellen slightly jumped as well from Everett’s abrupt movement and when Everett jerked around to look, Ellen questioned in a concerned tone, “Are you okay?”

“Will you please make a noise when stepping up behind me?” Everett requested strongly. “And yes, I’m okay.”

“I’m sorry; I didn’t mean to startle you,” Ellen assured him. 

“I know,” Everett said with slight regret in his voice. “I just don’t like being snuck up on and startled.”

“So I gathered,” Ellen told him. “So how was your night?”

Everett slightly grinned before saying, “It was nice. And thank you for not prying as to why I don’t like being snuck up on.” Ellen grinned before nodding. Everett took hold of Ellen’s hand before continuing with, “My mom wants you to come over for dinner tonight.” A slightly surprised expression came across Ellen’s face. “And… and I would like that too.”

Ellen grinned, and after a short deliberation, she said, “I will have to call Allyson and let her know not to pick me up after school.”

Everett grinned before saying, “Of course.” He then leaned in and gave Ellen a kiss.

Ellen and Everett broke the kiss when Danny cleared his throat. As the two separated Ellen said, “Morning, Danny.”

“Hey, Danny,” Everett said while overlapping Ellen.

“I see that you two had gotten better acquainted,” Danny said while continuing to his locker.

“Yes,” Ellen agreed in an amused tone as she moved to her locker. “So how are you doing, Danny?”

“Good,” Danny replied. “And you two?”

“Good,” Ellen and Everett echoed.

“I’ll walk you to your first class,” Everett told Ellen as Ellen was opening her locker.

“I rather that you didn’t walk me to class,” Danny joked before Ellen could respond. “People might talk.”

Everett shot Danny a confused look before correcting, “I will walk Ellen to her first class; not you.”

“I’m joking with you, man,” Danny said in an amused tone. “I knew you were talking to Ellen.”

“Okay, Everett,” Ellen finally told him in an amused tone while putting up what she needed to put up and keeping her purse, her history book and her five-course notebook.

Just after Ellen and Everett began walking towards Ellen’s first class, Everett hesitated to say, “My dad… Detective Delaney interrogated me about you; about your dad; about why you weren’t living with him.”

“Okay,” Ellen said in a tone as if she didn’t know what Everett was getting at.

“I told him… about your dad and… and siblings. I told him everything that you had told me.”

“That’s fine,” Ellen assured him. “He’s your dad, and being that your dad is a police detective, he’s most likely less trusting of strangers. And I have no problems with your dad knowing.” 

“Okay,” Everett said in a relieved tone.

“Ooh, but there might be something I need to tell you about my dad before your dad tells you,” Ellen confessed.

“What’s that?”

“Before my dad had kidnapped my brothers and sister, he worked for a man named Clayton Seawall.”

Okay,” Everett said in a confused tone. “Who’s Clayton Seawall?”

“Before sixteen… seventeen years ago, he was Kansas City’s top drug lord-slash-weapons dealer-slash-murderer,” Ellen replied. “After the accident that killed my brothers and sister, my dad took a plea bargain and helped send Clayton Seawall to prison. In fact, that’s why my dad had only gotten thirteen years in prison and not more.”

“So your dad has killed people?” Everett asked.

“No,” Ellen answered quickly. “He claims that he had never killed deliberately; however, his job for Clayton Seawall was cleaning up evidence of any crime that Clayton had committed and disposing of the bodies of whom Clayton had killed. And as I said, I wanted you to hear this from me and not your dad.”

Everett took Ellen’s hand and held it while saying, “It’s fine.”

Ellen grinned, and while continuing to hold Everett’s hand as they walked, she started a casual conversation. As they were approaching the classroom, Jessica was approaching as well from the opposite direction.

Ellen saw the curious expression on Jessica’s face towards her and Everett being together, but chose to ignore it along with any suspicions of Jessica being the one who was hurting people.

“Good morning, Jess,” Ellen told her.

Jessica was looking at Everett before shaking off her thought. She then looked towards Ellen while saying in a confused tone, “Yeah. Good morning. Are you two… what?”

Ellen slightly lifted Everett’s hand while saying, “We have plans to see a movie this Friday.”

“Cool,” Jessica said in a tone as if she didn’t know what else to say. She then gestured towards the classroom. “Well, I’m going to class.”

“I’ll be right behind you,” Ellen told her. Jessica just politely grinned before turning towards the classroom.

As Jessica was walking into the classroom, Everett said, “I’d better get to class.”

Ellen nodded while saying, “See ya in gym class.”

“See ya,” Everett echoed before giving Ellen a quick kiss. He and Ellen then went their respective ways.

Except for two students, Ellen’s classmates had beaten her to the classroom, and most of them were chatting to their neighboring classmate.

“Good morning,” Calvin told Ellen as she was putting her book and notebook down on the desk.

“Good morning,” Ellen echoed before taking her seat.

After Ellen got settled she pulled out the compact mirror from her purse. She then tried for a short time to capture Jessica’s reflection in the mirror, but because of the distance between the two, she couldn’t properly see Jessica’s reflection. However, with what she could see around her, everything and everyone had looked normal.

“That’s an odd color mirror,” Calvin said while seeing it just before Ellen was able to put it away.

“Yes,” Ellen agreed while putting the mirror back into her purse.

“What were you doing with it?” Calvin questioned.

“What do you mean?” Ellen asked while acting oblivious to what he was asking.

“It seemed as though you were trying to look at people through it,” Calvin pointed out.

“Oh, uh… no,” Ellen said while acting as if what he was getting at had suddenly registered. “I thought I had an eyelash in my eye and I was just trying to get the best lighting, but there’s not… an eyelash in my eye I mean.”

Calvin politely nodded while saying, “Okay. So, Ellen, did you leave any broken hearts in Kansas City when you left?”

Ellen gave Calvin a curious look before shrugging and saying, “I didn’t have or don’t have a boyfriend in Kansas City if that’s what you mean.” When she saw a pleasant grin coming across Calvin’s face she added, “Which is good, considering that I have a date this Friday with Everett Delaney.”

“Everett?” Calvin questioned in a surprised tone. Ellen nodded with a polite grin. “Since you’re new to this school, I should warn you that Everett has superstitious beliefs.”

“What kind of superstitious beliefs?” Ellen prompted.

“His grandma had committed suicide and that’s a fact, but he swears that witchcraft had made her do it,” Calvin informed. “And to top that, he believes that Jessica’s grandfather was the warlock that made it happen. Now, because of his idiotic beliefs over certain people being warlocks and witches, Ted and Andy are his only friends. And I think that is due to the fact that all three of them knew each other since preschool.”

“Ted and Andy aren’t his only friends,” Ellen corrected.

“Okay, fine, there may be a few people who will tolerate him, but Ted and Andy are his only real friends,” Calvin insisted.

“No, they’re not,” Ellen countered.

“Who else then?” Calvin questioned in a tone as if it was a hard challenge.

“Me,” Ellen said smugly.

“You’re going to claim him as a friend after hearing about his superstitious beliefs?” Calvin questioned.

“Sure,” Ellen assured him. “His superstitious beliefs don’t bother me.”

“Okay… but don’t say I didn’t warn you,” Calvin retorted as the class bell rang for the class to begin.

“Consider me warned,” Ellen said politely.

“Okay, quiet down,” Mr. Guilford ordered the class. He then waited for all eyes to turn towards him before continuing.

Mr. Guildford went right into his lecture without taking roll, and several seconds into it, the final two students dashed in. Mr. Guildford just gave them cross looks without interrupting what he was saying.

After class, as Ellen was walking out into the hall, Jessica caught up with her and questioned, “Everett? Really?” Ellen shot her a confused look. “You’re really going to go to the movies with him?”

“Yes. I know he’s superstitious, but he’s also a nice person,” Ellen defended.

“He accuses my sister and me of being witches,” Jessica pointed out as she studied Ellen’s reaction.

“Yes; that has been mentioned to me,” Ellen agreed. “But until I see you or Karla on a broomstick and threatening a small terrier I can’t care less about his accusations.”

Jessica stared skeptically at Ellen for a moment before questioning, “You said that you saw your grandfather’s birthmark?”

“From a photo,” Ellen said. “He died before I was born.”

“Okay, well, did you notice which of the three freckles was the darkest?” Jessica questioned.

Ellen pretended to think about it for a brief moment before asking, “What does that matter?”

“Please just humor me,” Jessica quickly requested.

Ellen sighed before pretending to think about it some more. After a few seconds she confessed, “The top freckle. So what does that mean?”

“Nothing important,” Jessica answered quickly.

“Okay,” Ellen skeptically said before letting it drop.

“So what movie are you and Everett going to go see?” Jessica asked while changing the subject to a casual one. Ellen grinned before answering her.

Once Ellen and Jessica reached their lockers, Ellen began rubbing her eye as if there was an eyelash in it. She rubbed her eye for a short time before pulling out her compact mirror and pretending to check her eye for an eyelash.

Jessica’s and Karla’s reflections were close enough to be captured in the mirror, and after seeing what she needed to see, she slightly huffed in disappointment when she saw that their reflections were normal.

“Are you okay there, Ellen?” Karla asked while seeing her with the mirror.

“Yeah… I’m fine,” Ellen answered politely as she put the mirror away. “I thought I had an eyelash in my eye, but there’s not.”

“Okay,” Karla politely said before starting a casual conversation.

In Saint Louis, the school nurse at Tony’s school had called Wendi to inform her that Tony was running a fever and was being sent home.

Minutes later, on a cot not far from the nurse, Tony had drifted off to sleep and began dreaming that he was accompanying Ellen as Ellen moved from place to place during the daylight hours.

“What are we looking for again?” Tony asked as they entered a building.

“Geppetto’s ghost,” Ellen replied. “It’s around here somewhere.”

“And who’s Geppetto again?”

“He’s Pinocchio’s father,” Ellen replied as they were walking towards a puppet-looking man behind a courtesy desk.

As they moved closer to the man, the man’s appearance had changed from a puppet to a person.

As Ellen and Tony stepped up, the man asked, “Can I help you?”

“Where did he go?” Ellen demanded.

“Where did who go?” the man politely asked.

“Geppetto,” Ellen supplied before gesturing towards the man. “He was just standing right where you are now.”

“You’re wrong,” the man said while noticing the view out the window. “Hey! When did the sun sneak out?”

Ellen followed the man’s gaze before saying, “It’s been out for hours.” She then faced the man again before continuing. “You don’t know because you were just turned into a real boy.”

“You’re wrong,” the man insisted. “I had always been a real boy, but sometimes at night my mind will be attacked by invisible bees. When the invisible bees attack is when the sun sneaks out.”

“What you hear at night aren’t invisible bees, Pinocchio’s brother,” Ellen informed. “Geppetto’s ghost whispers a prayer in your ear and then he takes control of you.”

“You’re wrong,” the man insisted. “I’m not Pinocchio’s brother.”

“Okay, I’m wrong, but when the invisible bees return say this prayer,” Ellen told him before whispering into his ear. “That prayer won’t stop Geppetto’s ghost from controlling you, but it will help you to see the truth. And when you do see the truth, call me.”

“Why should I call you?” the man asked.

“I want to stop Geppetto’s ghost from turning you back into a puppet,” Ellen told the man.

“But I’m no puppet,” the man insisted.

“No, not right now,” Ellen told him. “But soon Geppetto’s ghost will turn you… or perhaps another person into a puppet. I want to stop him from turning people into puppets. So call me when you see Geppetto’s ghost.”

“Fine, I’ll call you,” the man finally agreed.

Ellen faced Tony before saying, “Tony. Tony…”

“Tony, wake up,” Wendi uttered while shaking Tony awake.

Tony shot up into a sitting position while uttering, “Ellen!” 

Wendi amusingly grinned before brushing his hair back and asking, “Were you dreaming of Ellen, Sweetie?”

Tony relaxed when he realized that he was in the nurse’s office. He then nodded while saying, “I was dreaming that I was with her and we were looking for Geppetto’s ghost.”

“Looking for ghosts,” the nurse said. “It sounds as though you had a nightmare.”

“We weren’t looking for just any ghost,” Tony corrected as he remained sitting on the cot. “We were looking for Geppetto’s ghost.”

“Okay,” Wendi said in a tone as if to play along. “Why were you and Ellen looking for Geppetto’s ghost?”

“Ellen wanted to stop Geppetto’s ghost from turning people into puppets,” Tony said.

“I never heard of Pinocchio giving kids nightmares before,” the nurse said.

“Pinocchio?” Wendi questioned in a confused tone.

“The show ‘Pinocchio’,” the nurse confirmed while nodding.

“I saw Pinocchio as a kid, and the only thing I really remember of it is that there’s a donkey and a whale in the story and that Pinocchio’s nose grew,” Wendi supplied. “At least I think that there’s a donkey and a whale.”

The nurse grinned before saying, “Geppetto was the woodcarver who carved out Pinocchio from a talking pinewood log and for all intents and purposes Geppetto was Pinocchio’s father.”

“Okay, I understand that Tony’s dream characters are from Pinocchio,” Wendi began. “But here’s the thing. Tony has never seen Pinocchio.”

“Perhaps he’d seen it at a friend’s house,” the nurse guessed.

“No, he tells me every movie he watches and Pinocchio wasn’t one of them,” Wendi said.

“Then how do you explain Tony’s dream?” the nurse questioned.

“I can’t and right now my only concern is getting Tony home and to get his fever down,” Wendi said.

“Of course,” the nurse said with a polite nod.

“Tony, let’s go,” Wendi ordered.

“Okay,” Tony said while getting down from the cot.

“I hope you feel better soon, Tony,” the nurse told him.

“Me too,” Tony said.

Wendi grinned before saying, “The proper response is ‘thanks’ or ‘thank you’, and then you can add ‘me too’.”

“Thanks,” Tony replied.

“Bye,” Wendi told the nurse.

“Bye,” the nurse echoed before Wendi and Tony could leave the nurse’s office.

During the walk to Wendi’s Jeep, Wendi had Tony to tell her about his dream in detail. Once Wendi and Tony got comfortable in the Jeep, Wendi pulled out her cell phone and called Harris and Allyson’s number.

When the answering machine came on, Wendi left the message, “Harry. Allyson. It’s Wendi. Call me.” She then left her number.



Chapter Nineteen 

At the beginning of the second lunch period at school, Ellen went through the food-line with Everett, Andy and Ted.

After leaving the food-line, Ellen, Everett, Andy and Ted— while carrying their food trays—were walking in the direction of Karla’s table. Karla’s normal lunch buddies—Dawn, Gary and Derek—were sitting with her.

Ellen saw Karla and Dawn whispering to each other before Karla called out, “Ellen… and friends!”

“What do you want, Karla?” Everett quickly asked in an unpleasant tone.

“Be nice,” Ellen ordered as she, Everett, Andy and Ted stopped next to Karla’s table.

“I’m trying another time to bury the hatchet,” Karla said while looking at Everett. “And I’m inviting all four of you to sit with us.”

Everett gestured towards another table, but before he could respond with more than that, Ellen shot him a warning look while saying, “We’d love to, and we will.”

“Yes,” Everett agreed in a tone as if any other answer would be unpleasant for him with Ellen. Everett turned away from Ellen and looked at Karla while continuing with, “We’ll join you.”

“Excellent,” Karla said before she and the others shifted to make room.

Ellen sat next to Karla with her food while Everett sat down on Ellen’s other side with his food. Andy and Ted sat between Dawn and Gary with their food.

“So how is everyone?” Gary asked.

“I’m good,” Ellen said followed by the others.

“So what was everyone discussing before we came?” Ellen continued.

Karla, Dawn, Gary and Derek hesitated before Derek volunteered, “We were discussing to get a group together this Friday evening and go to the movies… we haven’t decided on the movie though.”

“Oh,” Ellen began. “Everett and I are going to see ‘The Devil’s Final Seal’ this Friday.”

“I saw the trailer for that and it’s too scary for me,” Dawn quickly said as Ellen took a bite of food. “So I won’t be going to that.”

“Well, it’s also rated ‘R’,” Derek pointed out. “And no offence, Ellen, but you barely look old enough to pass for sixteen.”

Ellen shot Derek a smirk as Everett said, “We can get in with an adult supervision and my mom has agreed to be the adult.”

“So your mom is giving you permission to see it?” Dawn questioned rhetorically.

“Ooh, that reminds me!” Ellen quickly uttered. Everyone gave Ellen a curious look. “Does anyone have a cell phone that I can borrow? I need to call Allyson and tell her that I’ll be eating dinner with Everett tonight.”

“Wow,” Karla let out. “Movies Friday and dinner tonight.” 

“What’s your point?” Everett snapped.

“Everett,” Ellen began in a patient tone, “I’m sure Karla didn’t make note of that to start anything.”

“I didn’t,” Karla quickly agreed. “I’m just a little surprised as to how fast you two are moving.”

“It’s just a couple of dates,” Everett pointed out.

“Okay,” Karla said in a tone as if to appease Everett.

“So ‘no’ on the cell phone?” Ellen questioned before Everett could respond.

“Wait, I have one you can use,” Karla volunteered before going into her purse.

Karla pulled out her phone and as she was handing it to Ellen, Ellen said, “Thanks.”

“No problem,” Karla said.

Ellen turned on the phone and dialed the daycare number. After Stacie answered with her name and the name of the daycare, Ellen said, “Stacie, it’s Ellen.”

“Ellen, what’s wrong?” Stacie demanded.

“There’s nothing wrong,” Ellen quickly assured her. “Everett has invited me to his house for dinner. I’m going home with him after school, so I won’t need a ride after school today.”

“Oh,” Stacie let out in a slightly relieved tone.

“So where’s Allyson? I need to tell her what I had just told you.”

“She’s running an errand right now,” Stacie informed Ellen. “When she gets back, I’ll let her know.”

“Okay, thanks,” Ellen said. “Bye.” After hanging up, she held out the phone for Karla to take. “Thanks again.”

“Again no problem,” Karla told her.

“So what other movies do you like other than horror movies?” Derek prompted.

“As long as the plot looks interesting enough, I’ll watch any genre,” Ellen replied.

“I know a few good movies for you to watch then,” Gary said before naming off a list of movies.

Dawn, Karla, Derek, Andy and Ted named off several movies as well, and in spite of how casual the conversation became, Ellen saw that Everett had remained tense.

Allyson got home with Sonya around 2:00 P.M. She placed Sonya in the swing, turned on the stereo and then checked the messages on the answering machine. When she heard Wendi’s message she called her back.

Just after Wendi answered, she told Allyson about Tony’s dream first and then their conversation turned casual. They talked for an hour before hanging up.

At the end of Ellen’s school day, Ellen and Everett left the school building together while having a casual conversation. Everett was the one doing the talking when the two exited the building, and when Everett saw his dad talking to one of the teachers not far from him, he abruptly stopped speaking, along with stopping in his tracks and staring curiously.

Ellen had stopped walking when Everett did and followed his gaze before asking, “What’s wrong?”

“My dad is talking to Mr. Weber.”

“That would be helpful information if I knew who Mr. Weber is,” Ellen pointed out.

Everett slightly grunted in annoyance before saying, “My dad is in the blue suit and Mr. Weber is in the gray suit.”

“Gotcha,” Ellen said while giving him the thumbs-up sign.

“Let’s go find out why my dad’s here,” Everett suggested before walking towards him. Ellen walked at his side.

Mr. Weber was facing in Ellen and Everett’s direction as they approached while Lance was facing in the other direction. 

“Here comes your boy now,” Mr. Weber supplied. As Lance turned to look, Mr. Weber spoke loud enough for Everett to hear. “How are you doing in science this year, Everett?”

Everett shrugged before saying, “B’s mainly and one C.”

“Well, that’s a slight improvement from last year,” Mr. Weber said as Ellen and Everett were stepping up.

“It is,” Everett agreed.

“I knew you could do it and that’s why I had stayed on you about it,” Mr. Weber said.

“Yes,” Everett said in a tone as if he didn’t know what else to say. He then turned his attention towards his dad. “So, Dad. Why are you here?”

“I thought I’d give you and Ellen a ride home,” Lance said while looking at Ellen. “You are Ellen, correct?”

“Correct,” Ellen confirmed with a polite grin.

“You usually don’t get off duty until after six,” Everett pointed out.

“I’m still on duty, and my captain doesn’t mind that I run personal errands as long as they are short and they don’t interfere with my duties.”

“Okay,” Everett said.

“Plus I wasn’t sure if Ellen was going to be at the house once I got off duty and I had wanted to get to know her a little,” Lance added.

“Super,” Everett said in an unenthusiastic tone.

“Lance, it was nice seeing you, but I need to get going,” Mr. Weber said.

Everett gave Mr. Weber a curious look just before his dad said, “Okay, Bob. Nice seeing you.”

Mr. Weber nodded with a wave. As he was walking away, Everett pointed out, “You and Mr. Weber talk as if you two are old friends.”

“Your Uncle Geoff had dated his sister back in high school,” Lance informed.

“I did not know that.”

“He didn’t make the connection that you were my son until late into your freshmen year as well,” Lance said before gesturing towards the street. “Anyway, are you and Ellen ready?”

“I’m ready,” Ellen said first.

“Let’s go,” Everett said.

As the three began walking along with the leaving adolescent crowd, Lance said, “Ellen, I heard about your brother and sister-in-law’s tragic accident, and I would like to express my condolences for your loss.”

“Thanks,” Ellen said sullenly. “I do miss them.”

Lance nodded before saying, “I also hear that you had just moved here from Kansas City.”

“Yes, Sir,” Ellen confirmed.

“So how do you like living in Savannah, Georgia?” Lance asked.

“I’ve only been here since Sunday, but so far it’s okay,” Ellen said.

“Everett tells me that your dad lives in Independence, Missouri, which isn’t all that far from Kansas City, Missouri.”

“‘Yes’ on where my dad lives and ‘not at all’ for the distance between the two cities,” Ellen said.

Lance and Everett both grinned before Lance continued with, “It seems strange to me that you moved here to Savannah, Georgia with your sister-in-law’s relatives when your dad lives so close to where you used to live.”

“I know I would be welcome at my dad’s place, but being pen pals is the only comfortable relationship I have with him.”

“Why’s that?” Lance asked curiously.

“My dad went to prison before I was born and there in prison was where I was introduced to him for the very first time,” Ellen began. “He was released three years ago, but a year before that he attempted to bond with me during one of my visits by telling me his life story. His life story had frightened the hell out of me and that was when I decided that I didn’t want to pursue a father-daughter relationship with him.” 

“Everett had informed me of why your dad went to prison,” Lance said. “And I’m sorry for your loss of your siblings.”

“Thanks,” Ellen said with a polite grin.

“Out of curiosity, what’s your dad’s first name?” Lance asked.

“Mitchell,” Ellen replied. “He also has a twin brother name Brandon.”

“What did your dad do before he went to prison?” Lance asked. “Or do you know?”

“I do know,” Ellen began. “Telling me what he had done for a living was part of what had frightened me during his life story.”

“Oh?” Lance let out in a questioning tone.

“Have you heard of Clayton Seawall?” Ellen prompted as she, Everett and Lance were approaching Lance’s car.

“His name had come across my screen from time to time. He was a major crime lord in Kansas City several years back before he went to prison. What about him?”

“My dad had worked for him and his job was to clean up any evidence that would link Clayton Seawall to any crime. When my dad was facing a long prison term for kidnapping and manslaughter of my three brothers and sister, he plea bargained and helped put Clayton Seawall in prison.”

“Mmm,” Lance began in an impressed tone. “I have a confession to make, Ellen.”

“What’s that?”

“Most everything that you had told me, I had discovered on my own earlier at the precinct.”

“Then why the questions, Dad?” Everett demanded to know.

“I wanted to see how honest Ellen would be with me, and I have to say that she was very honest,” Lance said.

“My dad’s life doesn’t embarrass me—it frightens the hell out of me, but it doesn’t embarrass me—so I have no reason to lie about it,” Ellen told him.

Lance amusingly grinned before saying, “Okay. Oh and there’s one other thing that I would like for you to tell me honestly.”

“Okay,” Ellen said cautiously as they stepped up to the car and stood at the passenger’s side.

“The night when you had your driver’s permit suspended, were you driving or was your underage-intoxicated friend driving?”

Ellen thought for a second before cautiously saying, “If you know about that then you would know about the official…”

“I don’t care about the official report,” Lance interrupted with. “And I did speak with the officer who wrote that report. He remembers you and that incident, and he strongly believes that you were covering for your friend. Were you?”

Ellen hesitated timidly for a moment before nodding and saying, “I wasn’t even in the car.”

“Why would you take the blame for something that you didn’t do?” Everett demanded.

“Charlie—the one I took the blame for—is a nice guy and he would’ve gotten punished more severely than I did.”

“I understand why you did it, Ellen, but all you did was kept a drunk driving teenager on the streets,” Lance informed.

“Maybe he learned his lesson.” Lance was about to respond when Ellen confessed, “Especially since I had blackmailed him into going to AA meetings.”

“You blackmailed him?” Everett asked curiously.

Ellen nodded before saying, “I was in the middle of filming something for a class project that evening and I caught what he did on tape…”

“What did he do?” Everett interrupted with.

“He drove over his parents’ mailbox and ruined a part of  his parents’ landscaping as he was attempting to park in the driveway,” Ellen replied. “After I told the cops that I was the one who was driving the car, I showed Charlie the tape. We then came to an understanding for him to get that tape. Everyday for six months I had to see him take a safe dose of Antabuse—the drug that makes people react badly to alcohol after drinking it. And I had to see him attend twelve AA meetings. And he did it too. For six months I kept him from being a drunk driving teenager. I have no knowledge if he went back to drinking once he got the tape though.”

Lance amusingly grinned before saying, “Ellen, I applaud your intentions, but at the same time I cannot condone it. So for now on, I must insist that you let the police and the courts handle the guilty—and no more blackmailing.”

Ellen politely and timidly grinned before saying, “Yes, Sir.”

“You’re not good at blackmailing anyway,” Everett told her. Ellen just shot him a smirk.

“Anyway,” Lance said while opening the back car door. He then gestured towards the backseat. “Hop in.”

Ellen nodded with a grin before climbing into the backseat and shutting the door. As Everett was taking the front passenger seat Lance was walking around to get in.

Lance was getting into the car when Ellen asked, “What time does your family normally eat dinner?”

“Around six,” Everett replied.

“Around six is my normal time at getting home, but if a case pops up, I could be out until ten or later,” Lance volunteered before starting the car.

“So that’s why you said that I might be gone when you got home,” Ellen guessed.

“It was,” Lance said.

Once Everett saw that the radio wasn’t on he asked, “Can I  turn on the radio?”

“Go ahead,” Lance told him as he was putting the car into gear. “What kind of music do you like, Ellen?”

“I like all kinds,” Ellen assured him.

“My dad and I like Country,” Everett said.

“Country’s fine,” Ellen said.

“Country it is then,” Everett playfully said. Ellen just grinned.

Everyone was quiet until Lance had merged into traffic and then Lance asked, “So are you a baseball fan, Ellen?”

“Baseball is alright,” Ellen replied. “I don’t really follow it or any other sport, but I do like going to the stadium and watching it.”

“Have you been to a lot of baseball games?” Everett asked. 

“Not a lot of games, but a few,” Ellen replied. “I own a Royals jersey. I guess I shouldn’t wear it here in Savannah though.”

“It’s okay to be a Royals’ fan,” Lance said. “Now if they would ever play the Braves in the World Series then you might get harassed or booed for wearing it.”

“I’ll keep that in mind,” Ellen told him. “And I guess my days of going to baseball games are over.”

“Why?” Everett asked.

“Isn’t the baseball stadium in Atlanta the closest stadium?” 

“For major league, but Savannah, Georgia has a minor league team,” Lance said. “The team’s called the Sand Gnats.” 

“I go to those games about two or three times a year,”  Everett added.

“Cool,” Ellen said.

Their conversation remained casual during their drive to the house.

Across the street from Lance’s house, RJ was setting up full-size plastic skeletons in the front yard for Halloween decorations.

When Lance was getting close to the house, Ellen pointed and asked, “That’s RJ, right?”

“Yeah,” Everett said. “His permit must’ve come in.”

“What are you talking about?” Ellen asked.

“He’s turning that house into a Halloween haunted house and he had to wait for his permit before he could do it,” Everett informed.

“He’s turning his whole house—the house that he lives in—into a haunted house?” Ellen questioned as Lance was parking his car.

“RJ doesn’t live there,” Everett said before pointing towards the house to the left of his. “He lives in that house, and he bought his second house about a month ago.”

“Ah,” Ellen said in an understanding tone.

“I’ll see you two kids later,” Lance said.

“Okay, Dad,” Everett said as he went to open the car door.

“Thanks for the ride, Mr. Delaney,” Ellen said as she opened her door.

“You’re welcome,” Lance said before Ellen and Everett could get out completely.

As Ellen and Everett were shutting their car doors, RJ turned to look and did a double-take when he saw Ellen. Lance waved at RJ when he saw him looking.

RJ waved back, which caught Ellen’s focus. Ellen’s focus then wandered to the decorations that he was setting up.

“I guess you got your permit,” Everett called out to RJ.

“I got it yesterday,” RJ called back as Lance was driving away. “The inside is set up if you and Ellen would like to take a tour.”

“I would like to,” Ellen told Everett.

Everett nodded before telling RJ, “We would like a tour, but I should let my mom know that we are here.”

“I see that you two are here,” Kristen called out while standing by the front door.

Ellen and Everett turned to look before Everett gestured towards the house across the street and saying, “Ellen and I are going to take a tour.”

“I heard,” Kristen told them. “Have fun.”

“Let’s go on that tour,” Everett told Ellen.

Kristen went back into the house as Ellen and Everett made their way across the street. Kristen had just shut the front door when the phone rang.

She went to the living room phone and answered it with the traditional, “Hello.”

“It’s me,” Lance said. “I saw Everett and Ellen going towards RJ’s place, so I figured I’d give you a call while Ellen’s not in earshot of you.”

“So how did your talk with Ellen go?” Kristen asked.

“Good,” Lance said. “I don’t know if it was the fact that I was a detective and that I could check her story, but she was very honest with me. She told me everything that I had found out on my own.”

“Okay, well, did she trigger any spidy-senses of her being ominous or at least bad news?”

“No,” Lance replied. “She seems to be a nice girl.”

“You usually have good instincts about people so I’m sure she is.”

“Well, I’ll let you go and I’ll be home when I can,” Lance told her.

“I love you,” Kristen said.

“I love you,” Lance said before the two hung up.

Across the street at RJ’s haunted house, Ellen, Everett and RJ were walking towards the first room when Ellen asked, “So how’s Sergeant?”

“Sergeant is fine,” RJ said. “I can’t afford him anymore though, so I’m going to sell him.”

“I’m sorry if I’m the reason that you can’t afford to keep him,” Ellen told him as they were entering their first room. “I have always had a way with animals.”

“I didn’t think that you did it on purpose,” RJ began. “And since you had admitted that you have a way with animals…” RJ stopped talking when he saw that there was a mouse sniffing Ellen’s foot.

“What is it?” Ellen questioned as she followed his gaze.

“Don’t be scared,” RJ said quickly. “There’s a mouse at your feet.”

“I’m not,” Ellen said while looking at the mouse. “I seem to have a charming effect with all the animals, and this isn’t the first time that a mouse came up to me.”

“Which brings me back to what I was about to say,” RJ began. “I’m going to get another dog to train as a guard dog, and nothing personal, Ellen, but I don’t want you anywhere near my next dog.”

Ellen giggled before saying, “Okay. I understand.”

“Good,” RJ said. “Now I wonder if this mouse will run away if I attempt to stomp on it.”

“Don’t you dare!” Ellen ordered. RJ shot her a curious look. “Get a box and capture it and stick it outside.”

RJ chuckled before saying, “Fine. I should’ve known that if you attract animals and rodents that you would be against killing any of them as well.”

“Yep,” Ellen agreed proudly. “I am.”

“Okay, well… stay still until I can find something to capture the mouse in,” RJ requested.

Ellen just nodded in agreement.

As RJ was stepping away, Everett asked, “What do the animals at the zoo do when you’re there?”

Ellen shrugged before saying, “I’ve never been to the zoo  before or anywhere else that holds or cages animals.”

“You’re kidding,” Everett quickly said.

“I’m not,” Ellen said. “I don’t know what would actually happen, but the image in my head is me causing a stampede with all the animals.”

“You had never wanted to go to the zoo before?” Everett questioned.

“Sure I have. When I was five or six, I remember bugging my mom to take me to the zoo. She cured me of that desire by bringing home ten snow-white bunnies from the pet store. I was delighted over those bunnies for about an hour, but then when I was ready to play with my toys, the bunnies wouldn’t leave me alone. When I complained to my mom about the bunnies following me all over the place, she informed me that the animals in the zoo would do the exact same thing.”

Everett slightly chuckled before saying, “Okay. I get it.”

“Okay, I found something,” RJ informed as he was returning with a box.

The mouse had remained at Ellen’s feet long enough for RJ to scoop the mouse up into the box.

“What’s going to keep that mouse from coming back into the house?” Everett questioned.

“I’ll take the mouse to the edge of the street by the sewers and release it there,” RJ said. “Hopefully the mouse will get the hint and move on. So I’ll be back.”

When RJ left with the box, Ellen and Everett looked over the display of the room.

Once RJ returned, Ellen asked, “What shop are you opening, RJ, that you need a guard dog?”

“A jewelry store,” RJ said.

“Wow,” Ellen said in an impressed tone. “You must have some serious cash to be able to open a jewelry store and a Halloween haunted house.”

“I did have enough cash and credit for my store, the guard dog, this house, the Halloween displays, the inspections, the required insurances and my licenses,” RJ began. “As for the jewelry items to be sold, my granddad had retired and closed his shop last week and he’s giving me his inventory.”

“Cool,” Ellen said.

RJ amusingly grinned before saying, “Let’s continue with the tour.”

“I’m ready,” Ellen said.

“Me too,” Everett agreed.

RJ nodded before leading the way to the next display. The tour took thirty minutes, and after it was over, Ellen and Everett crossed the street to Everett’s house.

As the afternoon slowly progressed, Ellen, Everett and Megan sat at the kitchen table as Kristen fixed dinner— homemade chicken pot pies—not far from them. Kristen talked and got to know Ellen as she went. Ellen got to know Kristen as well and learned that Kristen was the third shift’s supervising nurse. Ellen had also learned that Kristen had moved to Savannah, Georgia from Seattle, Washington when she was sixteen.

Their talk continued during their meal and afterwards, they moved to the living room to watch a DVD.

Lance returned home midway through the movie and when the movie came to an end, Lance drove Ellen home. Everett went with them.

After Ellen got home, Allyson didn’t think to say anything to Ellen about Tony’s dream.

Thursday morning during gym, Mrs. Warner had her class doing warm-up exercises for the first ten minutes and then broke them into four teams to play basketball. As before, two of the teams played basketball at one end of the court while the other two teams played on the opposite end.

Midway through the game, Stephen—one of the players who were playing against the team that Ellen was on—had stumbled forward towards Ellen. His head was bowed down and he looked like a charging rhino as he tried to regain his balance.

Ellen saw him coming quickly at her, and while acting more on instincts than on conscious thought, Ellen made a gymnastic move and flipped over him without grazing him.  When she landed solidly on her feet, she looked back to see Stephen falling shoulder first onto the court. Ellen’s team members, her opponents and the students on the opposite end of the court who saw the incident applauded Ellen’s move.

Mrs. Warner had seen Ellen’s move as well and stepped up. As Stephen was getting on his feet, Mrs. Warner asked, “Are you hurt?”

“I’m good,” Stephen said before turning towards Ellen. “Sorry.”

“Hey, we missed, so don’t worry about it,” Ellen told him.

“How exactly did we miss?” Stephen asked.

“She made an impressive acrobatic move and jumped over you,” Mrs. Warner supplied before turning towards Ellen. “Gymnastics or cheerleading?”

“Gymnastics,” Ellen replied. “I had to quit four years ago after I broke my left ankle.”

“How does your ankle feel after that jump?” Mrs. Warner asked.

“Good,” Ellen said as she glanced down at her left ankle.  “It’s not bothering me.”

“You should try out for cheerleading,” Mrs. Warner suggested. “If nothing more, become an alternate.”

“I’ll think about it,” Ellen said politely. “Besides, I think that the cheerleaders have been selected for this year.”

“A few girls had to quit because of their failing GPA’s and their failing commitment to the squad,” Heather—another one of Ellen’s classmates and a cheerleader—supplied. “There will be tryouts soon if it keeps up and if you can fluidly perform other moves has you did that jump, you can definitely make the squad.”

“I’ll think about it,” Ellen again said politely.

When Heather nodded, Mrs. Warner announced, “Okay, the show’s over! Get back to your games!”

Ellen glanced over at Everett and saw that he was giving her an amused grin. Ellen returned the grin before turning her attention back to the game.

The rest of Ellen’s school day was routine. She ate at the same table with Everett, Andy, Ted, Karla, Dawn, Gary and Derek. Everett wasn’t as tense as he was the day before, but Ellen saw that he still wasn’t at ease while sitting at the same table with Karla.

During lunch, Karla had invited Ellen—and out of politeness—Everett, Andy and Ted to join her group after school at a nearby bowling alley. Ellen accepted quickly and because Ellen was going, Everett accepted.



Chapter Twenty 

A few hours later, Ellen, Everett, Andy, Ted, Karla, Dawn, Gary, Derek, Chloe, Nathan, Calvin and six others who Ellen hadn’t been introduced to were gathering between the counter and the entrance of the bowling alley.

When Ellen didn’t see Jessica, she asked Karla, “Your sister’s not coming?”

“She had a date with her college beau,” Karla said while the others from her group were stepping up to the counter for their rented shoes.

“She dates college students?” Everett quickly asked.

“Just one,” Karla defended. “Simon Mosley.”

“Simon Mosley?” Everett echoed in a surprised tone. “When did those two happen?”

“They’ve been dating for the past seven months,” Karla informed.

“Simon goes to Armstrong Atlantic State University, doesn’t he?” Everett asked.

“Yeah,” Karla confirmed. “Why?”

Ellen saw in Everett’s eyes that he was holding back when he shook his head and said, “No reason.”

“Okay, well, I’m going to rent my shoes,” Karla said before turning and walking towards the counter.

Ellen leaned closer to Everett before asking quietly, “Why did you ask if Simon went to Armstrong Atlantic State University?”

“All of the students who had ended up in the psychiatric ward had attended Armstrong Atlantic State University,” Everett informed.

“And our common denominators are Jessica and Simon,” Ellen said sullenly. “Crap! I really like Jessica. Wait! What am I saying? This could be just a coincidence.”

“Too much is pointing towards Jessica for this to be a coincidence,” Everett retorted.

“I want hard evidence,” Ellen told him. “So think like your dad. What would your dad do to get evidence?”

Everett amusingly grinned before saying, “My dad would probably start by interviewing Simon.”

“Sounds good,” Ellen said while hearing the door to the entrance opening. Ellen turned and saw Jessica with a teenage boy who appeared younger than Jessica. “Jessica’s here with… someone.”

Everett looked before saying, “That’s Simon.”

“That’s Simon?” Ellen asked incredulously. Everett just nodded. “The one in college?”

“Yes,” Everett whispered as Jessica and Simon were walking their way. “He’s sixteen with a hundred and forty-something IQ.”

“Wow,” Ellen let out barely above a whisper.

“You two aren’t bowling?” Jessica asked while stepping up to Ellen and Everett.

“We are,” Ellen said. “We’re just back here talking quietly and waiting for the crowd at the counter to die down.”

“Simon, what’s going on at Armstrong Atlantic State University?” Everett asked.

“What do you mean?” Simon asked as he and Jessica gave him curious looks.

Ellen gave Everett a surprised look for coming straight out with his inquiry.

“My mom works in the psychiatric department and a few students from Armstrong Atlantic State University were brought in to be treated.”

“Yes,” Simon agreed dolefully. “I knew only two of them, but they each had an IQ above a hundred and forty, and unfortunately, some people with high IQs will overload their capacity to hold such knowledge, and to put it simply, they had shorted out their brains. It’s sad, but it happens. Anyway, I’m eager to try this bowling game.”

Ellen grinned before asking, “You’ve never bowled before?”

“I haven’t,” Simon said.

“Then I hope you enjoy it.” She then held out her hand to shake hands while saying, “I’m Ellen by the way.”

“It’s a pleasure to meet you,” he said while shaking hands. “As you might’ve deduced already from Everett; I’m Simon.”

“Actually, Everett told me who you were as you and Jess were walking in,” Ellen admitted.

“We are going to get our shoes now,” Jessica said while glancing down at Ellen’s feet. “You and Everett should really do the same before they run out of your size.”

“We will,” Ellen assured her.

Jessica nodded before she and Simon walked away. Before getting out of earshot Simon commented loud enough for Ellen and Everett to hear, “I’ve never known Everett to join in on an activity that you or Karla is a part of.”

“That’s Ambassador Ellen’s doing,” Jessica said.

“Ellen is an ambassador?!” Simon uttered somewhat loudly.

“Not so loud,” Jessica hissed while glancing back. “And no. She’s just a nice person with mediating skills.”

Ellen grinned before telling Everett, “I guess being called Ambassador Ellen is no worse than what I was called in Kansas City.”

“What were you called there?” Everett asked.

“Switzerland… or at least my house was anyway,” Ellen said. Everett just slightly laughed. “Everett. Could Simon be right about those students overloading their brains and shorting them out?”

Everett thought for a second before saying, “I heard of incidents that geniuses’ brains can be overloaded, but the symptoms aren’t the same. I mean, I could be wrong, but as far as I know, the person goes bonkers when a genius overloads his or her brain.”

“Well, unless Simon’s a good actor, I thought that he genuinely believed in what he was saying,” Ellen said.

“He’s not a good actor nor is he a good liar. Or at least he wasn’t.”

“So we’re back to square one.”

“My opinion hasn’t changed on who I believe are guilty. In fact, Jessica might be using Simon as a patsy.”

Ellen sighed before saying, “Okay, well, we need to prove or disprove it.”

“And my dad’s the detective; not me. So I have no idea of how to go about it.”

Ellen thought for a brief moment before announcing, “I do.” Everett gave her a curious look. “We need to compile a profile list of all the geniuses in the area. We need to learn everything we can about the geniuses who are attending Armstrong Atlantic State University and the surrounding universities, and we need to learn everything we can about the ones who have had their brains turned into pudding. We need to find out who the next victim will be before the next full moon.”

“And the next full moon is this weekend,” Everett supplied. “I’m not sure which day though.”

Ellen politely grinned before saying, “Which means that we’ll just be busy during the next couple of days.”

Ellen and Everett suddenly heard Karla demanding to know, “Are you two bowling or what?”

Ellen and Everett looked at Karla before Ellen said, “We’re coming.” When Ellen noticed that the counter wasn’t as crowded as it was a short time ago she took hold of Everett’s hand while saying, “Let’s get our shoes.”

The large bowling group had taken up lanes nine, ten, eleven and twelve, and during everyone’s first game, Ellen— with Everett taking a seat next to her—took a seat near Simon. 

“So how many geniuses are there at Armstrong Atlantic State University?” Ellen asked Simon.

“Last year hardly any, but the dean had initiated a scientific research program last January that pulled twenty-eight genius-level students from other universities, including Yale and Harvard,” Simon replied.

“Wow,” Ellen said in an impressed tone.

“Thirty-two genius-level students started last January and the program is tough,” Simon continued as if Ellen didn’t speak. “The curriculum was broken up into five classes, so it’s a lot of reading, memorizing and it’s no surprise at all that a few students had overloaded their brains.”

“And how many of them had—to use your earlier words— shorted out their brains?” Ellen asked.

Simon thought for a second before saying, “Seven so far.”  Ellen saw a confused expression across Everett’s face. “Six of the seven had ended up in the hospital where Everett’s mom works and the seventh one went back home… don’t know where home is though.”

“So is it the geniuses with the higher IQs who are overloading their brains or the geniuses with the lower IQs?” Ellen asked.

“That’s a weird question,” Jessica pointed out.

“Well, I find the whole thing about geniuses overloading their brains weird and I’m just trying to understand,” Ellen retorted. “Understand who would be at the risk of overloading their brains.”

“I don’t know the answer to that,” Simon said.

“Simon!” Dawn called. “You’re up on lane ten.”

“Okay,” Simon said while standing up.

“Ellen, it’s your turn on lane eleven,” Nathan announced before Simon could take a step.

“Alright,” Ellen said while standing.

Once at the lanes with their bowling balls in their hands, Simon gestured for Ellen to go first. Ellen nodded and then waited the short time that it took for Andy to throw his second ball for the ten-pin spare on lane twelve.

Andy stood to the left of the lane and threw diagonally across the alley towards the pin and just before the ball reached the gutter while inches from the pin, the ball curved inward again. The ball appeared as though it was going to miss the tenpin to the left, but it grazed it just enough to tip it over as it went by.

“You barely picked that spare,” Ellen told Andy as she was positioning herself on the lane.

“Just barely,” Andy agreed with a grin as he was leaving the lane.

When the lane to Ellen’s right was clear and she was set, she took four steps before releasing the ball, and within seconds, the ball impacted the head pin almost straight on while leaving the three-pin, the ten-pin and the seven-pin.

“Ooh!” Ellen couldn’t help uttering before turning away and stepping off the lane.

“You want to put your next ball between the three-pin and the ten-pin,” Derek informed. “And if you hit the three-pin correctly, the three-pin should get knocked into the seven-pin.”

Ellen just gave Derek the thumbs-up sign.

Once Ellen was off the lane, Simon took three steps before releasing the ball. The ball impacted the pins at the three-pin while leaving the head pin, the two-pin, the four-pin and the seven-pin. As he was walking off the lane, he too was given some advice on how to pick it.

After Ellen’s ball came back and she took her turn again, the ball hit high on the three-pin while leaving the seven-pin and the ten-pin. Ellen just grunted in annoyance before turning and walking off the lane.

“Nice try,” most from her group told her.

“Thanks,” Ellen told them with a polite grin before turning towards Everett. “I’m going to get a snack.” Ellen then made a head gesture for Everett to come along.

Everett slightly nodded before standing and following Ellen away from the lanes.

Once Ellen and Everett were out of earshot of their bowling group, he asked, “What’s up?”

“Besides Jessica and Karla, I think we need to check up on the dean of Armstrong Atlantic State University as well.”

“Yeah,” Everett said with a slight laugh. “That will be easier said than done.”

“Probably, but I think if we pretend to be a part of our high school newspaper’s staff or… or that we are doing a research project for our class, then the dean will answer our questions without thinking too much about it.”

“You know, I didn’t realize how hard detective work could be until now,” Everett said.

“It’s kind of fun though,” Ellen added gleefully.

“Fun?” Everett uttered incredulously.

“I said, ‘kind of,’” Ellen defended.

When Ellen and Everett stepped up to the small diner within the bowling alley, Ellen bought a hot pretzel with cheese and a soda as Everett bought nachos with cheese and a soda.

As the afternoon slowly progressed, Ellen and the others played three games.

While Phoebe babysat Sonya, Allyson had showed up at the bowling alley around the beginning of the third game to give Ellen and Everett a ride home once they get done bowling.

As the third game was concluding, Calvin’s average score was the highest with two hundred and five. Gary’s average score was the second highest with a hundred and eighty-nine. Derek came in third with a hundred and eighty-one.

As everyone was seeing the order where he or she had placed, Ellen took note that Everett’s average score had placed him in the center of the group with a hundred and twenty-four while she placed fourth from last with a hundred and ten. Simon scored the worst with an average score of seventy-eight.

Once everyone had seen his or her final score, he or she changed shoes, returned the rented shoes and migrated to the appropriate vehicle.

After Ellen, Allyson and Everett were in the SUV and before Allyson could start the vehicle, Ellen announced, “I need to go to the store.”

Allyson shot Ellen a curious look while asking, “What do you need from the store?”

“A ‘Go-phone’,” Ellen claimed.

Allyson amusingly grinned before saying, “I’m surprised that you don’t have one already.”

“I did actually, but I lost it,” Ellen admitted. “Tanya was going to take me to get another one, but… then the accident happened.”

Allyson nodded in an understanding manner before asking, “Do you have to get one tonight?”

“Well, I would like to make some calls tomorrow during lunch.”

“To Kansas City?” Allyson asked. Ellen just politely grinned while shaking her head. “Who do you want to call then?”

Ellen fidgeted slightly before admitting, “Armstrong Atlantic State University.”

“Thinking about universities already?” Allyson asked.

Ellen thought for a second before shrugging and saying, “I guess I could request a packet and check them out.”

“And the real reason that you want to call the university?” Allyson prompted.

“You might not want to know,” Ellen warned.

“Mmm, I’m sure of it, but spill anyway,” Allyson told her.

“Okay,” Ellen began before taking a breath. “Everett and my investigation is leading us there, and Everett and I believe that there are still twenty-some-odd potential victims attending Armstrong Atlantic State University. If we can get pertinent information on the past victims and on the potential victims, we might be able to determine who the next victim will be.”

“Ellen, please promise me that you will end this investigation if things begin to get hairy.”

Ellen gave Allyson a curious look before saying, “I figured that you would try to stop me.”

“Yes, well, I learned quickly that trying to stop you when your mind’s made up is as tricky as stopping a wild mustang,” Allyson informed. When Ellen snickered Allyson continued with, “That’s not funny.” Ellen’s expression became serious when she saw how serious Allyson was being. “The only assurance that I have of you not being a reckless teenager is your levelheadedness. Now promise me that you will stop this if things begin to get dangerous.”

“Oh, if things begin to get dangerous, you and Harry will be the first to know,” Ellen assured Allyson.

“Informing me of it isn’t promising me that you will end it,” Allyson retorted.

“You know, if things start to get dangerous then most likely it will be too late to end it,” Ellen pointed out. “However, I do promise to tread lightly and stick to the shadows.”

Allyson sighed before saying, “Right.” She then started the SUV. “Let’s go get you a ‘Go-phone’.”

“Thanks,” Ellen said.

“Mmm-Hmm,” Allyson indifferently replied before backing out of her parking space.

“If people are getting hurt by magic, I can’t simply sit back and pretend that it’s not happening,” Ellen defended. “I have to do what I can to stop it.”

“Sweetie, I’m not upset that you want to do this,” Allyson said before coming to a halt and putting the SUV into drive. “I’m not exactly thrilled about it either, but hey, I’m proud of you for wanting to protect people from harm.”

Ellen pleasantly grinned before saying, “Thanks.”

“You’re welcome,” Allyson said sincerely.

Allyson drove to the closest cell phone store and allowed Ellen to pick out the phone of her choice. After the phone and the predetermine phone time were paid for, Allyson drove Everett home and then drove home.

Friday morning, once Ellen and Jessica reached their gym class, Karla was once again in her gym clothes while lying on a bench away from the other students with her eyes closed.

“Déjà vu,” Ellen said after seeing Karla lying there.

“Tell me about it,” Karla said without opening her eyes.

As Ellen and Jessica went to their lockers to get dressed, Ellen inquired, “This may be a stupid question, but if your grandfather can’t verbally communicate, walk or hold things, how does he… communicate with you that he needs something?”

“Thanks to advance technology, his mind is hooked up to a computer by electrodes at several points of his shaved head,” Karla began while opening her eyes and sitting up. “He just thinks about what he wants and the computer will verbalize it for him.”

“Wow, outside science fiction stories, I didn’t know that such of a device existed,” Ellen commented before she began to strip to her bra and patties.

“They’re expensive and this one is actually a prototype of the latest model,” Karla continued. “Oh and there’s a computer screen facing my grandfather, so he reads constantly and most of last night I spent scanning material into the computer for him. The material isn’t even in English or French so I have no idea of what I’m scanning.”

“Well, if it’s in Spanish, I might be able to help,” Ellen offered.

“It’s not,” Jessica replied while she was putting on her gym clothes. “In fact, I’m pretty sure that a lot of what he reads are from dead languages… or at least dead to the modern world. The only ones who know these languages are the linguists who study ancient languages.”

“And your grandfather is one of these linguists?” Ellen questioned while putting on her gym clothes.

“Our grandfather traveled throughout Europe, Asia and Africa while he was in his early twenties, and during his travels he had learned over six languages before the age of twenty-five,” Jessica said. “Two of the languages were dead languages.”

“Wow,” Ellen couldn’t help saying. “I’m doing okay in Spanish, but if I had to learn Spanish plus several more languages at the same time… there would be no way that I could do it.”

“Most people can’t,” Karla said. “And I think that the only reason that our grandfather can is that whatever he hears or reads once stays with him word-for-word for years.”

“Wow, that’s amazing to have that great of a memory,” Ellen said in an envious voice before a thought had occurred to her. “And interesting.”

“Interesting?” Jessica echoed curiously.

Ellen thought for a second before saying, “Oh, with how excellent your grandfather’s memory is, it suddenly occurred to me as to why Karla had claimed that your grandfather is a prisoner of his own body.”

Jessica shook off the last few things that were said before closing her locker and saying, “Well we’d better get out there.”

Ellen closed her locker before saying, “I’m right behind you.”

Jessica walked out of the locker room first, followed by Ellen and then Karla.

Everett was on the court, and when he saw Ellen stepping up with something on her mind, he asked, “What’s up?”

“Meet me at the track and field at lunch,” Ellen whispered.

Everett gave her a curious look while saying, “Okay.”

At the beginning of the second lunch period Ellen went to the track and field while carrying her purse, a notebook and a pencil. Everett wasn’t there yet and after she took a seat on the bleachers, she took out her phone from her purse and dialed it.

The phone rang a few times, and as Ellen saw Everett walking her way Harris answered with, “Hello.”

“Harry, it’s me—Ellen,” she said while watching Everett walking her way.

“What’s up, Ellen?” Harris asked.

“Earlier I learned that Leon Stone’s mind is hooked up to a computer by electrodes at several points of his head… of his shaved head and whatever he wants to say, the computer will verbalize it for him.”

“Okay,” Harris said in a tone as if he didn’t know where Ellen was going with what she was saying.

“He also has an excellent memory, and I’m thinking that if he had memorized a large number of incantations, then maybe Leon Stone himself might be responsible for stealing mental health from students,” Ellen suggested.

“There are trivial incantations that only require great focus and conscious thought,” Harris began as Everett was walking up to Ellen. “However, those incantations wouldn’t be powerful enough to steal health or mental health from someone else. In fact, I believe that the incantations that would steal health or mental health are vivacious incantations.”

“Okay, then what kind of incantations would only require great focus and conscious thought?” Ellen asked as Everett sat on the bench next to her.

Harris thought for a moment before saying, “Telekinetic ability is really the only one that I can think of at the moment.” 

“Telekinetic,” Ellen echoed. “The ability to move objects with one’s mind, right?”

“Correct,” Harris confirmed. “However, there are people with a natural telekinetic ability who don’t need to mentally recite an incantation.”

“Okay,” Ellen said in an acknowledging tone. “Leon Stone is also a linguist and he knows a couple of dead languages. Karla told me earlier that most of last night she was scanning in pages of something that was written in one of those dead languages into the computer for Leon Stone to view on the computer screen. Could Karla have been scanning in incantations that were written in some dead language?”

“It’s very possible,” Harris confirmed. “Sorcery predates documented history and sorcerers were scattered throughout the world.”

“So there are more than four wizard lines,” Ellen quickly surmised while grabbing Everett’s full attention.

“I can’t really answer that, but I will say that before Merlin’s time, the European, the African and the Asian sorcerers and sometimes their entire family were executed once the sorcerers were discovered. The Native American sorcerers, on the other hand, were highly revered as spiritual guides, healers and people with great wisdom. So there could be more wizard lines out there, but the four known wizard lines are all I know about that had made it to the modern times.”

“Gotcha,” Ellen said in an understanding tone.

“So is there anything else?” Harris asked.

Ellen thought for a second before asking, “What if Leon Stone had done a vivacious incantation prior to his stroke that would allow him to steal health or mental health from someone by only reciting something mentally?”

“Plausible in theory, but improbable in actuality,” Harris replied. “And I say that because a specific incantation layout would be required prior to reciting the incantation that would steal health or mental health from someone else.”

“Okay, well, could Leon Stone be using Jessica or Karla to set up the incantation’s layout while making either of them think that she was just decorating the room to his whim?”

“I seriously doubt that either Jessica or Karla would be naïve enough to set up an incantation layout without knowing that it’s for a ritual. I know that you think you see good in them, but you might have to face the fact that it may all be an act.”

“Right,” Ellen grumbled.

“Anything else?” Harris asked.

Ellen again thought for a second before saying sullenly, “That’s all for now.”

“Okay, well, I’ll see you at home later.”

“Okay, bye,” Ellen said before hanging up.

“There are more than four wizard lines?” Everett asked quickly.

Ellen shrugged before saying, “Four surviving wizard lines are all Harris knows about, but prior to Merlin’s time wizards were scattered throughout the world and they were being killed off when they got discovered.”

“Okay,” Everett said indifferently. Ellen ignored the tone. “So what was Harris’s answer when you asked if Leon could be using Jessica or Karla without either of their knowledge?”

“Harris believes that if Jessica or Karla is helping, they are helping willingly.” When Ellen saw Everett fighting back a grin she continued with, “Okay, we might not have come up with proof of their innocence, but we haven’t found proof of their guilt either.”

“I didn’t say a word,” Everett defended.

“No, but I can see that smug ‘I was right’ grin on your face that you’re trying to hide,” Ellen retorted. “And you haven’t been proven right yet.”

“Something tells me that you’ll need to catch one of them or both of them in the act before you are convinced of their guilt.”

Ellen politely grinned before saying, “That would eliminate all doubt.” She then held up her cell phone. “I’m going to call the university.”

“You know the number?” Everett asked as Ellen went into her cell phone’s phonebook.

“I looked it up last night and stored it on my phone,” Ellen said while she scrolled through the numbers. “I added a lot of numbers to the phone, in fact. I made it where your number was first though.”

Everett grinned as he watched Ellen placed her call.

Within a short time, an office staff member answered with, “Armstrong Atlantic State University. Carman Jackson speaking. How can I assist you?”

Ellen identified herself and what high school that she was from before saying, “I would like to speak to the dean of the school.”

“Young lady, perhaps you should tell me what you want and I’ll see if I can assist you.”

“Okay,” Ellen began before taking a breath. “I am writing a paper on the students at your university with IQs above a hundred and forty, and I was hoping to get the stats on those students.”

“Explain what you mean by stats,” Carman requested.

“Their names, where they’re from, their actual IQs, their career goals…” Ellen got out before thinking of what else. “Their ages… are any of them absentminded geniuses… and anything else that could be useful to my report.”

“Okay, well, we—the staff members of the university— cannot give out personal information of our students.”

“So I won’t be able to get that information?” Ellen quickly asked.

“Hear my words,” Carman emphasized. “The staff members of the university cannot give out personal information of our students.”

“The staff members can’t?” Ellen echoed while mulling over Carman’s words. It then suddenly clicked. “But each individual student can.”

“What the individual student tells you willingly about him or herself is not our concern,” Carman added.

“Okay,” Ellen said. “Can you tell me how many of the students with IQs higher than a hundred and forty are living in the dormitory?”

“None technically,” Carman replied.

“What do you mean technically?” Ellen quickly asked.

“Last November, the university had acquired four adjacent houses through a donation. A month after that, those houses were turned into an off campus hall and that hall is where those students are residing.”

“Cool,” Ellen couldn’t help saying. “Could I get directions to the off campus hall? And hopefully, that hall has a better name than that.”

“The name of the hall is Stone Hall. It was named after the person who had donated it…”

“The generous donor of the hall wouldn’t be Leon Stone by chance, would it?” Ellen interrupted with. Everett’s interest was again piqued.

“Yes, I believe so,” Carman confirmed. “You know him?”

“I know his granddaughters,” Ellen said. “So can I get the addresses and the directions to Stone Hall?” Ellen wrote down the addresses and the directions in her notebook as Carman gave it. “Got it. Thanks for your help.”

When Ellen hung up the phone, Everett pointed out, “Jessica and Simon failed to mention Stone Hall to us last night. Do you still have doubts of Jessica’s guilt?”

“There could be several reasons why Jessica didn’t bring it up,” Ellen defended.

“Name one,” Everett challenged.

“She didn’t think about it,” Ellen answered quickly. “Or she didn’t think that it was relevant.”

Everett thought for only a second before shaking his head and saying, “I’m not buying either of those.”

“Well… you outright blame Jessica’s grandpa for your grandma’s death,” Ellen retorted. “I’m not defending Leon Stone mind you… in fact, I believe you, but if it was my grandpa who you were blaming, I wouldn’t be forthcoming with information either.”

“Okay, fine,” Everett began. “You won that one.”

Ellen amusingly grinned before saying, “After school I want to go to Stone Hall.”

Everett nodded while saying, “I figured you would. Anyway, if we’re done here, let’s go get something to eat.”

Ellen gestured for Everett to wait a second while saying, “I should call Allyson and let her know what we’re going to do after school.”

Everett nodded before gesturing towards the notebook and requesting, “Can I see where Stone Hall is at?”

“Here,” Ellen said while holding out the notebook for him to take.

Everett took the notebook, and as he looked at it, Ellen scrolled through the cell phone’s phonebook.

“I know where Stone Hall is at,” Everett informed. “In fact, the bus… the city bus that picks up and drops off in front of the school also picks up and drops off in front of Stone Hall.”

“Cool, we have a way there,” Ellen said before pressing the ‘call’ button on her phone.



Chapter Twenty-One 

Not long after school had let out, Ellen and Everett—while carrying their book bags—were stepping off the city bus in front of Stone Hall.

Ellen had her notebook out, and after comparing the addresses of the buildings to what she had written down, she gestured towards a row of houses while saying, “Those four houses right there.”

Everett pointed towards the closest one while suggesting, “We might as well start there.”

“Sounds good,” Ellen said before she and Everett started walking.

Once Ellen and Everett stepped up to the front door to the first house, Everett rang the doorbell.

Within a short time, a forty-year-old housemother opened the door and asked, “May I help you?”

Ellen shot the woman a confused look before saying, “I was told that this house belongs to Armstrong Atlantic State University.”

“It does,” she confirmed. “And you two are?”

Ellen and Everett said their names at the same time.

“Whoa!” the housemother uttered. “One at a time.”

When Everett gestured towards Ellen, she identified herself and what school she attended followed by Everett.

“And your purpose here?” The housemother prompted.

Ellen took a breath before saying, “For our high school assignment, we are writing a paper on the students at Armstrong Atlantic State University with IQs above a hundred and forty. We were told that those students live in this house and the three next houses, and we were hoping to ask those students some questions… to complete our assignment.”

“What kind of questions?” the housemother asked.

“Oh, uh, I made a list of what I want to know,” Ellen said while flipping to a page in her notebook. Once she found the page, she handed the notebook to the housemother.

When the housemother looked at the notebook, she read the following,

Things to ask: Name, age, city of where he or she is from, career goals, his or her IQ rating, is he or she absentminded.

The housemother took a breath before saying, “These questions look harmless enough. Okay. If any of them would like to answer your questions then it’s fine. So come in.”

“Cool. Thanks,” Ellen said. As Ellen and Everett entered the house, Ellen continued with, “Are all the students of the four houses here?” Ellen saw the confused look that the housemother was giving her. “Oh… uh, by here I mean among the four houses and not on the college campus.”

“All of the students of this house are here,” the housemother said while Everett was shutting the door behind him. “I don’t know about the other houses, and each house has its own housemother.”

“So you’re a housemother,” Ellen verbally took note of.

“I am,” she confirmed. “My name’s Frankie.”

“Nice meeting you, Frankie,” Ellen said followed by Everett.

Frankie nodded with a grin, and before she could respond with more than that, Everett continued with, “So which house is Simon Mosley a part of?”

“I’m only familiar with the students from this house, and he’s not from this house,” Frankie said. “Anyway, I’ll take you to the students.”

Ellen nodded before she and Everett followed Frankie into a large room. The room was a living room that had been converted into a computer lab with ten workstations.

Once Ellen, Everett and Frankie stepped in, the seven students between the ages of fourteen and eighteen looked up from their stations. Three of the students were girls.

“Everyone, meet Ellen and Everett,” Frankie announced.  “They are doing a high school research paper on all of you and they would like to interview each one of you.”

“With your permission of course,” Ellen added.

“Sure,” the seven students said in an uneven chorus.

“Thanks,” Ellen said before stepping up to the closest student and beginning her questions.

It took Ellen fifteen minutes to get the seven names and each of their information. Once Ellen got the information that she wanted with that group, she expressed her ‘thanks’ to them and said her ‘goodbyes’.

As Frankie was walking Ellen and Everett to the front door, Frankie said, “I informed the other housemothers about you two. So they know that you two are coming.”

“Thanks for your help,” Ellen said.

“You’re welcome,” Frankie said. “And take care.”

“Take care,” Ellen and Everett echoed before leaving the house.

As Ellen and Everett were making their way to the next house, Everett said, “I thought you would ask about those seven geniuses who had their minds turned into pudding.”

“I will, but not at the first house.”

“Why didn’t you want to ask them at the first house?”

“Asking about those seven geniuses is going to cast suspicions on us for knowing something that we shouldn’t know,” Ellen began. “I wouldn’t be able to smooth over those suspicions among the geniuses of the first house. However, at the second, the third and the fourth house, I’ll be able to by saying that those seven geniuses were brought up at the first house.”

“Clever,” Everett praised.

“Thanks,” Ellen said with a delightful grin.

Ellen and Everett spent twenty minutes at the second house. While there, Ellen was able to get the names and the partial information of two of the students who had ended up in the psychiatric ward. The information that Ellen couldn’t get was the two students’ IQ ratings and career goals.

As Ellen and Everett entered the third house’s computer lab, they saw Simon among the group of six students.

When Simon saw Ellen and Everett, he questioned, “You two are the ones who are doing the research paper?”

“We are,” Everett said quickly.

“After speaking with you last night, we thought that it would make a great research paper,” Ellen added. “And the questions that we are asking are simple and… well, I think that the questions are non-intrusive. You don’t mind, do you?”

“Not at all,” Simon said.

“Great,” Ellen said while stepping up to Simon. “I’ll even start with you.”

“Okay,” Simon agreed before Ellen began her questions.

Within fifteen minutes, Ellen and Everett were moving onto the last house, and after getting the information there, they moved back to the first house for the information on the final two students of that house who had ended up in the psychiatric ward. Once they were done there, they got on the city bus.

Ellen and Everett took three buses before getting off of their final bus in front of the small branch public library that was two blocks from Ellen’s house. They then walked to the house from there.

Ellen, Everett and Allyson scrutinized over the collected data, but because of the missing IQ ratings of those students who had ended up in the psychiatric ward, they couldn’t find a pattern or come up with a guess of who might be the next victim.

Sonya lay asleep in her playpen a few feet from them, and the stereo had been turned off after she had fallen asleep.

After only a short time of going over the data, Ellen insisted, “We need the missing IQ ratings.”

Before anyone could respond the doorbell rang. Ellen and Everett looked towards the door as Allyson stood up.

“That would be my mom,” Everett said.

“And Megan,” Allyson added.

“Megan?” Everett echoed in a confused tone.

“Your dad is pulling an all-nighter, Sweetie, so I’m watching your sister while you, your mom and Ellen go to the movies,” Allyson supplied.

“Oh, I didn’t know that part,” Everett said.

Allyson nodded with a grin before making her way to the front door. Allyson was gone for only a second when Sonya woke up crying. Ellen got up from the couch, went to Sonya’s side and picked her up.

“It’s okay, baby girl,” Ellen told Sonya as Sonya continued to cry. “It was just the doorbell.” Ellen then got a whiff of Sonya’s dirty pamper. “Ooh, and a smelly pamper.”

“Where are the pampers?” Everett questioned while standing. “I’ll go get them for you.”

“There might be some in the diaper bag and the diaper bag is kept in the hall closet,” Ellen told him, loud enough to be heard over Sonya’s crying.

“I’ll get the diaper bag,” he said before stepping away.

Ellen grabbed a blanket from the playpen, laid it on the floor and then placed Sonya on it. As she was unfastening Sonya’s pamper, Everett returned with the diaper bag.

“Give me the wipes too,” Ellen requested.

Instead of verbally answering Ellen, Everett pulled out the wipes from the diaper bag and held it out for Ellen to take. Ellen was taking the wipes when Allyson, Kristen and Megan were stepping into the living room.

“Sonya’s really upset,” Megan pointed out.

“She’s hungry most likely,” Allyson said. “She fell asleep before I was able to feed her earlier and I didn’t want to wake her to do it.”

“Can I feed her?” Megan requested.

“Sure,” Allyson agreed. “Let me get her formula and once Ellen gets done changing her pamper, I’ll let you feed her.”

“You are to sit with Sonya and not walk around with her,” Kristen ordered.

“I’ll be right at Megan’s side,” Allyson said before Megan could respond.

Kristen nodded in agreement, and as Allyson walked towards the kitchen, Kristen noticed the notebook with the list of names. She recognized one of the names right away, and as she went to pick up the notebook, she recognized five more names.

As Kristen held up the notebook, she requested, “Would someone like to explain these names and their short profiles to me?”

“It’s a project that Ellen and I are working on,” Everett answered quickly.

“And what is this project?” Kristen asked.

Everett glanced towards Megan before lying, “It’s a school project.”

“You’re a lousy liar,” Megan accused. “I even know when you’re lying.”

Before Everett could respond, Kristen pointed out, “Okay, well, regardless of it being a school project or not, six of the people on this list are patients at the hospital and therefore you two can’t use it as a school project.”

“It’s not a school project,” Ellen confessed as she focused her eyes on changing Sonya’s pamper. “Everett and I believe that those in your hospital had been victimized and the others on that list are potential victims. We were trying to figure out who will be the next victim, but the missing IQ ratings of the current victims are preventing us to see who the next victim might be.”

“Thank you for being honest with me,” Kristen told Ellen.

Ellen looked towards Kristen before again confessing, “To be honest again, Everett and I need your help.” Kristen gave Ellen a curious look. “We need the victims’ missing data and I was wondering if you can get them for us.”

Kristen took a seat on the couch before ordering, “Okay, someone needs to start explaining to me why that you two think that those six people in the psychiatric ward had been victimized.”

“We can’t say in front of Megan,” Everett said.

“I’m old enough,” Megan insisted.

“I don’t want to lie to Megan… or hide things from her,” Ellen told Everett.

“What don’t you want to hide from me?” Megan prompted. 

“That the wizard Merlin is one of my direct ancestors on my dad’s side,” Ellen said.

“Are you serious?” Megan questioned delightfully.

Ellen gave Megan a grin before saying, “I am, and that’s not all.” Ellen turned towards Kristen. “Jessica, Karla, their mother and their grandpa are also descendants of Merlin and my relationship to them would be so distant that I can’t really claim them even as distant cousins.”

“How do you know that they’re related to Merlin?” Megan asked.

“All of Merlin’s descendants can sense each other’s presence,” Ellen replied.

“Everett’s grandma was convinced that Jessica, Karla, Sally and Leon were witches,” Kristen supplied while drawing Megan’s attention.

Ellen took a breath before explaining everything to Kristen and Megan. Midway through Ellen’s explanation Allyson came out with Sonya’s bottle, and as Megan fed Sonya she listened to Ellen’s story.

When Ellen was done, Allyson told Kristen and Megan, “What Ellen had just told you two needs to be kept quiet, and, Ellen, you really need to quit telling people so freely.”

Ellen smirked before saying, “Well, I’m not telling just anyone. And we need Mrs. Delaney to know the truth. We need her help to determine who the next victim will be.”

“Megan, Everett and I will keep the secret,” Kristen said in a tone as if she was ordering Megan and Everett to do so as well as reassuring Allyson. “And, Ellen, I will see what I can do about getting those six IQ ratings for you.”

“Thanks,” Ellen said.

Kristen looked at her watch before saying, “Okay, well, if we are going to see ‘The Devil’s Final Seal’ we need to get going.”

“I’m ready,” Ellen said followed by Everett.

As Ellen, Everett and Kristen stood up, Megan asked, “Can I read the Legacy volumes? Not the spell books, but the diaries.”

“Well, you won’t be able to read through one in one night,” Ellen informed. “Each one of them is pretty thick, but I have nothing against you reading them. In fact, I could go get the first available volume before I leave.”

“Hurry,” Kristen strongly suggested. “Otherwise we’re going to miss the beginning of the movie.”

Ellen nodded before rushing from the room.

“Sonya’s done eating… or drinking,” Megan announced.

Allyson grinned before asking, “Would you like to try burping her?”

“Burping her?” Megan echoed in a confused tone.

“Babies will swallow air as well during feeding and need burping afterwards to get rid of that air,” Allyson explained. “So would you like to try?”

“Sure, I’ll try it,” Megan said.

Allyson nodded before she went to show Megan how to burp an infant while starting with placing a baby blanket over Megan’s front in case Sonya would spit up.

Ellen was gone for only a short time before returning with the first available volume. Sonya made a loud burp as Ellen was putting the volume on the coffee table.

“Excuse you, Sonya,” Ellen said with laughter in her voice. 

Almost immediately following Sonya’s burp Sonya started her high-pitch monotone sound.

“What did I do?!” Megan uttered as Sonya continued her noise. Megan remained still with Sonya as if she was scared to move. “Did I hurt her?!”

“You didn’t hurt her,” Allyson said with laughter in her voice.

“Why is she making that noise?” Megan demanded to know as Allyson turned towards the stereo.

As Allyson was walking towards the stereo, she said, “Sonya is infatuated with music, and if she’s awake and the stereo’s not on, she makes that sound.”

“That’s different,” Kristen took note of. “I never heard of a baby requesting for the stereo to be turned on.”

“Sonya is the first and only one who I know of,” Allyson said as she turned on the stereo.

Once a music CD was playing and Sonya had stopped making her sound, Kristen rubbed Sonya’s back while saying, “Sonya, you’re definitely a unique child.”

Sonya made another monotone sound that was short in duration.

“I think Sonya agrees with you, Mom,” Megan said.

“I think you’re right,” Kristen said with a grin. “Anyway. Everett. Ellen. Let’s get going.”

“Alright,” Ellen and Everett said.

“I’ll be back, baby girl,” Ellen added before she, Everett and Kristen turned towards the front door and walked away.

“Have fun,” Allyson told them.

“Thanks,” Ellen and Everett said before leaving.

“For fair warning, Megan, Sonya prefers live singing over the stereo, so if she hears you singing and then quit, she might start her screeching sound again for you to continue singing,” Allyson warned.

Megan grinned before saying, “I’ll keep that in mind.”

Outside, Kristen allowed Everett to drive. Ellen took the backseat on the passenger’s side while Kristen took the front passenger seat.

A short time later, as Ellen, Everett and Kristen were walking into the lobby of the theater, Ellen spotted Dawn and Gary in line for the concession stand.

When Kristen saw Ellen looking towards the concession stand, she said, “You should have time to get snacks, Ellen.”

Ellen turned towards Kristen before saying, “I do want popcorn, but that’s not the reason why I was looking over there.”

“Friends of Ellen’s are over there,” Everett supplied.

“And yours,” Ellen insisted.

Everett grinned and while shaking his head he said, “Not so much.”

“Just because they’re friends with Karla is the only reason why you won’t even try to be friends with them,” Ellen accused.

“That’s enough,” Everett retorted.

Ellen just rolled her eyes before saying, “Well, I do want popcorn and a soda.” Ellen then pulled out a twenty-dollar bill from her pocket. “I brought my own money too.”

Kristen nodded before saying, “I’ll wait here for you.”

“I’ll wait here as well.” When Ellen gave Everett a curious look, he looked towards Dawn and Gary while continuing with, “I don’t want anything.”

“Brother,” Ellen uttered sardonically while turning towards the concession stand and then walking away before Everett could respond.

Once Ellen stepped up to the end of the line, there were four groups of two or three people between her and her friends and her friends were two groups from the front. Ellen didn’t want to draw any stranger’s attention so she just waited for one of her friends to turn around and look her way.

It wasn’t until Dawn and Gary received their snacks and drinks—for more than two people—when they turned and saw Ellen in line. When Ellen waved, they walked towards her with their snacks.

Dawn and Gary saw Everett and his mother past the line, and as they stepped up to Ellen, Dawn said, “I guess you’re going through with seeing ‘The Devil’s Final Seal’.”

Ellen grinned before saying, “Scaring movies don’t bother me.”

“They do me,” Dawn admitted. “I wouldn’t be sleeping for days if I would see one.”

“So where are Karla and Derek?” Ellen asked.

“They’re in the theater already, watching our seats,” Dawn said.

Gary looked down towards the snacks in his hand while adding, “Karla started her monthly Mr. Hyde impersonation so we volunteered to…”

“Mr. Hyde impersonation?” Dawn interrupted with.

“Well, you have to admit that she’s not pleasant to be around during this time of the month,” Gary retorted.

“Karla didn’t get much sleep last night,” Ellen defended as the concession stand line moved up some. “I mean, I can get cranky when I don’t get much sleep.”

“Not sleeping may be part of it,” Gary said. “But sleep or no sleep, for the past few months and around this time of the month Karla had been doing a hell of a good Mr. Hyde impersonation, and it’s more than Karla’s mood that changes.”

“What do you mean?” Ellen asked.

“It’s like…” Gary got out before thinking of a way to express himself. “I don’t know, it’s like she’s different somehow.” 

“That clears it right up nicely,” Ellen said sarcastically. “Thanks.”

“Well, I’m having a hard time coming up with the correct words,” Gary defended. “She’s just… different.”

Ellen amusingly grinned before saying, “Yeah, I got that part when you said it the first time.”

Gary smirked before saying, “Anyway, Dawn and I should get back in there before the trailers start.” When Ellen shot him a curious look, he defended, “I like the trailers.”

“He does,” Dawn agreed jadedly.

Ellen amusingly grinned before waving and saying, “See ya.”

“See ya,” Dawn and Gary echoed before walking away.

Ellen slowly moved towards the concession stand as the line moved forward, and after she finally reached the cashier, she ordered a large bucket of popcorn with butter and a large soda. Once she received the items and paid for them, she rejoined Everett and Kristen.

The theater was dark and the feature movie was at the very beginning when Ellen, Everett and Kristen stepped up to the middle level of the seating area from the theater’s entryway. Only three-fourths of the seats were filled, so they didn’t have a problem with finding three seats together midway between where they were standing and the very last row.

Kristen entered the row of seats first followed by Ellen and then Everett. Once they were comfortable in their seats, Ellen offered Everett and Kristen some popcorn.

When the movie let out two hours and ten minutes later, Ellen, Everett and Kristen went back to Ellen’s house.

Ellen led the way into the house and announced her arrival as soon as the door was open.

In the living room, Harris, Allyson and Megan were watching a rented DVD of a recent release. Harris and Allyson were sitting on the love seat while Megan was sitting on the couch. Sonya was sleeping in her playpen a few feet from them.

When Ellen, Everett and Kristen stepped into the living room, Allyson asked, “So how was the movie?”

“It was good,” Ellen was the one to say.

“How scary was it?” Megan asked.

“Very,” Everett said as Harris paused the movie with the remote.

“It was one of the better horror films in a while,” Ellen added.

“So, Megan, are you ready?” Kristen asked.

“No,” Megan answered quickly. “I want to finish watching this movie.”

“How much longer until it’s over?” Kristen asked.

Megan cringed before saying, “It’s only been on for a few minutes.”

“Megan, we need to get home so I can get ready for work,” Kristen informed.

“I want to see this movie,” Megan whined.

Before Kristen could reply Allyson told her, “I’m sure that Everett’s a good nighttime babysitter when you and your husband are both working, but to give Everett a night off, Megan… and even Everett are welcome to spend the night here.”

“Yes!” Megan uttered delightfully while vigorously nodding. “Please, Mom.” Kristen skeptically stared at Megan. “Please.”

“I sleep on a full size bed and Megan is welcome to sleep with me,” Ellen suggested before a thought had occurred to her. She then turned towards Megan while asking, “You don’t wet the bed, do you, Megan?”

Megan glanced towards Everett while saying, “I’ve never wet the bed… since I was potty trained I mean… at least, I have no memory of wetting the bed.”

“Great,” Ellen said delightfully. “Then you can sleep with me.” Ellen then turned towards Kristen as an afterthought. “If you’ll allow Megan to stay, that is.”

“Please, Mom,” Megan slightly begged.

Kristen sighed before saying, “Sure. Yes, you can stay, Megan.”

“You’re welcome to spend the night too, Everett,” Allyson said. “There’s a twin bed in Sonya’s room, next to Sonya’s crib and we can move Sonya’s crib to Harris and my room.”

“The twin bed is very comfortable,” Ellen added in a manner as if she was trying to sell the idea of staying to Everett. “It was my bed when I lived in Kansas City, and it will be Sonya’s bed when she gets old enough to sleep on it.”

“Sure, I’ll stay,” Everett agreed.

Kristen went into her purse and pulled out a small notepad and a pen while saying, “I should give you my work number.”

“Okay,” Allyson said as Kristen went to jot down her number.

Once the number was written down, Kristen tore the page out and then held it out for Allyson to take.

As Allyson was taking the paper, Kristen told her, “Most likely I won’t be the one to answer the phone.” Allyson looked at the number as Kristen continued, “So you could either leave a message… or if it’s an emergency, have me paged.”

“Okay,” Allyson said while dropping her hand that held the paper to her side.

“I’ll see you all in the morning,” Kristen said.

“Allyson and I are usually up by six,” Harris supplied.

“I will be doing an errand tomorrow after I get up, but Harris will be here all day,” Allyson added.

“Okay, I’ll be by around…” Kristen was only able to get out.

“In the afternoon,” Megan quickly supplied.

When Kristen shot Megan a curious look, Harris suggested, “If you’re anything like me, Kristen, you would like to sleep after you get done from working the nightshift, and Megan and Everett are welcome to stay here while you sleep. You can come get them when you get up.”

Kristen slightly hesitated before nodding in agreement and saying, “Okay. I’ll be by around one o’clock.”

“Okay,” Harris said.

“Okay,” Kristen echoed before gesturing towards the door.  “I’ll let myself out.”

“Okay,” Harris and Allyson said.

“Bye,” Kristen said with a wave.

“Bye,” everyone echoed before Kristen could turn and walk away.

As Kristen was leaving, Ellen gestured towards the TV while asking, “What is everyone watching?” After Megan had answered, Ellen continued with, “I went to see that when it came out at the theaters.”

“Don’t tell me about it,” Megan demanded.

Ellen grinned before saying, “I won’t. It’s a good show though.” Ellen then gestured towards the door. “Anyway, I got to use the bathroom.”

As Ellen was leaving the room, Everett took a seat on the couch next to Megan. Ellen was gone from the room for a short time, and when she returned, she took the open space on the couch next to Everett.

Everyone watched the current movie and a second movie. When the second movie came to an end, Harris moved Sonya’s crib to his and Allyson’s bedroom, and once Sonya was comfortable in the crib, Harris and Allyson went to bed.

Ellen, Everett and Megan stayed up to watch a movie that was coming on cable. Everett didn’t know what the movie was about, but when he saw that a young boy was abducted he reached for the TV remote while announcing sternly, “I don’t want to watch this.”

Ellen looked curiously at Everett for a short time before saying, “Okay.”

After Everett turned the channel to the TV guide channel, Ellen’s eyes moved towards Megan and saw that she was looking at her hands and sucking her lips tightly together.

“How old were you?” Ellen asked. Everett and Megan curiously looked towards Ellen and saw that she was looking towards Everett. “When you were abducted?”

Without uttering a syllable, Megan looked towards Everett to see if he was going to answer, and after a long pause he finally said, “Six. How did you know?”

“You don’t like to be snuck up on; you avoid shows with abductions and currently Megan looks as if she is carrying around a time-bomb of a secret that’s waiting to go off at any moment.” Megan thought for a second before shrugging. Ellen slightly grinned over Megan’s response as she continued with, “So I just put all the clues together and I guessed.”

“At times I wake up from a nightmare of being abducted,”  Everett said sullenly. “It’s not as often as it was years ago though.”

“Were you randomly abducted or…?” Ellen was only able to get out.

“It was some guy—a parolee—out to get even with my dad,” Everett said. “My dad had shot and killed his nineteen-year-old son when the son had threatened to shoot someone with a gun. The guy… the parolee was there and he watched his son being shot, and so he was planning to kill me while my dad watched.”

Ellen rubbed Everett’s arm while saying, “I’m glad that, that parolee didn’t succeed in his plans.”

Everett politely grinned before saying, “Me too.”

“Okay, I’m ready for a more cheerful show,” Ellen announced.

Everett held his grin while turning the channel and asking, “What about this show?”

When Ellen saw what show that he was referring to, she shrugged while saying, “Works for me. What about you, Megan?”

“It’s fine,” Megan said.

As Everett was putting down the remote, he said, “Thanks for not asking me a lot of questions about my abduction.”

“I got the gist of what had happened, but if you would ever like to talk about it, I’m a good listener,” Ellen informed.

“I’m kind of talked out about it with Dr. Wilmer, but thanks for the offer,” Everett said politely.

“No problem,” Ellen assured him.

The conversation during the movie remained light and when the movie came to an end, Ellen and Megan went to bed on the full size bed while Everett took the twin bed.



Chapter Twenty-Two 

Saturday morning, at 5:30 A.M., Sonya woke up crying for the second time during the night. The first time Allyson had changed her pamper and sung her back to sleep fairly quickly, but this time, Allyson and Harris got up and began their day.

Harris went to go shave and shower after getting up.

Allyson fed Sonya, and once Sonya was fed, she was placed in her playpen and the stereo was turned on for her to listen to. Once Sonya was comfortable in the playpen Allyson went to cook breakfast for everyone.

Harris didn’t take very long in the showers and had walked into the kitchen just as Allyson was putting breakfast on the table.

“Should I wake Ellen, Megan and Everett?” Harris questioned. “Please,” Allyson replied.

Harris nodded before going to wake everyone up.

Several minutes later, once everyone had eaten breakfast, Allyson drove to Claire’s house to babysit Spencer so Claire could leave and go visit Sally in prison.

Ellen, Harris, Everett and Megan set up and played a board game. They were playing for a short time when Everett asked Ellen, “You don’t play video games at all, do you?”

“I play video games,” Ellen quickly corrected.

“You don’t own a game system,” Everett pointed out.

Ellen shrugged before saying, “When I play, I’m always at someone else’s house.”

“You ever thought about having your own?” Everett asked.

“Because of my mom’s headaches, my friends weren’t really allowed at the house. So even if I had one I would’ve been playing it alone, and when I play video games I prefer to play with a friend.”

“You wouldn’t have that situation here,” Harris assured Ellen. “Your friends will be allowed over, and if you would like a game system, I have no objections in getting you one.”

“I know where a used game store is,” Everett supplied. “You can get the latest system for almost half price.”

“Are they open today?” Ellen asked.

“Yeah,” Everett confirmed. “They open at 10:00 A.M. and close at 8:00 P.M.”

“Would you like to go buy a system today?” Harris asked.

Ellen pleasantly grinned before saying, “I would.”

Harris looked towards the clock before saying, “Okay. At nine-forty-five we’ll leave here and go check out that used game store.”

“Thanks,” Ellen told him.

“No problem,” Harris assured her.

Later, at the Pulaski State Prison in Hawkinsville, Georgia, Claire sat patiently on the visitor’s side of the glass for Sally Harman to sit and speak with her.

When Sally stepped up to the prisoner’s side of the glass, she stood next to the chair while glaring curiously at Claire.

Claire picked up the phone on her side and gestured for Sally to do the same on her side.

Sally took a deep breath before sitting down and picking up the phone.

“With whom am I speaking with?” Sally asked as she stuck the phone to her ear.

“Claire Berkeley,” she replied. “Peter Berkeley was my husband.”

Sally took another deep breath before saying, “Coming here after five years is kind of moot at this point. Don’t you think?”

“I finally got the courage to look at one of my husband’s notebooks earlier in the week,” Claire began. “The night before you had shot Peter, he had written that you had called him. You were troubled and fearful of your father and you had wanted Peter’s help. So I must ask. What happened in those few hours? Why did you shoot Peter?”

“Mrs. Berkeley, please—for your safety—drop this inquiry,” Sally begged.

“You speak as if you are genuinely concerned for my safety,” Claire pointed out.

“I don’t want anyone else to be hurt.”

“People are being hurt, Mrs. Harman,” Claire quickly informed.

“What do you mean?” Sally demanded.

“Jessica or Karla is hurting people to make it where your father can get out of bed.”

“Jessica and Karla would never freely hurt anyone,” Sally insisted.

“Look, I know about the mark of Merlin, and…” Claire was only able to get out.

“Stop!” Sally hissed with fear in her eyes. “Don’t speak of that in my presence. Your life depends on it.”

“Are you threatening me?” Claire demanded.

“That was a warning, not a threat,” Sally insisted.

“Call it as you will, but…” Claire was only able to get out.

“It’s not safe to freely discuss… your chosen topic, and I never know when it is safe,” Sally told Claire before hanging up the phone.

Claire quickly gestured for Sally to pick up the phone; however, Sally just looked over at the camera before standing up and walking away.

Claire stood quickly and pounded on the window while demanding, “Speak to me!”

Sally stopped a few feet from the exit. She turned quickly towards Claire and then walked quickly towards the phone. After picking up the phone again, she uttered, “Heathcliff’s army!”

Sally went to hang up again as Claire questioned, “What’s Heathcliff’s army?”

Sally was able to read Claire’s lips and mouthed out, “Ask your source.”

When Sally turned to walk away again, Claire just stared after her without pounding on the window. When Sally disappeared through the door, Claire hung up her phone and left.

After Claire got to her car, she pulled out her cell phone from her purse and dialed home. After two rings Allyson answered with, “Berkeley’s residence.”

“Allyson, it’s me—Claire,” she said while starting the car.

“Claire, were you able to meet with Sally?”

“We met, but she refused to discuss the subject with me.

She claims that it’s not safe.”

“So you didn’t learn anything?” Allyson asked.

“Well, she did mention Heathcliff’s army.”

“Heathcliff’s army?” Allyson echoed in a confused tone.

“She told me to ask my source,” Claire informed. “And I think she means the ones who had informed me of the mark of Merlin.”

“Okay, well, that would be Harris then. I’ll call him and find out if he has heard of Heathcliff’s army, and then I’ll call you back.”

“Well, I’m on my way home now, so you can tell me about it when I get there.”

“Alright,” Allyson agreed. “I’ll see you when you get home.”

When Allyson hung up she called home.

Ellen with Sonya in her arms, Everett while carrying the game system, Harris and Megan were just getting back from the used game store. As they reached the front door, they could hear the phone ringing. Harris rushed to open the door and then rushed to get to the phone in time.

As Harris picked up the phone he answered with the traditional, “Hello.”

“It’s me, honey,” Allyson began. “Why did it take so long for you to answer?”

Ellen had placed Sonya in her infant swing and was turning on the stereo when she heard Harris explaining, “To give Ellen, Everett and Megan something to do, we went out and bought a used game system. We were just getting back. So how much longer will you be?”

“I just got off the phone with Claire and she’s on her way home now.”

“So did she say how it went?”

“Not well, but she did say that Sally had mentioned Heathcliff’s army,” Allyson informed. “And then Sally told Claire to ask her source for the explanation for it. Does that mean anything to you?”

Harris collected his thoughts before drawing Ellen’s, Everett’s and Megan’s attention while saying, “If I remember correctly, Heathcliff was a wizard from one of the Raven’s acorn covens. He lived in the early 1500’s and was a knight in King Henry the Eighth’s army. Other knights had followed him into battle, which was how the phrase ‘Heathcliff’s army’ came about, and his campaigns were successfully high… I can’t remember anymore than that. Did Sally say anything else?”

“Just that it wasn’t safe to talk.”

“Let me call Sadie and find out if she knows more than what I had just told you.”

“Okay,” Allyson agreed. “Call me back.”

“I love you,” Harris said.

“I love you,” Allyson echoed in a delightful tone before the two hung up.

“What about Heathcliff’s army?” Ellen asked.

“Did you hear what I told Allyson?” Harris asked. Ellen just nodded. “Well that’s all I know about it, and Sally had mentioned it without an explanation as to why.” Harris picked up the phone again while saying, “I’m going to call Sadie and find out if she knows any more than I do.”

When Ellen nodded Harris dialed Sadie’s telephone number.

After the phone rang five times, Sadie answered with, “I’m quite busy here, Harry.”

“Okay, well, will you answer a quick question?” Harris requested.

“If it’s a simple one.” Harris then heard Sadie say to one of her bookstore customers, “That’ll be thirty-eight forty-three.”

“What can you tell me about Heathcliff’s army?”

“That’s not a simple question, Harry,” Sadie pointed out as she gave the customer his change. “Thank you, come again.”

As the customer nodded Sadie heard Harris requesting, “Will you answer anyway?”

Sadie gestured for the next person in line to step up while saying, “Okay, well, he was a knight in the early 1500’s, and… and hold on, Harry.” Harris heard a short conversation between Sadie and a customer before hearing the sound of a price gun. “I’m back, and the phrase ‘Heathcliff’s army’ came about when the other knights had followed him into battle, and… and he was executed—beheaded in the 1530’s by his own side for practicing witchcraft.”

“He got caught?” Harris questioned incredulously.

“He did,” Sadie agreed before turning her attention to her customer. “Twenty-one ten.”

As the customer was paying with a credit card, Sadie heard Harris asking, “What spells was he doing when he got caught?” 

“Thank you, come again,” Harris heard Sadie telling the customer. “Harry, I don’t really know, but it was one of his fellow knights masquerading as the enemy who accused him of being a warlock. Apparently whatever Heathcliff was doing had caused his fellow knight’s mission to fail.”

“Okay, well, if you can think of anything else about Heathcliff, give me a call back.”

“Okay,” Sadie said before hanging up the phone. She then turned her attention towards the empty handed customer who stepped up to the counter. “How can I help you?”

At Harris’s house, Ellen asked Harris, “What did Sadie say?”

“The only thing she had told me that I didn’t know already is that Heathcliff was beheaded in the 1530’s by his own side after being accused of being a warlock.”

“Yikes!” Megan uttered.

“Yeah,” Harris agreed with a grin. “One of the threats that had hung over our heads before we had moved into the twentieth century.”

“Were any of your ancestors hung during the Salem Witch Trials?” Megan asked.

“All of my direct ancestors were in England during that time period,” Harris said. “But from what I know of the Salem Witch Trials, only one wizard was killed during the witch trials. The others were ordinary people.”

“I’m going to go check the Legacy volumes for anything on Heathcliff,” Ellen announced.

Before Ellen could leave, Harris told her, “There isn’t  much in my family’s volumes on Heathcliff, so you’ll want to check your family’s volumes first.”

“Okay,” Ellen said before stepping away.

Everett and Megan followed Ellen to her room and watched as Ellen pulled out her Legacy volumes from her closet.

As Ellen was moving her volumes to her bed, Megan asked, “Can I help?”

“Sure,” Ellen said. “First we need to find all the volumes that were written between the years 1500 and 1540.”

“Okay,” Megan said.

Once all the volumes were on the bed, Ellen, Everett and Megan sat on the bed and flipped through the volumes for the correct ones.

The three located the volumes of the correct era fairly quickly, but it took an hour for them to find any reference on Heathcliff.

Megan was the one to find it before saying, “I got something. It says here that Heathcliff was the great uncle to… to whoever who had written this section. Anyway, he… Heathcliff was also known as the spiritual puppeteer… Oh my God!”

“Let me have that,” Ellen requested.

As Megan was handing over the volume, she gestured towards the paragraph that she was reading.

Ellen silently read what it said about Heathcliff before saying, “I second your, ‘Oh my God!’”

“What is it?” Everett demanded.

“Heathcliff was a master in astral projection…” Ellen was only able to get out.

“Astral projection is the ability that allows a living person to spiritually leave his or her body at will; walk about as if he or she is a ghost and then return to his or her body at will, right?” Everett questioned.

“Right, and as I said, Heathcliff was a master at it. Anyway, by using an incantation that he recited in a spiritual form, he was able to take over anyone’s body. Just before battle, he would take control of someone from the opposing army and create mayhem and chaos among his enemy, so when he and his men attacked, the outcome of the battle would be in his favor.”

“What does that have to do with what’s going on here and now?” Everett asked.

Ellen thought for a second before suggesting, “Leon Stone can astral project too. He’s controlling people the way that Heathcliff was capable of. He’s the modern day puppeteer.”

“Leon took control of my grandma’s body and made her walk out in front of that bus,” Everett surmised.

“And I’m willing to bet that Leon was also the one who had shot Peter Berkeley,” Ellen added. “Whoa! Wait a minute! Last night at the theater Gary told me that Karla has been doing a Mr. Hyde impersonation around this time of the month during the last few months. And according to him, she was doing that impersonation last night.”

“Who’s Mr. Hyde?” Megan asked.

“Mr. Hyde isn’t a person, but the evil side of a person when the good is removed,” Everett explained.

“‘Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde’ is a very old novel made into a movie,” Ellen added. “Dr. Jekyll drinks a concoction that he creates that transforms him into the evil Mr. Hyde.”

“Okay, I think I understand,” Megan said.

“I think I understand too,” Ellen said as she stood up with the book in her hand. “I’m even more convinced that Jessica and Karla are innocent.”

“I wouldn’t make that claim just yet,” Everett countered while standing.

“You’re judgmental towards them anyway,” Ellen accused. “So of course you wouldn’t.”

“And I hope you won’t allow your wanting-to-see-the-best-in-people to get in the way of you seeing the truth if they turn out to be hurting people without Leon’s astral projecting spirit’s influence,” Everett retorted.

“I won’t,” Ellen insisted. “And we need to let Harry know what we learned.”

“I’m right behind you,” Everett said before following Ellen out of the room. Ellen carried the book.

“And I’m behind you both,” Megan told them.

Ellen, with Everett and Megan at her side, took the volume to Harris. Once Harris read what Ellen had wanted him to know, he said, “Just like in Tony’s dream.”

“What dream?” Ellen questioned.

“Allyson didn’t tell you?” When Ellen shook her head, Harris continued with, “A few days ago Wendi had called and said that Tony dreamt that you and he were going from place to place while looking for Geppetto’s ghost.”

“Geppetto’s ghost?” Megan echoed. “Geppetto, as in the woodcarver in Pinocchio?”

“Yes,” Harris confirmed. “And within Tony’s dream, Ellen, you and he had found a puppet-like man, but that he had changed into a real man before you were able to get to him.”

“Harry, could astral projection and taking over a person’s body during astral projection be one of those trivial incantations that only require great focus and conscious thought?” Ellen asked.

Harris grinned before saying, “I believe so. And if not then your recent theory about him doing a vivacious incantation prior to his stroke would be plausible in this situation.”

“Leon Stone needs to be stopped,” Everett uttered.

“Yeah, but how do we stop a wizard who can turn anyone he wants into a puppet?” Ellen questioned.

“You begin with one of those incantations that Sadie had deciphered for us earlier in the week,” Harris supplied.

“What about those incantations?” Ellen asked.

“There is one that she hasn’t deciphered yet, but among the two that she had, one of them was a protection incantation against demonic possessions,” Harris explained. “And demonic possessions are actually nothing more than spiritual possessions.”

“So that protection incantation will work to keep Leon’s astral projecting spirit out?” Ellen asked.

“I believe it will,” Harris said. “Therefore, I’m going to give you permission to break that promise that you made my mom.”

Ellen gave Harris a confused look before saying, “The only promise that I made your mom is that one about me reading the Legacy volumes before I even look at the books on incantations.”

“The very same.” Ellen held her confused look before Harris explained, “Anyone who is attempting to keep out spiritual possessions has to participate in reciting the ritual, and the ritual is a vivacious one.”

“Who all can participate in the ritual?” Ellen asked.

“What do you mean?” Harris questioned.

“Everett and his family need protecting from Leon Stone too, but they aren’t witches or wizards,” Ellen began. “So can they participate even though they’re not witches and wizards?” 

“Just one witch or wizard is needed to do the ritual and up to seven other people can participate,” Harris informed. “And those seven people don’t have to be witches or wizards. They will have to recite the incantation along with the witch or wizard though.”

“There are more than eight people who need protecting,” Ellen pointed out.

“Yes,” Harris agreed. “We’ll do the incantation twice. I’ll do it first while you watch what I do. Then you’ll do it.”

Ellen took a timid breath before agreeing, “Okay.”

“We need to contact my parents about this,” Everett said. “In fact, my mom should be home now.”

“We’ll talk to your parents,” Harris assured him. “However, I seriously doubt that we are on Leon’s radar at the moment, so there’s no need to rush.”

“If Jessica or Karla had told him about me, we might be on his radar,” Ellen suggested.

“You’re friends with Jessica and Karla though and you don’t carry the birthmark, so as far as Leon’s concern, you’re benign,” Harris informed.

“I don’t want to presume that and fall victim to Leon Stone,” Ellen said. “And how do we protect Sonya when she’s too young to recite the ritual?”

Harris grinned before saying, “A witch or a wizard can recite the ritual for him or herself plus one other person, so I was going to do it for me and Sonya.” When Ellen nodded, Harris continued with, “And to alleviate your guys’ worries, we’ll do this ritual as soon as possible. The ritual calls for supplies though that we don’t have, so… it looks like we need to go buy them.”

“I’ll get Sonya ready to go,” Ellen said before turning and walking away.

“I’ll call Allyson and let her know what we’d learned and what we’re planning,” Harris said as he went towards the phone.

“Ellen, I’m taking this Legacy volume to show my parents,” Everett informed.

Ellen looked towards Everett, and when she saw in his face that he was unyielding on the subject, she slightly grinned and nodded while saying, “Okay.”

Sonya had just dozed off and when Ellen picked her up from her swing, she began to fuss.

“I know, baby girl, but we have to go somewhere,” Ellen said before singing along with the stereo in order to pacify her. 

When Sonya stopped crying after a short moment, Megan supplied, “She definitely loves music.”

Ellen nodded before saying, “I’ve been told that Sonya’s mom was also easily calmed by the sound of someone singing.” Sonya overlapped Ellen’s words with her monotone sound. “Okay, Sonya. Okay.” Ellen then sang some more.

Ellen with Sonya in her arms, Everett and Megan waited by the front door during the time that it took Harris to get off the phone with Allyson, along with making a list of supplies that were needed for the incantation.

Ellen and Megan were singing in cadence to Sonya when Harris stepped up and said, “I’m set. Let’s go.”

Everett opened the front door and motioned for Ellen to leave out first. Megan followed Ellen out and then Harris gestured for Everett to leave out before him. Before Harris followed Everett out, he made sure that the door would lock behind them.

Harris drove to a bookstore that sold crystals, candles, tarot cards, incense, herbs and other items that can be considered mystical. After they bought the items that the incantation had called for, Harris drove to Everett and Megan’s house.

As Harris approached the house, Megan caught sight of Lance’s car in the driveway and announced, “Dad’s home too.” 

“I see… and good,” Everett said.

Harris parked the car on the street and popped open the trunk for the stroller. After everyone was out and the stroller was pulled from the trunk, Ellen placed Sonya in the stroller.

Everett carried the Legacy volume as he led the way to the house. Ellen allowed Megan to push Sonya’s stroller as she and Harris walked beside Megan. The magic supplies were left in the car.

Once inside, Lance and Kristen were told about their speculation and then they were shown the Legacy volume.

Once Kristen learned about Leon’s possible astral projecting ability, she shared, “Darrin Parker was admitted into the psychiatric ward around three-thirty this morning.”

“Darrin Parker was one of the geniuses who we had interviewed yesterday,” Ellen quickly said.

“Which one was he?” Everett asked.

“He’s from the second house and he had an IQ of one hundred and forty-two,” Ellen said.

Lance sighed before saying, “Bridget and I had argued… and argued over the existence of witches and warlocks. She had wanted me to get involved by investigating Leon Stone, and I refused. And now… I can’t say that I fully believe, and even if everything that you told me is true, Leon hasn’t broken any laws that I can prove.”

“Only a wizard or a sorceress can stop him anyway,” Harris told him. “And although we can’t stop him, we can protect ourselves from being turned into his puppets.”

“How?” Kristen asked.

“There’s an incantation that protects against spiritual possessions,” Harris said. “I’ll perform the ritual and everyone who participates in the ritual will repeat the ritual words after I say them.”

“And this will keep Leon’s astral projecting spirit from entering our bodies and taking control of us?” Kristen asked.

“The incantation is actually new to me, but I was told that it will work by someone who I trust with my life,” Harris said.

“Dad. Mom. We need to do this incantation,” Everett insisted.

“We will,” Lance assured him. “Not that I’m convinced yet  about any of this, but I am curious enough to see the ritual performed.”

“Don’t we all have to completely believe in witchcraft for the magic to work?” Megan asked.

“Your belief isn’t required for the witchcraft to be performed on you,” Harris began. “However, if you were the one who was performing the witchcraft… or—in this case— conducting one then your non-belief might make the incantation fail.”

“Ah,” Megan uttered in an understanding tone.

“Anyway, I would like to do the ritual at my in-laws’ house,” Harris said. “They need to be informed of this and participate in the ritual as well.”

“Alright,” Lance and Kristen agreed.

“We can go now,” Lance added.

“Okay,” Harris agreed before everyone began preparing to leave the house.

As everyone was leaving the house, Megan asked, “When are you going back to work, Dad?”

“Are you trying to get rid of me?” Lance teased.

“I’m just curious,” Megan insisted.

Lance amusingly grinned before saying, “Unless I get called in, I don’t go back in until Monday.”

Ellen fastened Sonya in her infant car seat before she put the stroller back into the trunk. She then got into the front passenger seat. Harris was already in and was starting the car when Ellen was shutting her door.

Lance, Kristen, Everett and Megan went to Lance’s car. Once everyone was set, Lance followed Harris to Martin and Paige’s house.

Allyson—while standing at Claire’s open front door— waved as Ellen and Harris were getting out of the car.

As Ellen and Harris waved to Allyson, Lance stepped up and pointed out, “That house belongs to Peter Berkeley’s widow.”

“Yes,” Harris agreed as Ellen went to get Sonya from the infant car seat. “Her name’s Claire.” Harris pointed to the next house over while continuing with, “My in-laws live there.”

“Why is Allyson at Claire’s house?” Kristen asked.

“She’s babysitting Claire’s autistic son,” Harris said.

Once Sonya was in Ellen’s arms and the car door was shut, Sonya began her monotone sound. Ellen rolled her eyes before pointing towards Allyson to distract Sonya.

“Look, Sonya,” Ellen said while pointing. Sonya just stared at Ellen’s finger. “Over there, Sonya. Over there. There’s Aunt Allyson.” Ellen changed from pointing towards Allyson to waving to her. Sonya just watched Ellen’s hand.

“I don’t think Sonya is grasping the concept of looking to where you are pointing,” Everett pointed out.

“Not at all,” Ellen agreed as she turned herself to where Sonya was facing Allyson.

“Let’s go,” Harris told Ellen. “Sonya can learn the concept of looking to where you are pointing later.”

“Okay,” Ellen said before she and the others walked towards Martin and Paige’s house.

Allyson shut the door and returned to the room where Spencer was making his drawings.

Once Ellen had entered the house with Sonya, Stacie— while singing—reached out her hands to take Sonya. When Sonya acted delightfully excited, Ellen handed Sonya to Stacie.

Once the introductions between, Lance, Kristen, Megan, Martin, Paige and Stacie were done, Harris explained things to Martin, Paige and Stacie.

Martin and Paige were familiar with Peter Berkeley’s investigation of Leon being a warlock, but they along with Stacie were taken back when they learned that everything about Leon was true and that Harris, Ellen and Sonya were respectively a potential warlock, a potential witch and a sorceress. Once the shock had worn off, Martin, Paige and Stacie agreed to participate in the ritual.

Claire was still on the road and everyone had waited for her to return before everyone went over to her house to include her and Spencer in on the ritual. Harris carried the magic supplies into Claire’s house.

Once Claire had learned of Leon’s ability to astral project, she presumed, “Sally wouldn’t speak to me because Leon could’ve been spying on her… on us.”

“He could still be spying on us,” Megan suggested.

“Crap!” Ellen uttered. Everyone gave her a curious look. “The mirror’s in my purse and I didn’t bring my purse.”

“I have mirrors, Sweetie,” Claire pointed out.

“The one in my purse had been… charmed to reflect spirits and souls,” Ellen said.

Claire politely grinned and nodded in an understanding manner.

“Ellen and I were wondering if that kind of mirror was the kind of mirror that vampires can’t see their reflections in,” Everett supplied. “If vampires exist that is.”

“Witches, wizards and vampires,” Lance rattled off. “I had fallen into a horror movie.”

“The only thing missing are werewolves,” Stacie added.

“You know that werewolves are nothing more than venomous wolf-likens,” Megan supplied.

“Uh… so werewolves actually exist as well?” Stacie quickly asked.

“They do,” Harris said before explaining the liken incantation to the ones who didn’t know it.

Once the explanation was over, Ellen asked, “Harry, do you remember that mirror incantation?”

“We won’t need a mirror,” Harris said. “And if everyone is ready, I would like to begin that protection incantation.”

‘Absolutely’, ‘Of course’ and ‘Yes’ were what Harris had heard.

“The incantation requires me to draw out a circle, a pentagram and symbols,” Harris informed. “So is there a room in the house that I can use that it won’t matter if I mess up the floor?”

“The basement,” Claire quickly said. “I’ll show you the way.”

Claire gathered Spencer’s drawing pad and pencils, and then took Spencer by the hand. Spencer fussed while walking along with Claire. Everyone followed behind Claire and Spencer as Claire led the way to the basement.

Once in the basement, Ellen—while holding her copy of the words to the incantation—intensively watched Harris’s every move as Harris set up the incantation’s layout.

“We need Sonya’s car seat,” Harris said before completing the chalk circle.

“I’ll go get it,” Everett volunteered before walking away.

The layout consisted of a large chalk circle with a pentagram and symbols drawn within the circle. Eight candles—one candle per participant—were set evenly spaced on the circle-outline. Gemstones, crystals and herbs were arranged in the circle between the symbols.



Chapter Twenty-Three 

Once the layout was finished, Harris placed Sonya’s car seat on the outside of the circle and in front of one of the candles. As he stood upright, he said, “Sonya will be a part of my group. Spencer will be a part of Ellen’s group. So six of you may sit down—Indian-style—on the outside of the circle and in front of a candle.

“I’ll do it when Ellen does it,” Megan quickly said.

Ellen grinned as Everett added, “I’ll do it with Ellen also.”

“That’s fine,” Harris assured them. “As far as who are participating in this one, sit.”

Harris sat on the left side of Sonya’s car seat, and then positioned the paper that the incantation was written on to where he could read it.

Stacie put Sonya in the car seat before she sat down on the right side of the car seat. Allyson sat on Harris’s left. Paige sat on Allyson’s left. Martin sat on Paige’s left and Claire sat on Martin’s left.

“There’s an open space,” Allyson pointed out. “Does that matter?”

Before Harris could respond, Kristen said, “I’ll take it.” She then moved forward to sit between Claire and Stacie.

Once the eight spots were filled and everyone was set, Harris took hold of Sonya’s left hand while saying, “Hold hands to form a circle.”

Stacie took Sonya’s right hand first before taking Kristen’s left hand.

Sonya began her monotone sound. Harris chuckled slightly before ignoring Sonya and saying, “Let’s begin.”

“Are these candles supposed to be lit?” Stacie asked.

“If the incantation works as it should then each candle will ignite on its own,” Harris informed.

“Eerie,” Kristen said.

Harris grinned before saying, “Now I’ll need everyone’s complete silence… of course I don’t expect Sonya to currently obey. But she’s not too distracting. Anyway, when I prompt everyone to repeat after me, Allyson is the only one who will repeat. Once Allyson finishes, Paige will repeat. Once Paige finishes, Martin will repeat, and so on until the… wave reaches Sonya. And I will recite it again for her. Does everyone understand?”

“Yes,” everyone said in cadence.

“Okay. Here we go,” Harris said before he recited the words to the incantation.

The first eight lines to the incantation read as if it was a song-like poem that Harris read alone.

Ellen covered her mouth and stifled back a chuckle when Sonya hushed up and listened as if Harris was singing.

The ninth and tenth lines were what everyone was to repeat and once the wave had begun, Sonya looked towards the speaker.

When the wave reached Sonya, Harris spoke for her with a few modified words to the two lines. Once Harris spoke the final words, everyone slightly jumped when the eight candles sequentially lit within a second apart from Harris’s candle to Sonya’s candle.

Once Sonya’s candle had lit, the eight flames jumped immediately to the center of the circle, and within a blink of an eye, a ring of light exploded out horizontally. The paper that Harris was reading from had immediately turned to ash.

The ring of light disappeared once everyone seated at the circle was encompassed by the light.

Everyone seated glowed orange, and once the glow had faded and everyone appeared normal, Harris smiled while saying, “A complete success.”

“Everything that I had witnessed is normal?” Lance quickly asked.

“Yes,” Harris said. “If it didn’t, the incantation would’ve been considered a failure.”

“Our turn,” Ellen announced as the seven seated at the circle were standing.

As Allyson was taking Sonya out of the car seat, Harris told Ellen, “Since it will be only you, Lance, Everett, Megan and Spencer, I have to modify the layout for five people.”

“Alright,” Ellen said before Harris went to modify the layout.

Ellen again intensively watched Harris’s every move as Harris modified the incantation’s layout. Once the modified layout was in place, Ellen, Everett, Megan and Lance sat down respectively around the circle from right to left. It took Claire a few seconds to get Spencer to sit down on Ellen’s right.

As with Harris’s group, Ellen’s group began by holding hands. Once Ellen saw that everyone was holding hands, she began the incantation.

Ellen repeated the incantation as identically as she could to Harris’s incantation.

When the wave came around to Spencer, Ellen spoke the final two modified lines for him.

As before with the eight candles, the five candles sequentially lit within a second apart from Ellen’s candle to Spencer’s candle. Also as before, the flames jumped immediately to the center of the circle, and within a blink of an eye, a ring of light exploded out horizontally. The paper that Ellen was reading from had immediately turned to ash.

The ring of light disappeared once everyone seated at the circle was encompassed by the light.

Everyone seated glowed orange, and once the glow had faded and everyone appeared normal, Ellen uttered delightfully, “I did it! I did it! I did my first spell!”

“You did,” Harris agreed in an amused tone. “And you did it well.”

“Thanks,” Ellen said as she and the others went to stand up.

“So what now?” Everett asked.

“Now we have to talk to Jessica and fill her in on what’s going on,” Ellen informed.

“Telling Jessica is as good as telling Leon Stone himself,” Everett retorted. “And that’s not good.”

“I believe that Leon Stone is using Karla and not Jessica,” Ellen began. “I’m not sure why though… why Leon is using Karla and not Jessica is what I’m not sure about. I’m sure of my belief.”

Lance amusingly grinned before asking, “Why do you believe that?”

“Karla’s always doing things for him at all hours of the night and she comes to school dead on her feet,” Ellen explained.

“And a spiritual possession is easier for the spirit when the person who it wants to possess is exhausted,” Harris added. “In fact, during a normal spiritual possession, the spirit will frighten the victim to prevent the victim from sleeping prior to the actual possession.”

“We have to talk to Jessica,” Ellen repeated with more certainty in her voice.

“Before you go off while thinking that you’re protected from spiritual possession, Ellen, you should know the duration of the spell,” Harris rattled out.

“There’s a duration to the spell?” Ellen quickly asked while giving him her full attention.

“You’ve never imagined that, did you?” Harris questioned in a tone as if to make a point.

Ellen rolled her eyes before asking, “So how long are we protected for?”

“For adults—eighteen years old and older—it’s around ten years,” Harris began. “Seven years for young teenagers and three to five years for anyone younger. And the reason why that this spell degrades over time is because people change over time. Take Sonya for example. In only three years from now, she will no longer be an infant, but a toddler.”

Ellen gave Harris the thumbs-up sign while saying, “Okay, I have seven years before I have to worry about Leon Stone’s astral projecting spirit possessing me. Now is it okay for me to go and talk to Jess?”

“I think talking to Jess is a mistake,” Everett announced.

“Yeah, well, unfortunately I don’t know of any other wizards or sorceresses in the area who are old enough and powerful enough to handle Leon Stone,” Ellen retorted. “So it’s either talk to Jess and hope for the best or turn a blind eye to what is happening. And I’m not turning a blind eye.”

“Well, walking into Leon Stone’s house would be like walking into the lion’s den,” Everett pointed out. “So you can’t go there.”

Ellen thought for a second before saying, “I’ll go to Stone Hall and have Simon to get Jess to go there.”

Everett slightly shrugged as if to say, ‘It might work.’

“How are you going to get to Stone Hall?” Allyson asked.

“I’m sure that I can find the correct buses to get from here to there,” Ellen said.

“Taking buses won’t be necessary,” Lance said. “I’ll take you.”

“Okay, thanks,” Ellen said. “Thanks for doing this for me.”

“I had dropped the ball when Bridget had asked me to get involve,” Lance began. “I thought I knew better. I do know better now though, and I will help where I can.”

Ellen gave an understanding nod before saying, “I would like to go now… if it’s okay with you.”

“Alright,” Lance said with a nod.

“Can I come?” Megan requested.

“I don’t want you anywhere near this,” Lance quickly told Megan.

Megan crossed her arms before grumbling, “Fine.”

“I don’t know how dangerous this is going to get,” Lance added.

“I’m going,” Everett announced. When Lance shot him a disturbed look, he continued with, “Jessica and Karla already know my belief of them, so I’m a part of this regardless.”

Lance sighed before saying, “Fine. Let’s go.”

Ellen nodded before she, Everett and Lance left the basement. Everyone followed them upstairs.

A short time later, Ellen, Everett and Lance stepped up to the third house of Stone Hall. Ellen was the one to knock.

The housemother answered the door and when she saw who were at the door, she questioned, “Ellen… and Everett, right?”

“Right,” Ellen and Everett said.

“This is my dad, Detective Delaney,” Everett added.

“Detective?!” the housemother uttered worriedly.

“I’m just here as Everett’s dad,” Lance quickly assured her.

“Okay,” the housemother skeptically said. “So how can I help you three?”

“We need to speak with Simon,” Everett was the one to say.

The housemother backed up while saying, “Come in. And follow me.”

“Thanks,” Ellen said as she, Everett and Lance were entering the house.

The housemother nodded before walking away. Lance was the last one into the house and he had shut the front door behind him before he followed Ellen, Everett and the housemother into the computer room.

“Hi, Ellen. Hi, Everett,” the students all said.

“And friend,” one of the students added when Lance stepped in.

“Hi, all,” Ellen said while overlapping the single student.

Everett and Lance waved before the housemother said, “Simon. These three would like to talk to you.”

“Okay,” Simon said before getting up from his workstation. 

Ellen gestured around the room while saying, “This was the view I saw yesterday. Don’t you folks do anything else? Do things for fun?”

“With the curriculum that the university has us on, we can’t really afford too many distractions from our school work,” one of the students said.

“And we don’t mind,” another student added. “We find working through our lessons enjoyable.”

“Okay then,” Ellen said skeptically.

As Simon stepped up, he asked, “Should we talk in private or can we do it here?”

“Well, actually, we need to talk to Jessica and we want her to come here,” Ellen supplied. “Can you arrange it?”

“You want me to call Jessica and have her to come here?” Simon questioned.

“Please?” Ellen requested.

“Why?” Simon asked.

“We need to speak with her away from Karla and her grandpa,” Ellen replied. “And it’s important.”

“Well… she doesn’t want people to know this, but she works the weekends and a few evenings during the week,” Simon said.

“Where does she work?” Ellen asked.

“At the Savannah Square Retirement Home,” Simon said.

“Isn’t she a little young to be working there?” Lance asked.

“She’s sixteen. My dad had gotten her a job there, working in the kitchen,” Simon told him.

“Does your dad work there?” Ellen asked.

Simon shook his head before saying, “My dad’s a doctor… a physician. In fact, he treats a lot of the seniors at the retirement home.”

“Your dad wouldn’t be Jessica’s grandfather’s doctor by chance, would he?” Ellen asked.

“He is actually,” Simon confirmed.

“Figures,” Ellen mumbled barely coherently.

“Why?” Simon asked.

Ellen shook her head before saying, “I was just curious.” Simon gave Ellen a confused look before Ellen gestured towards the front door. “We should get going.”

“I’m sorry I couldn’t help,” Simon said.

“You did help actually,” Ellen said before waving. “I’ll see you around.”

“See you,” Simon said.

“Bye,” Everett and Lance said.

“Thanks for your cooperation,” Lance told the housemother. The housemother nodded.

Ellen, Everett and Lance turned and walked towards the front door. Simon went back to his workstation.

After the three stepped outside, Lance said, “I’m guessing, Ellen, that you want to go to the retirement home.”

“I do,” Ellen confirmed.

“Alright,” Lance agreed.

Minutes later, Ellen, Everett and Lance were stepping up to the receptionist of the retirement home.

“How can I help you folks?” the receptionist asked.

“We would like to talk to Jessica Harman,” Ellen was the one to say.

“Her shift ends at eight,” the receptionist told them. “You three can come back then.”

Lance pulled out his badge, and while showing it to the receptionist, he said, “I’m Detective Delaney. These two kids are witnesses to my investigation and I believe that Jessica is too, so we really need to speak with Jessica.”

“I’ll have her come to the lobby,” the receptionist said while picking up the phone.

“I appreciate your cooperation,” Lance told the receptionist. The receptionist nodded before making the call.

Within a short time, Jessica came out and then stopped in her tracks when she saw who were in the lobby while standing out of earshot of the receptionist. Before she continued towards Ellen, Everett and Lance she took a deep breath.

Ellen felt Jessica’s presence once she was close enough and when Ellen turned to look, she said barely above a whisper, “Jess is coming.”

Everett and Lance faced Jessica, and as Jessica was stepping up, she asked, “You three are the ones who want to see me?” Ellen just nodded. “How did you know I was even here?” 

“We spoke with Simon,” Everett supplied. “He told us that you work here.”

“Okay, so what’s going on?” Jessica asked.

“Your grandfather’s condition had improved a little last night, didn’t it?” Ellen questioned.

Jessica gave Ellen a curious look before saying, “His condition had improved a lot actually. As of this morning he’s able to talk without being hooked up to the computer. How did you know?”

“Darrin Parker had ended up in the psychiatric ward early this morning,” Ellen said.

“Who’s Darrin Parker and what does he have to do with my grandfather?”

“He’s one of the geniuses at Stone Hall, and each time when your grandfather’s condition had improved, it had coincided with a genius at Stone Hall ending up in the psychiatric ward.”

Jessica looked at Everett before saying, “I see you’re listening to Everett when he tells you that I’m a witch.”

“I’ve been lying to you, Jess,” Ellen confessed. Jessica crossed her arms and shot Ellen a curious look. “I learned about the mark of Merlin…” Jessica shot a concerned look towards Lance. “Oh, I had filled them in on everything and they’re cool with it.” Jessica looked towards Ellen in an annoyed manner. “Anyway, I learned about the mark of Merlin, the three wizard lines and the Wizard Wars on the day my brother died. And…”

“The Wizard Wars?” Jessica echoed in a confused tone.

“The wars that took place among the three wizard lines centuries ago,” Ellen told her. A baffled expression came across Jessica’s face. “You don’t read your Legacy volumes?” The baffled expression on Jessica’s face had deepened. “The diaries of your ancestors.”

“I’ve never seen any diaries of my ancestors,” Jessica claimed.

“You know about the mark of Merlin,” Ellen pointed out.

“Yeah, three years ago my grandfather told Karla and me about it and what it means to have the mark,” Jessica said. “Wizards and sorceresses can feel each other. And there are wizards or sorceresses who go around and steal other wizards’ and sorceresses’ powers.”

“Which was the main objective during the Wizard Wars,” Ellen added. “Each of the three covens had wanted to keep the mark alive and strong.” When a baffled expression came across Jessica’s face again Ellen continued with, “I’ll show you my Legacy volumes.”

Jessica gave Ellen an ‘are you serious?’ look.

Ellen ignored the look and continued with, “Anyway, your grandfather is able to astral project and take over people’s bodies at will.”

Jessica thought for a second before uttering, “Oh God! He’s been taking over Karla’s body!”

“You saw that he was and you ignored it?” Everett demanded to know.

“I didn’t ignore it,” Jessica quickly retorted. “The clues were there, but I didn’t know about my grandfather’s ability to astral project; let alone take over someone’s body. So I just shrugged off Karla’s behavior as… as her trying to copy our grandfather.”

“I need you and Karla to come to my house tonight,” Ellen said.

“Why?!” Jessica quickly asked.

“There’s an incantation that will prevent your grandfather’s astral projecting spirit from taking over yours and Karla’s bodies that you two need to do,” Ellen said. “And I’ll show you my Legacy volumes while you’re there.”

“And how do I know that you’re not luring me and Karla into a trap?” Jessica asked.

“Jess, your grandfather is hurting people,” Ellen pointed out. “I’m not strong enough to stop him, but you and Karla are. Plus…”

“Hold up!” Jessica demanded. “You want me to go up against my grandfather… a person who I love dearly?”

“Your grandfather is hurting people,” Ellen repeated while emphasizing each word.

“How can you be so certain?” Jessica quickly asked.

“I was able to get my hands on Peter Berkeley’s notes and…” Ellen was only able to get out.

“The reporter who my mom had shot and killed?” Jessica interrupted with.

“I strongly believe that your mom was being possessed by your grandfather’s astral projecting spirit at the time of the shooting,” Ellen supplied. “And I got my belief from looking at Peter Berkeley’s notes.”

“How did you get your hands on Peter Berkeley’s notes?” Jessica quickly asked.

“Allyson’s parents live next door to Peter Berkeley’s widow,” Ellen informed. “Jess, if you’ll come to my house, I’ll show you everything. And I’m not luring you into a trap. In fact, I would still like to be friends with you and Karla.”

Jessica chuckled without humor before saying, “You come here, accusing my grandfather of hurting people and you want us to be friends.”

“Your grandfather had used your mother as a puppet and he was the one who had killed Peter Berkeley, and he is currently using other people as puppets at his whim,” Ellen pointed out. “And you’ve seen what I say is true with Karla. And I can show you and Karla my other evidences as well… if not at my house then at a neutral location of your choice.”

Jessica sighed before saying, “Fine. I’ll come to your house when I get off work, but without Karla. And I’m leaving a note that she will get if something would happen to me.”

Ellen rolled her eyes before saying, “I’m not luring you into a trap, Jess, but sure. I have no problems with you taking whatever precautions that you feel are necessary. And there is one other thing that I want to be upfront with you about before you show up at my house.”

“I’m listening,” Jessica prompted.

“I didn’t know this until after the accident that killed Mike and Tanya, but Tanya was a descendant of the Brimstone Coven, and like Mike and me, Tanya was in the Phoenix stage…”

“Phoenix stage?” Jessica echoed in a confused tone. “What’s that?”

“My dad and his twin brother were the first set of twins to be born without the mark of Merlin,” Ellen began. “They, all their children and all their grandchildren would be considered to be in the Phoenix stage. Another set of twins among their great-grandchildren has to be born before the mark of Merlin can die out completely; however, as long as both parents are in the Phoenix stage the mark of Merlin will return within their children.”

“Wait!” Jessica uttered while figuring something out. “If your brother and sister-in-law were both in the Phoenix stage then your niece Sonya would carry the birthmark.”

Ellen’s facial expression confirmed it before she said, “Harris knew what the birthmark had meant and he had filled me in when he saw it on Sonya.”

“You had mentioned Brimstone Coven earlier,” Jessica began. “I’m fairly certain that you were referring to one of the wizard lines, but I was never told that a wizard line was also known as a coven.”

“Boy, your grandfather had really kept you in the dark on this, didn’t he?” Ellen questioned.

“Just tell me what you mean by it,” Jessica ordered.

Ellen rolled her eyes before saying, “You carry the mark of the Raven Coven. Your power is over the Air and Earth. My dad’s dad had carried the mark of the Clover Coven and that coven has the power over the beasts. Harris and Tanya’s great-grandmother was the last one to carry the mark of the Brimstone Coven of their direct relatives, and the Brimstone Coven has the power over the Fire and Water.”

“So which mark does Sonya carry?” Jessica asked.

“The mark from the Clover Coven, and the reason for that is that the stronger line will always give strength to the weaker line, so the child will always be born with a more definable birthmark of the weaker line,” Ellen explained.

“So the wizards from the Clover Coven are weaker than the wizards from the Brimstone Coven,” Jessica assumed aloud.

Ellen sighed before saying, “I’m sad to say that the wizards from the Clover Coven are the weaker wizards of all three covens. The wizards from the Brimstone Coven are the strongest. Which leaves the wizards from the Raven Coven— from your coven—as the second strongest wizards. And everything that I’ve told you is in the Legacy volumes.”

Jessica nodded before saying, “Okay, well, give me your address and the directions to your house.” Ellen nodded before giving Jessica the information. Once Jessica knew where Ellen lived and how to get there, she continued with, “My shift ends at eight, so I’ll be there after that.”

Ellen nodded while saying, “Sounds good.”

Jessica gestured in the direction of the kitchen while saying, “I need to get back to work.”

“See you later,” Ellen said.

“Bye,” Everett and Lance said.

Jessica nodded before turning and walking away.

“Let’s go,” Lance said before he, Ellen and Everett walked towards the exit.

After Ellen, Everett and Lance got into the car, Lance drove back to Claire’s house. A short time after that, everyone left Claire’s house to return to his or her home.

Ellen rode with Allyson and Sonya as Harris followed Allyson in his car. Allyson was barely down the road from Claire’s house when she noticed that Ellen was thinking hard about something.

“What are you thinking about?” Allyson asked while pulling Ellen out of her thought.

Ellen glanced towards Allyson before saying, “If Leon Stone is spying on Sally Harman through astral projection as Claire is guessing then he might be spying on Jessica and Karla as well.”

“Are you worried that he knows more about you than you realize?”

“I’m worried that he will be spying on Jessica when she comes to our house,” Ellen began. “And I think that we need to cast that one incantation on a large mirror… or two. So if Leon Stone is watching, we would know it. It would prove to Jess that we’re on the up-and-up with what we say as well.”

Allyson thought for a second before saying, “Okay, we’ll go by the department store and pick up a few mirrors for the incantation.”

“There are mirrors at the house,” Ellen pointed out.

“I don’t want to freak people out on a regular basis when and if the mirrors would display anything other than normal.” Ellen amusingly grinned as Allyson continued with, “So we’ll buy more mirrors for the incantation and then put them out when we suspect spiritual activity or spiritual possession.”

Ellen held her grin as she said, “Sounds good to me.”

Allyson grinned before saying, “Get my cell phone out of my purse and call Harry with it and let him know that we’re stopping at the store to pick up a few mirrors.”

“Alright,” Ellen said as she went into Allyson’s purse. Once Ellen got out the cell phone from the purse, she called Harris and told him of their plan.

At 8:22 P.M., Jessica rang Harris’s doorbell and then looked behind her towards her car. When she saw Simon upright and visible, she gestured for him to get out of sight. Simon was in the process of ducking down when Jessica heard the sound of the front door opening. She quickly turned back around, and when the door opened wide, she saw Ellen at the door.

“You made it,” Ellen said.

“I made it,” Jessica agreed.

“Come in,” Ellen said while gesturing for her to enter. Jessica stepped in without saying a word. “I got out the Legacy volumes from my room and stacked them up in the dining room.”

“How many are there?” Jessica asked while watching Ellen as Ellen shut the front door behind them.

“Around sixty,” Ellen informed. “Twenty of them are from Harris’s family though.”

“Wow! And you read them all?” Jessica questioned incredulously.

“Each one is pretty thick and I’m only in the second chronological volume.”

“Chronological volume?” Jessica echoed in a confused tone.

“Neither set is complete. Random volumes are missing and while ignoring the fact that there are missing volumes, I’m reading them in order,” Ellen explained before gesturing further into the house. “Anyway, follow me.”

Jessica nodded before they began walking. Before entering the next room, Jessica asked, “So is Everett here?”

“No,” Ellen replied. “It’s just you, me, Allyson, Harris and Sonya. Allyson, Harris and Sonya are in the living room.”

Once Ellen led Jessica into the living room she introduced Jessica to everyone. Harris and Allyson stood up as they greeted Jessica with a handshake. The introductions were barely over when the dark red tinted mirror had caught Jessica’s eye.

Jessica gestured towards the mirror before asking, “What’s up with the color of this mirror… and that compact mirror that you carry, Ellen?”

“Harris had cast an incantation on both mirrors and two others so that they would reflect spirits and people’s souls,” Ellen supplied.

Jessica stared curiously at Ellen for a moment before accusing, “You were checking Karla and me out with that compact mirror. You couldn’t have suspected my grandfather of astral projecting a few days ago.”

“No,” Ellen agreed. “The day before you saw me with the compact mirror, I had read in one of my family’s Legacy volumes that one of my ancestors had done the very same incantation to see her twin sister’s soul. Her sister wasn’t acting like herself and when my ancestor saw the reflection, the reflection was of a stranger. A millennium old sorceress was stealing bodies every so often to remain young and I had wanted to make sure that, that sorceress hadn’t found you or Karla.”

“Is that millennium old sorceress still out there?” Jessica quickly questioned.

Ellen shrugged before saying, “There is only one mention of her that I came across and she had gotten away when my ancestor had confronted her.”

“Okay,” Jessica said before having a thought. “But why…?  You thought Karla or I was the one who was hurting people.”

“Your grandfather has been bedridden for over a year, and as I said earlier his recovering was coinciding with Simon’s fellow students ending up in the psychiatric ward. I was actually hoping that the clues were wrong, but yes; you and Karla were the prime suspects.”

“And how did you figure out that my grandfather was capable of astral projection?” Jessica asked.

“Things about your mom shooting Peter Berkeley weren’t adding up, so Claire—Peter’s widow—went and talked to your mom today,” Ellen explained. Jessica crossed her arms while staring annoyingly at Ellen. “Your mom wouldn’t talk to Claire, but she did mention Heathcliff’s army…”

“Heathcliff’s army?” Jessica questioned.

“He was a wizard… and a knight four… five centuries ago,” Ellen said.

Harris grinned before repeating himself from earlier, “Heathcliff was a wizard from one of the Raven’s acorn covens.” Jessica shot Harris a confused look. “He lived in the early 1500’s and was a knight in King Henry the Eighth’s army. Other knights had followed him into battle, which was how the phrase ‘Heathcliff’s army’ came about, and his campaigns were successfully high. We learned today from Ellen’s family’s Legacy volumes that his successful campaigns were due to the fact that Heathcliff was astral projecting and taking over someone’s body from the opposing army and causing mayhem among his enemy.”

“And my mom knew about… this Heathcliff?” Jessica quickly questioned.

“She did,” Allyson agreed. “Jessica, your mom had planned to come clean with Peter Berkeley. I believe that your grandfather had found out and possessed your mom’s body, and while possessing her, he had killed Peter.”

“The evidence to that is in Peter’s notes,” Ellen added. “That’s why Claire went to speak to your mom.”

“You honestly believe all of this,” Jessica said almost as a question.

“I do,” Ellen quickly said.

“I do too,” Harris said followed by Allyson.

“So you’re not luring me into a trap,” Jessica said as if to herself.

“Jess, I would like for us to be friends,” Ellen told her.

Jessica nodded before confessing, “I brought Simon with me.” Ellen amusingly grinned. “He’s waiting in the car.”

“Simon is welcome to come in,” Harris told her.

“He needs to do that protection spell too,” Ellen informed.

“He has a cell phone,” Jessica began. “So may I use your phone to call him and tell him to come in?”

“Sure,” Harris said before gesturing towards the living room phone. “There’s a phone right there.”

Jessica nodded before stepping up to the phone and making her call. The call was short, and once Jessica hung up, she faced Harris while asking, “What did you mean earlier about acorn covens?”

“Most covens today—if not all—are acorn covens with only a few family members comprising of the coven, but a few hundred years ago each wizard line would group together while forming a coven with twenty adult individuals or more—a main coven as you will,” Harris explained. “Throughout history, the members of the Raven Coven pride themselves in maintaining the largest coven in the world. It wasn’t until the early 1900’s when the members of the Raven’s main coven began to spread out and forming a large number of acorn covens.”

“Can what you say be found in the Legacy volumes?” Jessica asked.

“Yes,” Harris confirmed. “The Legacy volumes are meant to educate each new generation as well as to inform.”

“May I see your Legacy volumes?” Jessica requested.

“Of course,” Harris said.

Before Harris could show the way, Ellen quickly said, “Your grandfather’s astral projecting spirit may not be here right now, but that could change any given moment.” The doorbell rang as Ellen continued with, “You should do that protection spell first.”

“I’ll go let Simon in,” Allyson said before stepping away.

“Simon doesn’t know about any of this,” Jessica said.

“It’s not fair to him for you to be with him and him not knowing,” Ellen quickly said.

“Yeah, well, if I tell him, he might not want to be around me,” Jessica pointed out.

“There’s always that chance,” Harris began. “However, throughout history, the partisans—the non-magical members of a wizard’s line—have been equally important to the wizard line as the wizards themselves. And surprisingly enough sixty-five percent of the non-magical people who we choose to be upfront with don’t run for the hills.”

Jessica glanced towards Ellen before saying, “Like with Everett.”

“I chose to tell Everett because his speculations were more threatening to us than him knowing the truth,” Ellen said.

Jessica made a facial gesture as if to say, ‘true’ before she actually said, “Well, I hope that Simon isn’t among the thirty-five percent who’ll run for the hills when told.”

“Get told about what?” Simon asked as he and Allyson stepped in. Ellen, Harris and Jessica turned towards Simon.



Chapter Twenty-Four 

Jessica stared at Simon as if she was too fearful to answer.

When Jessica appeared as though she wasn’t going to answer, Ellen said, “Harris, Jessica and I… and of course Karla and Sonya as well, have a common direct ancestor.”

“Okay,” Simon said in a confused tone. “Why would I or anyone else run for the hills over that?”

“Our common ancestor is the wizard Merlin,” Ellen supplied.

“Merlin?” Simon uttered incredulously. “Merlin’s a fictional character.”

“He’s not a fictional character,” Jessica was the one to say.  “I carry his mark. I carry the mark of Merlin and so does Karla.”

“So if Merlin was real and was a wizard, does that make any of you wizards?” Simon questioned.

“I’m… I’m a sorceress,” Jessica said.

“Anyone who carries the birthmark is either a wizard or a sorceress,” Harris added.

“Harris and I don’t carry the mark though,” Ellen said sullenly.

“So you two are not a wizard and a sorceress,” Simon surmised.

“No, but because of our bloodline, witchcraft will come easier for us than the average person,” Harris said. “In fact, to use a previously used analogy, if you would take up witchcraft the caliber of your witchcraft could be compared to a twenty-two caliber pistol. The caliber of my and Ellen’s witchcraft could be compared to a forty-four caliber pistol and Jessica’s witchcraft could be compared to a small military cannon.”

“Wow!” Jessica uttered in an impressed tone. “I didn’t know all of that.”

“Forgive me… everyone,” Simon began. “I simply can’t believe in what you say without seeing proof.”

“Which works out great because Jessica needs to cast a protection incantation on you and herself,” Ellen supplied.

“A protection incantation?” Simon questioned. “Protection against what?”

“We came here because Ellen and her family are telling me that they have proof that my grandfather is hurting people,” Jessica informed.

“How can your grandfather be hurting people when he’s bedridden?” Simon questioned.

“He’s a sorcerer, and I just learned that he has the ability to astral project, and while astral projecting, he is capable of taking over someone’s body,” Jessica said. “I know this to be true because for the past few months, Karla has been acting more like my grandfather than herself at times. So the signs were there… I just didn’t know what I was seeing.”

“The protection spell that Jessica needs to do will protect you and Jessica from being spiritually possessed and used as…” Ellen got out before giving Jessica a thoughtful look. “As puppets for some spirits.”

“You can say it,” Jessica told her. “To protect us from being used as my grandfather’s puppet.”

When Ellen politely grinned Harris said, “We should start this incantation. And Simon can get his proof of what we say is true.”

“I’ve never cast an incantation before,” Jessica informed. “I read through a few simple ones—that my grandfather had allowed me to see—but I’ve never cast any.”

“Okay, well, I’ll walk you through what you need to do,” Harris told her.

“Can’t you perform it?” Jessica asked.

“I can only perform it once within seven to ten years for either myself or for a small group along with myself and I had performed it earlier for a small group,” Harris said.

“I performed it too, so… I can’t perform it again either,”  Ellen said.

“Great,” Jessica said sarcastically. “So I guess I’m ready for you to walk me through the incantation.”

Harris nodded before saying, “Follow me.”

Jessica followed Harris into the dining room. Ellen followed behind Jessica, and Simon followed behind Ellen. Allyson remained in the living room with Sonya.

When Jessica saw the Legacy volumes, she stepped up to them while saying, “I’ve seen books like these before. I was seven. I was with my grandfather. I can’t remember where we were though… or what happened to the books.”

“It sounds as if he’s hiding them from you and Karla,” Ellen suggested.

“Why would he hide these from us?” Jessica questioned in a manner as if she was verbalizing her thoughts.

“I have a theory, but I don’t want to plant thoughts in your head,” Ellen said.

Jessica sighed before saying, “I have a couple of theories of my own. He wants to keep Karla and me in the dark. He wants us to remain weak.”

Ellen politely grinned before saying, “Those are my thoughts as well.”

“Okay, well, forgetting about these Legacy volumes for right now, let me run through this incantation with you,” Harris said as he picked up a sheet of paper that was lying near the Legacy volumes. “We’ll run through it as many times as you would like and once you’re comfortable at doing it, we’ll go to the basement so you can cast it.”

“The circle and the symbols are already set,” Ellen added. “All you have to do is place the candles for you and Simon and then cast the incantation.”

“Okay,” Jessica said in a ‘ready-or-not’ tone. “Show me what to do.”

“Take a seat,” Harris said while gesturing towards a dining room chair. Jessica complied, and once Jessica was seated, Harris placed the sheet of paper that the incantation was written on down in front of her. “Silently read through the incantation.”

After Jessica began reading, Ellen, Harris and Simon took a seat at the table.

Within a short time of Jessica’s reading, she began to ask questions to things that didn’t make sense to her.

Harris made sure that Jessica’s questions were thoroughly answered and that she understood what was stumping her.

After Jessica had silently read through the incantation for the third time, she announced, “I’m ready to do this.”

“Are you sure?” Harris questioned.

“I’m positive,” Jessica said while standing. Ellen, Harris and Simon stood as well. Before Jessica followed Harris out, she noticed the red tinted mirror that was hanging on the wall.

At Leon Stone’s mansion, Karla was scanning pages of something that were written in a foreign language for Leon to see.

Leon—while dressed in pajamas—glanced at the clock on the computer screen and saw that it was 8:50 P.M. He then concentrated before struggling to say, “Jess. Jess is… n’t home yet.”

“She called before leaving the retirement home,” Karla began. “She didn’t say what, but she and Simon had something to do. She said that she should be home by ten.”

Karla saw Leon pondering a thought before saying, “You scanned… enough… for… for now. Take… a break.”

“Yes, Grandfather,” Karla said before putting down what she had in her hand and walking out.

When Leon heard the door shutting behind Karla, he closed his eyes and began to silently chant the words that would put him into a light state of self-hypnosis.

At Harris’s house, Ellen, Jessica and Simon were sitting at the dining room table. They each had a Legacy volume while reading it when a quick flash of light that originated from Jessica had caught their focus.

“You have a camera?” Ellen quickly asked Jessica.

“No,” Jessica replied as she flashed again.

Ellen stood quickly and suddenly saw a man’s ghostly image in the red tinted mirror. The ghostly image was attempting to enter Jessica’s body.

Jessica and Simon had also stood quickly as Jessica continued with, “I’m flashing! What the hell!”

“Leon Stone!” Ellen quickly uttered. “No one here will become your puppet!”

Harris and Allyson dashed into the room to see what the commotion was about. Jessica and Simon quickly moved to where they could also see Leon’s reflection.

“That’s your grandfather, Jess,” Simon pointed out. “And, boy, does he look pissed.”

No one could hear Leon’s words, but everyone could see him rattling out something. Within seconds, Leon stretched his arms out wide at shoulder level and immediately following, everything in the dining room that was made of glass exploded. Everyone quickly ducked for cover to avoid the shards of flying pieces.

Glass—from dust size to inch long fragments—showered everyone in the room. Groans and yelps were heard when a piece of glass pierced the skin.

Once the shower of glass ended, everyone stood and examined the wounds that he or she had received.

Sonya was asleep in her playpen in the living room and the loud disturbance in the dining room had awakened her with a start. Allyson didn’t check her wounds as she rushed to calm down Sonya.

“Damn, my arms look as if I’ve been standing out in a sandstorm,” Jessica grumbled.

“I second that,” Ellen announced as she examined her own wounds.

Before Simon had a chance to say anything, Harris supplied, “There’s a healing incantation in one of my family’s books on incantations. I’ll heal you, Jessica, to show you how it’s done and then you can heal everyone else.”

“Why can’t you heal everyone?” Jessica asked.

“Magic follows the rules that you can’t make something from nothing,” Harris began. “Properties of something or someone are either transferred or transformed, so when I heal you, it’s going to reduce my health, resilience and retard my ability to heal. And since you are more magically powerful than me…”

“My health, resilience and my ability to heal won’t be as affected from healing others,” Jessica finished his sentence.

Harris grinned before saying, “Exactly.”

“Alright,” Jessica agreed as the sound of Sonya’s fussing had subsided. “Heal me and I’ll heal everyone else. Then I’m going home.”

“No; you’re not,” Harris countered in a stern tone as he moved towards the books on incantations.

“Why not?!” Jessica demanded.

“Your grandfather had attacked us,” Harris informed. “He had attacked you and there’s no doubt that he’ll attack you again if you go home.”

“Well… I can’t leave Karla with our grandfather,” Jessica retorted. “It’s not safe for her.”

Harris was about to respond when Ellen said, “It’s not safe for your dad either.”

“My dad?” Jessica echoed in a confused tone. “My dad works in Alaska and I see him once or twice a month. So Karla is the only one who is in danger, and I will go get her.”

“Jessica, Karla is the only wizard or sorceress in the area who your grandfather can spiritually possess, and if he’s not possessing her as we speak to defend himself from us, I’ll be surprised,” Harris told her.

“You’ll be walking into a trap if you go home right now,” Ellen concluded aloud.

“Well, I’m not abandoning my sister,” Jessica said as if to take a stand.

“No one is abandoning anyone,” Harris assured her. “But currently you’re no match for your grandfather even when he’s possessing your sister.”

“Currently?” Jessica questioned while taking note of Harris’s chosen word.

“Tonight you’re going to cast a few defensive incantations on yourself that will prepare you to deal with your grandfather,” Harris began. “And you will learn as many offensive incantations as you can remember in one night. And tomorrow, you and I will go to your place and do what we can to get your sister back.”

“And me,” Ellen informed. When Harris shot her a skeptical look, she continued with, “There is no way that I’m going to allow you to bench me on this, so you had better include me in on your plans.”

Harris sighed before saying, “Fine.” He then searched through the book on incantations for the healing incantation.

“Jess, I hope your memory is as good as your grand-father’s,” Ellen said.

“I think my and even Karla’s memories are better than most, but our memories still don’t compare to our grandfather’s memory,” Jessica said.

“Well, I hope your memory is good enough to learn the spells that we need,” Ellen said as Allyson was returning with a broom. “How’s Sonya?”

“She was really upset,” Allyson said. “A bottle and her mom’s music CD had quieted her down though.”

“That’s good,” Ellen said.

“Okay, here’s that healing incantation,” Harris announced as Allyson began to sweep the broken glass on the floor into one pile.

“Is there a hand-held broom?” Ellen asked. “Or something that I can use to get the glass off the furniture?”

“Get the vacuum cleaner from the closet,” Allyson told Ellen. Ellen nodded before walking away.

“Jess, let’s go into the kitchen while they clean up in here,” Harris suggested.

“Okay,” Jessica agreed before following Harris into the next room.

Simon stayed in the dining room to help clean up.

As the minutes slowly passed, Harris cast the healing incantation on Jessica. The healing incantation’s only prop consisted of an herb being consumed midway through the recited words. Once Harris finished the final half of the recited words, Jessica’s scratches healed without a trace of being splattered by shards of glass.

After Jessica had reexamined her arms, she looked at Harris’s face and saw that he looked extremely exhausted.

“Are you okay?” Jessica asked.

“I had never done that incantation before,” Harris began. “It took more out of me than I expected.”

“Okay, well, it’s my turn to heal you and the others,” Jessica said.

Jessica tried to match what Harris had done as best as she could, and once she was through, Harris looked more vibrant.

As the minutes continued to pass, Jessica healed Ellen, Allyson and then Simon. Once everyone was healed and the dining room was cleaned up, Ellen, Harris and Jessica moved onto the defensive incantations. Allyson and Simon helped where they could, but mainly they had stayed back and watched.

As the minutes turned into hours, Ellen, Harris and Jessica had cast the incantation that allowed massive currents of electricity to pass through their body without harm and nine other vivacious defensive incantations.

Once the last available defensive incantation was cast on themselves they began to memorize offensive incantations.

Sunday, at midnight, Allyson put Sonya to bed and went to bed herself. Simon lay down on the couch and drifted off to sleep.

Ellen, Harris and Jessica stayed up until 4:00 A.M., while studying offensive incantations before going to bed.

As the hours continued to pass, Allyson woke up Harris at 10:00 A.M., and thirty minutes later, Harris woke up Ellen and Jessica.

Everyone ate brunch once they were up, and once the dining room table was cleared of the dirty dishes, Ellen, Harris and Jessica began studying incantations again.

The three had barely gotten started studying when the phone rang. Allyson answered the phone with the traditional, “Hello.”

“Allyson, it’s me—Martha.”

“Hi, Martha,” Allyson greeted cheerfully. “So how are things in Saint Louis?”

“Everything’s good,” Martha said. “I’m calling because I had a dream about Ellen.”

“Oh? What was your dream?” Allyson asked.

“I dreamed that Ellen was the female version of Dr. Doolittle, and Mickey Mouse, Bugs Bunny… well, all the cartoon animal characters had sworn their allegiance to her, and the last dream I had like that was when Vincentia was using mice as spies to spy on Ellen’s great-grandmother.”

“So what do you think that your dream means?” Allyson asked.

“Well, my dream continued with Ellen leading them all against a ruthless sovereign,” Martha began. “So I’m thinking that Ellen will either cast an incantation to make it happen or she needs to, especially if she’s planning to go up against a sovereign of some sort.”

“I guess in a broad definition of the word he can be considered a sovereign,” Allyson said.

“So Ellen is going up against somebody?” Martha questioned.

“She befriended a sorceress who is around her age,” Allyson began. “Her name’s Jessica, and it turns out that Jessica’s grandfather is hurting people. So Ellen, Jessica and Harris are going to go up against him.”

“Jessica is going up against her own grandfather?” Martha questioned incredulously.

“Tony’s dream was right on the money,” Allyson supplied. “Jessica’s grandfather had a stroke more than a year ago that left him bedridden; however, he’s capable of astral projecting and possessing people at will, and we believe that Jessica’s grandfather is currently possessing Jessica’s twin sister. Jessica wasn’t happy to learn that fact about her grandfather, so Jessica wants to rescue Karla… her sister.”

“Okay, well, tell Ellen good luck for me and I’ll keep her success in my prayers,” Martha said.

“Okay… I’ll talk to you later,” Allyson said. “Bye.”

“Bye,” Martha said before the two hung up.

As Allyson stepped into the dining room, she said, “Martha called. Ellen, she had a dream about you.”

“What was it about?” Ellen quickly asked.

“All the cartoon animal characters had sworn their allegiance to you, and that you had led them against a ruthless sovereign,” Allyson supplied.

“Does she dream of fairy tales often?” Jessica asked.

“Martha’s a psychic,” Ellen quickly said. “Her psychic dreams may come out symbolically, but they’re usually accurate. However, I don’t have the incantation that would give me command over the beasts.”

“You have a natural command over the beasts actually,” Harris supplied.

“I don’t control them, I attract them,” Ellen corrected. “There’s a difference.”

“The only thing missing of your command over the animals is your ability to communicate with them, and there’s a mind linking incantation in one of my family’s books on incantations,” Harris informed. “It’s actually meant to link human minds together and it has a duration of six hours; however, I believe it can be used to link human minds to animal minds.”

Ellen shrugged before saying, “Sure, I’m game.”

“What about you, Jessica?” Harris questioned.

“What about me?” Jessica asked in a confused tone.

“When I cast the incantation on Ellen, I’m going to include myself,” Harris said. “For six hours I will know what Ellen is thinking, seeing and hearing and she will know what I’m thinking, seeing and hearing.”

“An insight into Ellen’s mind,” Allyson said playfully. “Now that’s scary.”

“Hey!” Ellen uttered defensively.

Allyson just amusingly grinned as Jessica chuckled slightly.

Harris was amusingly grinning as well while saying, “Jessica, it might be beneficial to us all that your mind would be linked with ours.”

Jessica looked at Ellen while saying playfully, “Sure, I can use a little scare.”

“Okay, everyone,” Ellen shot back defensively.

“I’m just kidding,” Jessica said with a grin.

“Mmm,” Ellen uttered with a smirk.

“Anyway,” Allyson uttered to regain their focus. “Would hamsters or gerbils be the animals that you’ll need?”

“Uh… sure,” Harris said. “Either one.”

“And small birds,” Ellen added.

Allyson nodded before saying, “Okay, well, Sonya and I will go to the pet store and get a few of each.”

“You’re going to take Sonya while knowing what could happen with Sonya inside a pet store?” Ellen quickly questioned.

“You three don’t need to be splitting your focus between Sonya and your studies,” Allyson began. “And I’ll be careful. I won’t get too close to the animal cages with Sonya.”

“Okay,” Ellen said skeptically.

“You won’t be able to carry small pets and Sonya, so see if Simon will go with you,” Harris suggested. “In fact, Simon could go in and get the pets while you and Sonya wait in the car.”

“Alright,” Allyson said before giving Harris a short ‘goodbye’ kiss.

As Allyson was leaving the room, Harris flipped through one of his family’s books on incantations for the mind linking incantation.

Allyson, Sonya and Simon were gone for an hour, and when they returned, Simon brought in a large box. Inside the box were eight individual boxes that each carried either one of the four gerbils or one of the four finches.

By 6:30 P.M., Ellen, Harris and Jessica agreed that it was time to confront Jessica’s grandfather whether it would be in his own body or in Karla’s body.

Harris cast the incantation that linked his, Ellen’s and Jessica’s minds with the gerbils’ and the finches’ minds, and as Harris suspected, Ellen had full command over the gerbils and the finches.

Ellen, Harris and Jessica left the house at 6:45 P.M., while Allyson and Simon stayed behind.

Harris drove to and parked his car one block from the mansion. After Ellen, Harris and Jessica gathered the boxes of gerbils, finches and the things that they needed, they cautiously walked to the mansion.

The front yard was full of shrub-hedges, and Ellen, Harris and Jessica stopped next to the hedge nearest the mansion and released the gerbils and the finches. However, the gerbils or the finches wouldn’t leave Ellen’s side until she had mentally commanded them to find a way into the mansion.

The finches found an open window and entered the house before the gerbils could find a way in. The window that the finches had entered was the window to Leon’s room.

Leon—while dressed in pajamas—appeared comatose as he lay in bed, and the door to the room was shut. To get the door to the room open along with creating a diversion for Ellen’s group, Ellen mentally ordered the finches to knock over the small items within the room.

Ellen, Harris and Jessica crept up to the sliding back door, and when Karla/Leon entered the bedroom to investigate the commotion, Jessica unlocked the sliding back door and entered the mansion followed by Ellen, Harris and the four gerbils.

“Where did you four come from?” rang in Ellen’s, Harris’s and Jessica’s heads when Karla/Leon spoke the words.

Ellen mentally ordered the finches to evade Karla/Leon, but before the finches could comply, Karla/Leon rattled off a spell that exploded one of the finches. Jessica gasped when she mentally saw the incident through the surviving finches’ eyes.

“Shsh!” Ellen mentally hissed as the three saw through the finches’ eyes that Karla/Leon had sensed them either by hearing Jessica’s gasp or sensing their presence.

The three then mentally saw that Karla/Leon glanced towards the finches while saying, “You birds are just the diversion, and I’ll deal with you birds later.”

“Karla’s coming,” Harris mentally said. “Jess, you know the house. Where should we make our stand?”

“Follow me,” Jessica mentally said before leading the way.

Jessica led Ellen and Harris through an open set of double-wooden-doors—the doors close inward towards the room—and into a large room that was filled with taxidermic bears, wolves, lions, tigers, dears, elks and zebras. Most of the animals were posed on foliage-decorated bases. On the walls were several mounted fishes.

“This is where Jessica wants to make a stand?” Ellen thought while forgetting that Jessica and even Harris could hear her thoughts.

“These stuff animals are my grandfather’s prize collection,” Jessica mentally answered. “They’ve been in my family for generations, so he… Karla will be less likely to throw anything big at us in here.”

“I don’t share your optimism, Jess,” Ellen mentally told her.

“This room is big enough to maneuver,” Harris mentally told them. “And there are plenty of… of large stuff animals to hide behind. So find a spot out of view.”

Ellen stepped midway into the room and ducked down behind a bear. Jessica was a short distance from her as she ducked down behind an elk. Harris was slightly closer to the entrance as he ducked down behind one of the larger lions. The three had barely gotten into their positions when they saw Karla/Leon reaching the first floor through the gerbils’ eyes. Two of the finches had followed Karla/Leon to the first floor as well.

While seeing through the gerbils’ and the finches’ eyes, the three saw the short time that it took for Karla/Leon to trace their trail into the room with the taxidermic animals.

Karla/Leon stopped at the door and gazed over the room before saying, “You’ve outsmarted yourselves, Jess and company.”

“I don’t want to fight you, Grandfather,” Jessica spoke aloud without sticking her head up.

The three could see Karla/Leon’s reaction—which was just facing Jessica’s direction—through the gerbils’ eyes.

“What are you doing, Jess?” Ellen demanded to know.

Jessica ignored the words that rang in her head from Ellen and continued with, “Release Karla, Grandfather, and we’ll be on our way.”

“You became too well educated, Jessica, for me to release you and the person who’s with you,” Karla/Leon said.

“He… she doesn’t know how many we are,” Harris mentally thought.

“We’re educated enough to stop you,” Ellen bluffed while overlapping Harris’s words that rang in her head.

“Now what are you doing, Ellen?!” Harris demanded to know.

“Bluffing,” Ellen mentally answered.

“Karla told me about you, Ellen,” Karla/Leon said with a grin. “At least I’m assuming that you’re Ellen. And I know that you don’t carry the mark of Merlin.”

“As long as you’re possessing your granddaughter’s body, you and Jessica are equally matched,” Ellen supplied. “So my ability combined with Jessica’s trumps yours.”

“But I have the education and the experience,” Karla/Leon retorted. “In fact, Jess, let me educate you and Ellen on some of our family’s history. Your great-great-great grandfather was the big-game hunter who captured most of these animals. ‘To kill animals for sport is barbaric,’ his wife told him. So your great-great-great grandfather found a compromise. According to the Merlin legend—one of them anyway—Merlin was captured in time. So your great-great-great grandfather brainstormed and came up with an incantation that would capture animals in time.”

Karla/Leon stepped just outside the room at the doorway and pressed a button that activated an overhead-grated-gate that unrolled as it moved to cover the entrance. Ellen looked towards the doorjamb and saw that the gate wasn’t in the double-wooden-doors’ way and that the doors could still be closed.

“Two of the animals in that room are still alive. I’ll let you and Ellen figure out which ones,” Karla/Leon continued before rattling off a short incantation. Ellen, Harris and Jessica rose quickly and vigorously looked around. “Uh, there are three of you.” The gate was two-thirds unrolled. “Doesn’t matter.”

“The Siberian tigers are alive!” Harris uttered verbally. “Back away to the far wall! Quickly!”

As Harris and Jessica were putting distance between them and the two tigers (a male and a female) that were slowly returning to life, Ellen stood her ground.

With her hands out at her side, her palms turned forward, her heart pounding and breaking out in a nervous sweat, Ellen said in a low trembling and soothing voice, “Nice-nice, kitties. Please see me as a friend and not as a piece of meat.”

“Ellen?!” Harris called.

Ellen stood like a statue while repeating soothingly, more loudly and with more courage in her voice, “Nice, kitties. Please see me as a friend and not as a piece of meat.”

“What are you doing?” Jessica’s voice rang in Ellen’s head.

“I’m hoping that I’m doing what comes naturally,” Ellen mentally told Jessica. “Nice, kitties. I’m a friend.” The two tigers turned towards Ellen and fiercely growled. “Yes. And you both are right. I would be cranky too if I had awakened and there’s a stranger next to me.” The tigers stalked closer to Ellen. “Plus, I can imagine how hungry you two must be.”

The female tiger stepped up to Ellen and sniffed her left palm. Ellen shut her eyes tightly, and while fighting the urge to yank her trembling hand away, she mouthed the words, “Please. Please don’t attack.”

The tiger licked Ellen’s palm, wrist and lower arm, and as Ellen was thinking that the tiger was about to take a huge bite out of her, she peed herself. She then felt one of them brushing up against her leg, but she was too scared to look.

“What’s this?!” Karla/Leon angrily uttered.

Ellen opened her eyes to see what was happening and saw that the male tiger was lounging at her feet while the female was standing at her side like a loyal pet. Ellen took a chance with the female tiger and stroked her head. The tiger reacted playfully towards Ellen.

“Ugh!” Karla/Leon uttered. “Of course you would be from the animal-enthralling Clover Coven. I thought your line had died out long ago.”

“I’m sorry to disappoint you!” Ellen shot unpleasantly towards Karla/Leon.

The tigers detected the tone in Ellen’s voice, and while acting as if commanded, the male tiger had gotten quickly back onto his feet as both tigers growled threateningly towards Karla/Leon.

Karla/Leon sighed before rattling off an incantation. As she/he gestured her/his hand towards the tigers, the air around them distorted slightly before the tigers froze like statues in their current pose.

“You froze them in time again!” Ellen accused.

“They’re no good to me with you in the room,” Karla/Leon told her. “And you three can thank God that my father had destroyed the incantation that would initially freeze living creatures in time; otherwise you three would be frozen in time alongside the tigers.”

“Darn the luck,” Ellen sarcastically told her/him.

“Your fate along with theirs will be the same in the end,” Karla/Leon assured Ellen.

“Keep her distracted, Ellen,” Harris’s voice rang in Ellen’s head. “Jess, let’s show your sister… or grandfather your strength. Fire a strong electrical bolt at Karla’s feet, and you’ll need to recite the words above a whisper.”

Karla/Leon saw that Ellen was momentarily preoccupied with a thought just before she challenged, “I agree that my fate might be predestined… except personally, I would like to believe in free will over fate. In fact, I picture myself living for several decades to come and I’ll do what I can to fight for that picture.”

Karla/Leon’s attention was suddenly drawn to Jessica as thin lines of electricity were drawn to her from the light fixtures and the electrical outlets. The lights in the house had dimmed to almost nothing while Jessica was drawing in the electricity. Karla/Leon slightly tilted her/his head in curiosity and once a glowing halo was seen around Jessica, Jessica shot a strong bolt of electricity at the floor near Karla/Leon’s feet. The lights in the house returned to normal. Karla/Leon jumped back slightly just as the bolt struck the floor near the gate.

“You missed,” Karla/Leon told her.

“I hit exactly where I was aiming,” Jessica assured Karla/ Leon.

Karla/Leon slightly grinned before saying, “You don’t want to hurt your sister. That’s sweet, but it also means that you had already lost against me.”

“Ellen, draw in a short burst of electricity—just enough to sting—and fire it at Karla,” Harris ordered.

As Harris was mentally talking to Ellen, Jessica challenged, “I don’t want to hurt her, but I will if it comes down to it.”

Ellen and Harris rattled off the spell, but neither of them allowed the glowing halo to form before shooting their electrical bolts at Karla/Leon. Harris’s bolt hit Karla/Leon first in the right shoulder. Ellen’s bolt hit Karla/Leon on the right side of her/his chest.

Karla/Leon was knocked back slightly and as she/he covered her/his shoulder with the opposite hand, she/he uttered, “Ow!”

“Have you ever been stung by a swarm of bees?” Harris asked. Karla/Leon shot Harris a curious look. “I was stung by eight bees one day. I was eleven. Now I don’t really know how many bees make up a swarm, but those eight bee stings hurt. Now my point is, Ellen, Jessica and I don’t have to inflict fatal or crippling or even permanent blows to cause you annoying and around-the-clock pain.”

Karla/Leon raised her/his hand and formed her/his lips to speak, but before doing so a thought occurred to her/him.

Karla/Leon clutched the air before saying, “I have a better idea than to exchange magical volleys with you three.”

“Does it involve releasing Karla and us?” Ellen asked sarcastically.

Karla/Leon grinned before saying, “I’ve been stealing mental health from…”

“From the geniuses at Stone Hall,” Ellen finished for her/him. “We know. Darrin Parker was your latest victim.”

“I’ll jump ahead then,” Karla/Leon continued. “That mental health incantation actually only calls for healthy brains. Going after geniuses’ mental health just brings about better results, but the three of you should more than make up for not using geniuses. And hey, I feel that it’s justified to go after your mental health, Jess.”

“What do you mean?” Jessica demanded to know.

“Your mother… my own daughter is who gave me my stroke,” Karla/Leon shot towards Jessica.

“How?” Jessica asked.

“Your dad snuck the magic supplies to your mom during visiting days, and once your mom had all the supplies necessary, she cast the incantation that would forever prevent me from astral projecting. However, when the incantation is done incorrectly it can cause the person to have a stroke, and needless to say that your mother had done the incantation incorrectly. Anyway, since you three are locked up nice and tight, I’ll be back for you three as soon as I prepare the altar for the incantation.”

“Doesn’t this incantation have to be performed during the full moon?” Ellen questioned.

Karla/Leon grinned before saying, “You’re more educated than I thought, Ellen. This incantation works best during the full moon; however, for a powerful and experienced wizard or sorceress the incantation is just as effective if the incantation is done two days before the full moon or two days after the full moon. Anyway, enough talk!” Karla/Leon backed up and rattled off a short incantation that made the gate and the windows to the room glow a golden yellow for only a second before returning to normal. “I would refrain from touching the gate and the windows or shooting electrical bolts at them if I was you three.”

“And what will happen if we don’t refrain from touching them?” Ellen asked.

Karla/Leon cringed slightly while debating to say before saying, “Don’t heed my warning and find out.” Karla/Leon then backed up and shut the two doors.



Chapter Twenty-Five 

Once the doors had closed completely, Ellen asked, “Should we try the gate?”

“No!” Harris quickly commanded. Ellen shot him a curious look. “I recognized the incantation that Karla… or Leon had cast. In fact, the incantation is a very old curse. It’s believed to had been used each time a pyramid was created and when the curse is cast correctly—which I believe it has been in this case—anyone who touches or disturbs the objects that the incantation was cast on, with the sole exception of the person who cast it, will become very sick, very quickly.”

“Can Jess remove the incantation if you tell her how?” Ellen asked.

“Certain types of incantations can only be canceled by the wizard or sorceress who had cast it and unfortunately for us this curse is one of those incantations,” Harris informed.

“Great!” Ellen sarcastically uttered while seeing that Jessica was noticing her pants. “Yes, Jess, I peed my pants.”

“Hey, if there was a man-eating tiger in touching distance to me as two were to you, I would pee my pants too,” Jessica confessed. “And if by any miracle that we get through this, you can use the shower and borrow some of my clothes.”

Ellen nodded before saying, “Thanks.”

Jessica nodded before asking, “So any suggestions on how we can get through this?”

“Yes,” Harris said before gesturing towards the south and north walls. “Those two walls don’t have windows or an entryway and busting through either wall won’t initiate the curse.”

“Busting through a wall will immediately alert Karla… my grandfather, I mean,” Jessica pointed out.

“It will,” Harris agreed. “But I think we would do better in a fight on the other side of either wall.”

“What are on the other side of those two walls?” Ellen asked. When Jessica mapped out her house in her head to verbally answer, Ellen mentally said, “Ah. A game room on the north side and a dining room on the south side.”

Jessica grinned and nodded.

“Okay, well, before we bust through either wall, we should move some of the larger stuff animals to block the entrance to the room,” Harris suggested.

“Not those two tigers,” Ellen said as she gestured towards the tigers that were frozen in time. “If we survive this, I want to try to release them.”

Harris grinned before saying, “We’ll move them out of harm’s way.”

“Thanks,” Ellen said.

Harris nodded before gesturing towards a large brown bear that was posed upright on a foliage-decorated base and saying, “We’ll start with that.”

“Uh… unless you know a levitating incantation, I don’t see how the three of us could move that,” Ellen quickly said.

Harris amusingly grinned while saying, “The base that the bear is on has retractable wheels for the purpose of moving it.” 

“Oh,” Ellen simply uttered.

“Most of these bases have retractable wheels,” Jessica added.

Ellen gave Jessica the thumbs-up sign while saying, “That’s good.”

As Harris went to put the wheels down on the base in order to move the brown bear, Jessica added, “Except it has been years since any of these animals have been moved. So the wheels might be hard to put down… in fact, that brown bear was the last animal added, and my mom bought it just before she went to prison. Karla and I were at summer camp when it was added.”

As Harris was putting the wheels down, Ellen asked, “The last animal added? Was there something else added too?”

Jessica gestured towards the north wall while saying, “Yeah, that wall right there was actually added. The game room and this room were once one big room.”

Just as the brown bear was lifted off the ground by its wheals, a click was heard followed by a section of the north wall opening and revealing a secret door. Ellen, Harris and Jessica turned to look.

“And apparently a hidden door was added as well,” Jessica said while staring in awe of the open door.

“Let’s see what’s in there,” Ellen said as she moved closer.

Ellen, Harris and Jessica stepped up to the door. Harris was the one to open it further to reveal a storage room.

From within the storage room, a small ceiling light had automatically come on once the door was fully open. From the door to the wall across from the door was three feet. The storage room’s east wall was immediately to the right from the door, and the west wall was eight feet away. At the west wall was a built-in table that was three feet by one-and-half feet, and on top of the table were fifty Legacy volumes.

Harris was the one to step into the storage room with Ellen and Jessica peeking in to see.

When Jessica saw what were on the table, she mentally thought, “My family’s Legacy volumes!”

As Harris stepped forward towards the table, Jessica entered the storage room followed by Ellen.

Harris stepped up to the table, picked up one of the volumes and opened it before saying, “Unread copies of the Legacy volumes.”

“How do you know that they’re unread?” Jessica asked.

“No wrinkles in the pages where the books have been opened,” Harris began. “And you can feel how stiff the covers are if you open one of the books.”

“Your mom had secretly copied them and hid them,” Ellen suggested as Harris noticed a rolled up parchment and reached for it. “Your mom knew not to trust your grandfather.”

“My grandfather was out of the country when…” Jessica was only able to get out.

“Good Lord!” Harris’s words rang in Ellen’s and Jessica’s heads.

“What is it?” Ellen mentally asked.

“It’s the Dark Ritual,” Harris mentally answered.

“The incantation to steal powers from other wizards?”  Jessica mentally wondered.

“Yes,” Harris said barely above a whisper as he read the parchment.

Ellen concentrated to see what Karla/Leon was doing through the gerbils’ and the finches’ eyes before mentally saying, “The incantation that Karla is preparing for is the Dark Ritual incantation.”

Harris mentally looked at what Ellen was seeing before saying, “No. The layout—with the altar, the pentagram, the symbols, the candles… and other magical props—is the same if the wizard is stealing health or magical powers. It’s only the recited words… and maybe a few additional magical props that are different.”

“Why would…?” Jessica got out before having a thought. “Oh my God! I think my mom might’ve been planning to use that Dark Ritual incantation on my grandfather.”

“Where’s the last volume?” Ellen asked while trying to see.

“What do you want with the last volume?” Harris asked.

“The last volume might’ve been written by Jess’s mom, and if it was I want to see what her latest entries were,” Ellen explained.

Harris searched the pile for the last numeric volume. He found it fairly quickly, and when he went to pick it up, he said, “Here.”

Ellen took the volume and flipped through it until she found the last page that was written on. Jessica read the volume through Ellen’s eyes as Ellen silently read it.

Leon was hurting and killing people to obtain riches, power and health, and Sally’s plan to stop him—along with the plan to come clean with Peter Berkeley—was confirmed in Sally’s handwriting.

“As Ellen had said, my mom was used as an unwilling puppet to kill Peter Berkeley,” Jessica’s words sullenly rang in Ellen’s and Harris’s heads.

“Jessica, I believe we can end this and save Karla at the same time,” Harris said before indicating to the Dark Ritual parchment.

Ellen and Jessica read Harris’s thoughts before Jessica halfheartedly said, “Trap Karla somehow and perform the Dark Ritual on my grandfather’s comatose body.”

Ellen caught Jessica’s lack of enthusiasm and pointed out, “At this point, Jess, it’s either your grandfather or us. And I choose us.”

Jessica hesitated before saying sullenly, “As far back as I can remember, my grandfather had been nothing but loving towards Karla and me. And a big part of me can’t believe even now that his loving feelings towards us were fake. Damn it! How can he be such a two-face without us seeing it before now?!”

“I assure you that you’re not the first one who has gotten duped by a sinister family member, and Merlin’s descendents seem to have an extremely greater chance at having a sinister family member than most,” Harris told Jessica.

“Or becoming sinister him or herself,” Jessica added.

“Regrettably the chance of that is great as well,” Harris confirmed. “Anyway, Jess, we can end this, but any hesitation on your part could get us all killed.”

“I won’t hesitate,” Jessica said with conviction in her voice. “I want this over, and I want my sister back. So I’m in on this plan. We’ll use the Dark Ritual on my grandfather.”

“Okay,” Harris said before glancing towards the Legacy volumes. “Each acorn coven has incantations that other acorn covens don’t have. So I suggest that we look through the books on incantations to find useful ones.”

“Our minds are still linked and will be for a few more hours, so only one of us really needs to search through the books,” Ellen pointed out.

Harris grinned before suggesting, “Seeing firsthand at what Jessica can remember, I think she has the better memory between the three of us, so she should be the one to read the books.”

“Okay,” Jessica agreed. “I’ll read while you two secure the room against my grand… against my sinister grandfather.”

“Okay,” Ellen agreed before stepping out of the storage room.

Harris—while carrying the Dark Ritual incantation—and Jessica squeezed past each other, and as Jessica picked through the books for the books on incantations, Harris left the storage room.

Jessica did her best to ignore what she was mentally receiving from Ellen, Harris, the gerbils and the finches as she read through the incantations; however, Ellen and Harris would split their focus on what Jessica was reading and what Karla/Leon was doing as they moved the stuff animals to block the entrance to the room.

At Everett’s house, Everett and Megan sat on the couch while Kristen sat on the armchair as they watched a rented movie.

As Lance stepped into the room, Kristen asked, “Who was on the phone, hon?”

Lance glanced towards Everett before saying, “It was Allyson. She asked me for a favor… a detective type favor, so I’m going to check something out for her.”

“Is Ellen involved with something?” Everett quickly asked.

“Why would you assume that Ellen is involved?” Lance asked.

“I’m not assuming, I’m asking,” Everett clarified. “Anyway, is she?”

Lance sighed before saying, “Okay, well, it’s most likely nothing to worry about. Allyson said that as well when I spoke with her, but a short time ago, Ellen, Harris and Jessica went to Jessica’s house. With what we suspect is happening with Leon Stone, Allyson just wants me to drive by Jessica’s house and check things out.”

“Can I come?” Everett asked.

“No!” Lance quickly and sternly said. “On the off chance that something is going on, I don’t want you there.”

“Fine,” Everett grumbled.

“Lance,” Kristen called in a concerned tone. Lance turned to look. “Be careful.”

Lance nodded with a grin before stepping up to Kristen and giving her a kiss. The kiss was short and once it ended, he told her, “I’ll be back.”

When Kristen nodded with a grin, Lance turned and walked away.

At the mansion, Ellen and Harris had the entrance to the room barricaded with the large stuff animals within a short time. Jessica had found a few helpful incantations among her family’s volumes.

When Harris and Ellen had mentally seen that Karla/Leon was finished with the incantation’s layout, Harris announced, “Time’s up. Karla’s coming.”

“Alright,” Jessica said before putting the volume down on the table.

Jessica left the storage room and shut the door. Another click was heard once the door was shut, and as before, the door blended in with the wall as if there was no door.

“To keep from damaging the volumes, we’ll bust through the south wall,” Harris made the random thought, which rang in Ellen’s and Jessica’s heads.

“So how do we do it?” Jessica asked.

“Verbally recite the following four-line incantation as I think it, and then at the end of the recited words make a pushing motion with your hands towards the south wall,” 

Harris instructed.

“I’m ready,” Jessica said mentally.

“Okay,” Harris mentally said before mentally reciting the words to the incantation.

Jessica recited the words aloud, and once she recited the last word of the incantation she made a pushing motion with her hands towards the south wall. A visible wave of distorted air emanated from Jessica’s hands and impacted the south wall. A huge chunk of the wall and the glass china cabinet on the dining room side of the wall had exploded into small pieces and splattered across the dining room.

While mentally seeing through the gerbils’ and the finches’ eyes, Ellen, Harris and Jessica saw that Karla/Leon was rushing to see what the commotion was about.

The three were hiding in the dining room, and when Karla/Leon rushed in without caution, Jessica rattled off an incapacitating incantation that she had just learned from her family’s volumes. Karla/Leon moved to counter the incantation, but was too slow to react.

Once Karla/Leon dropped to the floor unconscious, Jessica said, “We may have ten minutes before she comes to.”

“Let’s go,” Harris urged before the three rushed out of the room. Harris had the Dark Ritual incantation in his left hand.

They made their way up the steps and into Leon’s room as quickly as they could. Harris had expected Leon’s spirit to be back into his own body after that incapacitating incantation, but Leon was still comatose once the three entered the room.

A wheelchair was folded and was leaning against the far wall. Jessica quickly grabbed it, unfolded it and wheeled it over to Harris.

Harris picked up Leon and placed him into the wheelchair. He then noticed the squeamish and timid expression on Jessica’s face.

“If you’re uncertain about this…” Harris was only able to get out.

“I’m certain,” Jessica quickly said. “If we don’t do this, my grandfather will keep hurting and killing people, and I have no doubt that we would be his next victims. And I want my sister back!”

Harris stared skeptically at Jessica for a brief moment before nodding and saying, “Okay. Let’s do this.”

Harris pushed the wheelchair as he followed behind Ellen and Jessica out of the room, down the hall and into the room where Karla/Leon had the incantation’s layout set up.

Harris immediately placed Leon on the altar and then went to adjust the incantation’s layout for the Dark Ritual. It took him several minutes to do, and once it was done, Jessica took the Dark Ritual parchment and began reciting the words while ignoring the mental thoughts and images that she was getting from Ellen, Harris, the gerbils and the finches.

The Dark Ritual was a ten-verse incantation, and Jessica had begun reading the fourth verse when Ellen and Harris saw through the finches’ eyes that Karla/Leon was entering the room. Karla/Leon was rattling off an incantation when she/he stepped in.

“Fire an electrical bolt at her,” Harris mentally ordered as he and Ellen swung around to defend themselves.

Before Ellen or Harris could recite the incantation, Karla/Leon hit Ellen, Harris and Jessica with an incantation that sent each of them flying across the room.

“You three think that you can defeat me?!” Karla/Leon hissed as the three were hitting the floor. Jessica had hung onto the Dark Ritual parchment.

“Keep reading, Jess,” Harris mentally told her while getting back on his feet as quickly as he could. Once on his feet, he recited the incantation that drew electricity into his body.

Ellen followed suit as Jessica began reciting the ritual again.

Karla/Leon rattled off another incantation and fired it at Jessica as Harris fired a powerful electrical bolt at her/him. Ellen fired a powerful electrical bolt just after Harris had released his.

Jessica was able to recite the sixth verse before she was hit and sent flying into the nearby wall by Karla/Leon’s incantation. 

Harris’s bolt struck Karla/Leon at the chest as Ellen’s bolt hit her/him in the abdomen. The combined bolts were powerful enough to send Karla/Leon flying back.

Jessica was knocked unconscious when she hit the wall and fell lifeless to the floor. The Dark Ritual parchment lay at her side.

Before Karla/Leon had time to get up again, Harris recited the incantation again to draw more electricity into his body.

Ellen saw Jessica’s lifeless body and went to her aid. Ellen checked Jessica’s vitals first and when she saw that Jessica was breathing and had a normal heartbeat, she attempted to revive her.

When Karla/Leon was back on her/his feet, Harris fired another electrical bolt at her/him; however, this time Karla/ Leon evaded the bolt.

“You and Ellen were holding out on how powerful of a bolt you two could throw at me,” Karla/Leon praised. “I didn’t think warlocks and witches could gather that much electrical power without killing themselves, so I’m impressed. Unfortunately though it won’t be enough to save yourselves.”

When Karla/Leon began another incantation, Ellen stopped trying to revive Jessica and grabbed the Dark Ritual parchment.

When Karla/Leon fired her/his next magical volley at Harris, Ellen began reading the Dark Ritual at the point where Jessica had left off. Harris was hit and was sent flying across the room. After Harris hit the floor hard, he rolled to get up again as quickly as his pain would allow.

Once Ellen had read the seventh verse, Karla/Leon turned towards Ellen before saying, “You’re not powerful enough to make that ritual work, Ellen. Only a wizard or a sorceress is powerful enough.” Ellen ignored Karla/Leon and continued onto the next verse. “Just to prove to you that you’re wasting your time, Ellen, I’m going to allow you to finish.”

Harris was on his knees and saw that Karla/Leon was cocky enough to allow Ellen to finish reciting the Dark Ritual incantation. Harris closed his eyes to see through Ellen’s eyes. As Ellen reached the ninth verse, Harris spoke the words in cadence with Ellen.

Karla/Leon shot Harris an annoyed look before rattling off an incantation, but before she/he could release it on Harris, Jessica woke and spoke the final verse with Ellen and Harris. Karla/Leon heard Jessica and shot Jessica a fearful look.

Immediately following the final verse, Karla dropped to the ground unconscious as Leon’s astral projecting spirit was jerked out of Karla’s body and back into his. Leon opened his eyes. The tormented expression on his face and the scream that he let out told as to how much torturous pain that he was in.

Lance was walking up to the front door and heard the scream of someone being tortured, and without hesitation, he went to break through the door.

Hardly any time had lapsed from when Leon had screamed out to when his skin changed to a red ash-like substance that held its shape. A white body-shaped cloud rose quickly from the ash, and once the cloud was at eye level it immediately exploded while engulfing the room in a blinding light and a gentle gust of wind. Leon’s ash remains crumbled into a silhouette pile.

Once the wave hit Ellen, Harris and Jessica, their chests— at the location where the birthmark would be—burned as if someone had pressed a branding iron to them and they too hollered out in pain.

Ellen—the only one who was standing at the time— dropped to her knees as she clutched her chest and cried out.

The blinding light lasted for only a second, and once the light within the room returned to normal, their burning pain turned into a dull painful throb.

Ellen and Harris pulled open their shirts to see what had burned them. Jessica had moved quickly to her knees before looking to see what had burned her.

Ellen and Harris now carried the mark of Merlin. Ellen’s moon-shaped birthmark was of a third-quarter moon while Harris’s moon-shaped birthmark appeared to be one day closer from a third-quarter moon to a new moon. Jessica’s moon-shaped birthmark appeared to be the second day after a full moon.

“I have the birthmark!” Ellen uttered in a fearful tone.

“So do I,” Harris announced.

“But I expected Jessica to receive the powers and not you and me,” Ellen said.

“I did,” Jessica said as she gazed at her birthmark. “My moon-shaped birthmark had moved… or changed. It now looks as if it’s closer to a full moon.”

Harris thought for a moment before guessing, “We’re linked. We all spoke the final verse. So we all shared the powers equally.”

Jessica went to stand up, and when she looked towards her sister she uttered, “Karla!” Jessica rushed to Karla’s side and gently patted her face. Ellen and Harris went to stand up. “Wake up! Wake up!”—With his pistol in the ready position, Lance stealthily peeked into the room—“Wake up, Karla! Wake up!”

Lance holstered his pistol, and as he walked in, he said, “Harris! Ellen! What went down here?!”

Ellen and Harris glanced towards the pajamas and the pile of dust that were on the altar, but before anyone could respond, Karla shot up into a sitting position while uttering, “No! Don’t!”

“You’re safe, Karla,” Jessica assured her with a pleasant grin across her face.

“I dreamed that I…” Karla got out before seeing where she was. “Oh God! Please tell me that it was only a dream… a nightmare that I had attacked you three.”

“It wasn’t you,” Jessica assured her. “It was Grandfather.  He knew how to astral project and take over people’s bodies at will. He was hurting people and he was also the one who had killed Peter Berkeley.”

As Jessica and Karla went to stand up, Ellen asked Karla, “You remember it though… what your grandfather did here tonight?”

Karla thought for a second before saying, “It’s vague… like a dream that I dreamt a long time ago.”

Nostalgic memories ran through Jessica’s head of her, Karla and her grandfather. Ellen stared remorsefully at Jessica. 

“Would someone like to start sharing memories with me? Like what had happened here tonight,” Lance insisted before gesturing towards the altar. “And please tell me that, that pile of dust wasn’t once a person.”

“It was someone,” Ellen said remorsefully.

When Ellen didn’t continue Lance demanded to know, “Who?!”

“Leon Stone,” Harris said.

“That’s Grandfather?” Karla questioned in a fear-struck tone as she gestured towards the ashes.

“Yes,” Jessica said sullenly as the random memories of her, Karla and her grandfather continued.

“What happened here?” Lance urged them to continue.

“You were told of our suspicions towards Leon…” Harris was only able to get out.

“So you came here and killed him?” Lance quickly asked.

“We came here to rescue Karla,” Jessica quickly corrected. “And then Grandfather—while spiritually possessing Karla’s body—had trapped us in the taxidermic room.”

“While in that room, we found a hidden storage closet with their family’s Legacy volumes inside,” Ellen added. Karla shot Ellen a confused look. “And among the volumes was the incantation to the Dark Ritual.”

“Grandfather was planning on casting the incantation to steal mental health from us… from me, his own granddaughter as he had done with those college students,” Jessica continued incredulously. “We knew at that point that it was either Grandfather or us… so we performed the Dark Ritual on him.”

“I… somewhat… remember what I had planned to do,” Karla said while concentrating on her memory.

“It was Grandfather, not you,” Jessica reminded her.

“It felt like it was me… as a dream,” Karla said.

“Do you know the incantation that Grandfather was planning?” Jessica asked in a tone as if to make a point.

Karla thought for a second, and when she shook her head, Lance requested, “Remind me again what the Dark Ritual does.”

“It’s the ritual that a wizard would use to steal powers from another wizard,” Harris informed before gesturing towards Leon’s remains. “The wizard who loses his powers gets turned into ashes as the wizard or sorceress performing the ritual becomes magically stronger.”

“Mr. Delaney. Jessica and Karla’s grandfather was hurting people and he needed to be stopped,” Ellen began. “And I know you told me to let the police and the courts handle the guilty, but the police and the courts wouldn’t have been able to stop him… especially when there was no physical evidence to prove his guilt.”

Lance thought about it for a second before agreeing halfheartedly, “No.” He then turned towards the remains. “What chemical was used on the body?”

“There was no chemical used,” Ellen said sullenly barely above a whisper.

When Lance shot Ellen a skeptical look, Harris said, “Witchcraft was the only thing that was used.”

“Nothing… nothing at all was used to help turn their grandfather into… into this?” Lance questioned incredulously as he gestured towards the ashes.

“Nothing was used,” Ellen insisted. “The police forensic can verify it after you call them in.”

Lance sighed before saying, “I’m not a crooked cop, but turning this incident—wizards and witches fighting to the death—into an official police report would actually cause more problems for all of us than it’s worth. And I do believe that you four were acting in the public’s best interest…”

“We were,” Ellen again said sullenly barely above a whisper while looking downward.

“Ellen?” Lance let out to grab her attention.

“We were,” Ellen repeated more loudly as she looked at Lance.

“I heard you the first time,” Lance said.

“You didn’t want me to repeat myself,” Ellen said in a confused tone.

“Are you okay?” Lance asked.

Tears rolled down Ellen’s cheeks as she turned towards the altar and said, “I helped do what I thought...” Ellen stopped talking and closed her eyes. She kept her eyes closed as she continued with, “Leon Stone was hurting people, and so I helped do what I knew was right…” She opened her eyes to look at and gesture towards Jessica. “Hell, I had even told Jessica that it was either him or us and I chose us, and now it’s bothering me that I helped do it. And being mentally linked with Jessica and seeing the good times that she had with her grandpa isn’t helping either.”

“I can’t help it,” Jessica mentally said.

“I know, Jess,” Ellen said. “It still doesn’t help.”

When Harris saw a confused expression on Lance’s face, Harris supplied, “From an incantation that we had done prior to coming here, Ellen, Jessica and I are mentally linked temporarily. We knew that Leon needed to be stopped and now that he had been stopped, Ellen, Jessica and even I feel bad that we couldn’t had found another way of doing it without resorting to the Dark Ritual.”

Lance slightly nodded in an understanding manner before saying, “What you three are feeling is normal. In fact, it would bother me if any of you didn’t feel a sense of remorse over this incident.” Lance went to pull out his wallet. “And from personal experience, wondering if there was something that you could have or should have done differently doesn’t go away.” Lance pulled out a card from his wallet. “Therefore, I’m going to give you four a name of a counselor…”

“I don’t need a counselor,” Ellen insisted.

“Ellen, your mom had died a few months ago, your last surviving brother had died a couple of weeks ago and now this,” Lance pointed out.

“Kyle might be my brother,” Ellen’s voice rang in Harris’s and Jessica’s heads.

Jessica gave Ellen a curious look as Lance continued in an unyielding tone, “So you’re going to see Dr. Pendell if I have to handcuff you and escort you there myself.”

While shooting Lance an annoyed look, Ellen crossed her arms across her chest. She slightly flinched in pain when her movement disturbed the mark of Merlin.

Lance saw Ellen’s reaction and asked, “Are you okay?”

“I am,” Ellen emphasized. “There’s no need to be overly concern.”

Lance slightly rolled his eyes before informing, “Ellen, in my precinct, it is mandatory for officers to see a counselor after shooting and killing someone in the line of duty. And I don’t  see this incident as being any different. I… myself had to go see Dr. Pendell on more than one occasion.”

“You killed someone?” Ellen asked. “In the line of duty?”

“Once as an officer and two more times after becoming a detective,” Lance admitted as Ellen was remembering what Everett had told her. “And there’s no shame at talking to a counselor about it. Now will I have to arrest you to get you to Dr. Pendell’s office?”

Ellen moaned before grumbling, “Fine. I’ll see him… or her.”

“A him,” Lance supplied. “Harris, I’ll give you his number, and I’ll let him know to expect your call. And make sure that Ellen goes.”

Ellen shot Lance a smirk as Harris said, “I will.”

“You know, I’d be more comfortable at going and even talking to this guy… this doctor, if you would go with me,” Ellen told Lance.

“I can do that,” Lance assured Ellen. “So I’ll make your appointment.” Ellen thought about it for a second before nodding in agreement. “Now getting back to this incident. I’m going to bring a good friend of mine in on this. He’s an FBI agent. His name is Special Agent Neil Sanders and he can help me to declare him dead without making this incident into an unpleasant investigation… and luck has it, he believes in the paranormal and the occults. Of course I’ll be hearing a childish, ‘I told you so’ from him.” Lance then gestured towards Jessica and Karla. “Anyway, where’s your dad?”

“Alaska,” Karla said simply.

“He took a job there six months ago,” Jessica added.

“You two were living here without a guardian for six months?” Lance quickly demanded to know.

“Our grandfather…” Jessica was only able to get out.

“Was bedridden and doesn’t count as a guardian,” Lance retorted.

“Then yeah,” Jessica confessed timidly.

Lance took his cell phone off his belt and held it out for either Jessica or Karla to take while saying, “Okay, well, one of you had better get your dad on the phone, ASAP.”

“Yes, Sir,” Jessica and Karla said as they both moved for the phone.

Jessica was closer though so Karla had stopped and allowed Jessica to get it.

Before Jessica placed her call, she looked towards Lance and said, “My mom is innocent, Mr. Delaney. My grandfather was the one who had killed Peter Berkeley.”

“I know,” Lance said sympathetically. “I’ll discuss this with Neil, but there’s a good chance that proving your mom is innocent will be beyond our means.”

“If a person was hypnotized to kill, would that person be held responsible for murder?” Ellen asked.

Lance shot Ellen a slight grin as Karla added, “My grandfather does have books on hypnosis and self-hypnosis.”

Lance glanced towards Karla before saying, “Holding someone responsible for murder when he or she was under a hypnotic influence at the time of the murder would be for the courts to decide. However, I think that would create a reasonable case for an appeal.” Lance then gestured towards the cell phone. “Now call your dad.”

Jessica nodded before dialing the phone.



Chapter Twenty-Six 

There was a short wait between when Jessica had dialed the number and when she had said, “Dad, it’s Jess.”

“I can’t talk now, Jess,” Herb—Jessica and Karla’s father —said.

“Give me the phone,” Lance said while overlapping Herb.

“Mr. Delaney is here with me and wants to talk to you,” Jessica quickly said.

“Who?” Jessica heard her dad asking as she was handing Lance the phone.

“Mr. Harman, I’m Detective Delaney,” he corrected. “I do not want to go over the details on the phone; however, your father-in-law has passed away…”

“Are you serious?!” Herb questioned incredulously.

“Yes, Mr. Harman,” Lance confirmed.

“How?” Herb demanded.

“I do not want to go over the details of his passing on the phone,” Lance repeated. “Anyway, your daughters are unsupervised minors, and given your father-in-law’s medical condition before his passing, your daughters have been unsupervised minors since you had left for Alaska. Now I’m not interested in busting you over this, but if you don’t correct this situation within the next twenty-four hours I will be filing charges against you for child neglect and child endangerment. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Detective Delaney,” Herb began. “And… and I’ll be on the first available plane out of Alaska.”

“I would like for you to contact me as soon as you’re back in Savannah, Georgia,” Lance prompted. “Otherwise I will think that Jessica and Karla are still unsupervised.”

“Yes, Detective Delaney,” Herb said. “I will let you go so I can call the airlines and book the flight.”

“I’ll be waiting to hear from you; bye,” Lance said before ending the call.

“Jessica. Karla. You two will stay at my house tonight,” Harris informed.

‘Sure’ and ‘Okay’ with shrugs were the responses that Harris received from Jessica and Karla.

Lance dialed Neil Sanders, and when Neil answered, Lance requested for him to come to the mansion without supplying details as to why. Neil reluctantly agreed, and as Lance was ending his call he stared at Ellen as if he was debating on telling her something.

Ellen shot Lance a curious look before asking, “What?”

“I have discussed your driver’s license status with my captain,” Lance began. A confused expression came across Ellen’s face. “Now don’t get your hopes up, but I might be able to get your driving privileges reinstated here in Georgia.”

A pleasant grin came across Ellen’s face before saying, “Thanks for doing this for me.”

Lance nodded with a grin before saying, “You’re welcome.”

“While we are waiting on Special Agent Sanders to show up, I recommend that we end that curse that was put on the taxidermic room,” Harris suggested.

“The person who had cast the curse is now dead,” Ellen pointed out.

“That’s actually not a true statement,” Harris countered. A confused expression came across everyone’s face. “As far as the curse is concern, Karla was the one who had cast it.”

“Are you sure?” Ellen asked.

“I’ll call Sadie to verify it, but I’m quite certain of it,” Harris said. “In fact, I’ll need to call Sadie anyway for the instructions on how to end it.” Harris checked his pants at the belt for his cell phone before having the random thought, “My cell phone’s in the car.”

“You can use our phone,” Jessica offered.

“The call will be to London,” Harris informed.

“How late is it in London right now?” Karla asked.

“Late enough that I’ll be waking her up,” Harris said. “Anyway, I’ll pay you for the call though.”

Before anyone could respond, a vision of Sadie, wearing an evening dress and partying at a London mansion, had flashed through Ellen’s mind. Well-known British actors and actresses—even to the American fans—were also at the party and their presence had flashed in the vision.

Harris and Jessica saw it as it came across Ellen’s mind, and before the two could respond, Ellen uttered, “Whoa!”

“I saw it,” Harris said.

“What was that?” Jessica quickly asked.

“What’s going on?” Lance asked in a confused tone.

“I think Ellen just had a psychic vision,” Harris said.

“You’re a psychic?” Karla asked as everyone looked towards Ellen.

Ellen vigorously shook her head before insisting, “I’m not.”

“Over two hundred years ago some of your ancestors were psychics though,” Harris reminded Ellen. “This is just a thought, but you’re a sorceress now, and perhaps your psychic ability requires a given amount of sorcery within you for it to even work… and if that’s the case, I wonder if it’s true with telekinetic ability as well.”

Ellen shot Harris a confused look before asking, “Why are you wondering that?”

“Some of my ancestors had that ability,” Harris informed. “And like your ancestors’ psychic ability, Ellen, my ancestors’ telekinetic ability had ended around two hundred years ago as well.”

“Hey, do you think that Karla and I can astral project like our grandfather?” Jessica questioned.

“It’s possible,” Harris said.

“Just don’t be taking over people’s bodies while astral projecting,” Ellen added in a jaded tone. “Please?”

Jessica amusingly grinned before saying, “I won’t.”

“Neither will I,” Karla said.

“Of course we haven’t determined that we have that ability,” Jessica added. Ellen just nodded with a polite grin.

Harris looked towards Jessica and Karla while asking, “Anyway… is it okay for me to use your phone?”

“Sure,” Karla said before gesturing towards the hallway. “Follow me.”

Harris gestured for her to go, and as Karla left the room, he, Ellen, Jessica and Lance followed.

Karla led Harris and the others to the spacious kitchen, and as Harris used the kitchen phone, Ellen admired what the room had to offer that most kitchens don’t.

Ellen was then drawn to Harris when she mentally heard Sadie answering her cell phone with, “Hello.”

“Sadie, it’s me—Harris,” he said.

“Oh my God, Harry!” Sadie said excitingly. “You will never guess where I am right now.”

“Um, I’ll say that you are attending a party at some mansion where most of the party guests are actors and actresses,” Harris said while making it sound like a guess.

“Okay, that was freakishly accurate to be a guess, so how did you know?” Sadie demanded to know.

“Go somewhere where you can speak freely,” Harris instructed.

“That’s a challenge, but I’ll find a spot,” Sadie said. “And while I’m looking, start talking.”

Harris took the time to explain everything to Sadie.

Once Harris had ended his story, Sadie—while referring to Harris and Ellen being a wizard and a sorceress—uttered in a playfully high pitch tone, “Jealous!” She then continued normally, “but happy for you and Ellen. I’m also fascinated that Ellen had regained an ability of her ancestors…”

“Ask Sadie how long and how often does she party with British movie stars,” Ellen mentally requested.

As Ellen was mentally speaking to Harris, Sadie was continuing with, “Anyway, I’m far enough away from the others to speak freely so put… the person who will be casting the incantation on the phone.”

“Karla is her name,” Harris supplied while grabbing her attention, “but before I put her on the phone, Ellen would like to know how often do you party with actors and actresses.”

“This is my first time actually,” Sadie admitted. “After three years of acting lessons and auditions, Angela’s baby sister Cassie had gotten cast in a new movie that will be coming out next year. So Cassie had invited Angela and me to this party. I would love to get photos and autographs, but I fear that would make me look too much like a wanker. Anyway, put Karla on the phone.”

“Hold on,” Harris said before holding out the phone for Karla to take.

Karla while carrying a notebook and a pencil took the phone. The incantation to end the curse was short and simple, and after she had it written down, she asked incredulously, “That’s it?”

“Isn’t that enough?” Sadie questioned.

“Yes…” Karla said before hesitating. “I just… well, I wrote what you had said down, and how short and simple it is, I didn’t really need to.”

“Well, tell Harry I love him, but I’m hanging up now and rejoining the party,” Sadie informed. “So bye.”

“Bye,” Karla barely got out before the call ended. As she hung up the phone she said, “Harry, Sadie loves you, but she hung up and went back to the party.”

Harris amusingly grinned before saying, “I’ll call her tomorrow and give her trouble for hanging up on me to go partying with actors and actresses.”

“I’m very doubtful that you’ll make her feel guilty about that,” Ellen said.

“Mmm,” Harris uttered with an agreeing grin. “Anyway, Karla has the incantation to end the curse so let’s go do it.”

Ellen, Harris, Jessica, Karla and Lance went up to the grated-gate of the taxidermic room, and once there, Ellen saw Lance shooting the stuff animals at the entrance a confused look.

“We did that,” Ellen supplied. “We were trying to block the entrance to keep their grandfather out.”

“I was wondering,” Lance said.

“Okay, Karla. Remove the curse,” Harris said.

Karla nodded before rattling off the short incantation that once again made the gate and the windows to the room glow a golden yellow for only a second before returning to normal.

“It didn’t work!” Ellen uttered.

“It did work,” Harris countered.

“The gate and the windows had glowed yellow as they did when the curse was activated,” Ellen pointed out.

“As they should have,” Harris informed.

“Are you sure?” Ellen quickly asked.

Harris amusingly grinned while saying, “I’m certain of it.” He then moved to unlock the gate. “In fact, I’m certain enough to be the one to open the gate.”

“And if you’re wrong, how soon will it take for you to get sick?” Ellen asked. Harris shot Ellen a curious look. “And will you be contagious?”

“I won’t be contagious and the sickness will come within twenty-four hours once the curse has been activated, but again, I’m one hundred percent certain that the curse was ended,” Harris said before he went to open the gate.

“Okay,” Ellen said in a skeptical tone. Harris grinned as he opened the gate. Once the gate was fully open, Ellen quipped, “Now we wait.”

Harris shook his head and rolled his eyes as Karla questioned, “What are we waiting for?”

Ellen gave Karla a curious look as Jessica supplied, “Ellen fears that Harris might’ve activated the curse. Anyway, Ellen, since we survived this, should I point out that shower to you?”

Ellen grinned before saying, “Yes please.”

Jessica nodded with a grin before saying, “Follow me.”

“So what are we going to do while we wait for Special Agent Neil Sanders to show up?” Karla asked as Ellen and Jessica were walking away.

A finch flew by before Harris could answer. As he pointed to it, he said, “I guess we should gather up the birds and the gerbils.”

“Gerbils?” Karla questioned as she looked towards the floor.

“There are four gerbils scurrying about,” Harris said before saying where they were.

“If they’re scurrying about how do you know where they are?” Lance questioned.

“Ellen, Jessica and I are also mentally linked with the gerbils and the birds,” Harris supplied.

Karla shot Harris a look as if to say, ‘creepy.’

“We used them to spy on…” Harris gestured towards Karla as he continued with, “Well, you while you were being possessed by your grandfather’s spirit.” Karla politely and timidly grinned. “Anyway, let’s go gather up the birds and the gerbils.”

After Jessica had grabbed clean clothes for Ellen and showed her to the bathroom, she helped the others to capture the gerbils and the finches.

Ellen—while fully aware that she was mentally linked with Harris and Jessica—was self-conscious about the fact that they could see her in the nude through her eyes, so once she had stripped down for her shower, she refused to look into the bathroom mirror or—once she got into the shower—look at herself as she washed. She also showered more quickly than normal. Harris and the others didn’t take very long in catching the gerbils and the finches either.

Ellen was getting dressed in the borrowed clothes when the doorbell rang. Lance was the one to open the door, and once the door was open, Neil introduced his partner—Special Agent Janis Pyle—to Lance.

Lance escorted Neil and Janis into the living room and introduced them to Harris, Jessica and Karla.

“So why was I requested to come?” Neil asked as Ellen was walking in.

When everyone looked, Ellen waved to the new arrivals while saying, “Hi.”

“This is Ellen,” Lance said while gesturing. “Ellen, these two are, Special Agent Neil Sanders and Special Agent Janis Pyle.”

Ellen nodded with a polite grin as if she had already known their names all along and that she was only indulging the formalities before saying, “Nice to meet you two.”

Janis gave Ellen a curious look over her actions as Neil said, “Nice to meet you too, Ellen.”

Janis shook off her thoughts before saying, “Yes, nice to meet you, Ellen.”

“So why am I here?” Neil asked again.

Harris began by telling Neil and Janis about the mark of Merlin, the three wizard lines, the Wizard Wars, the Dark Ritual incantation, how the wizard lines became weaker through the generations when twins were born, the Legacy volumes and the Phoenix stage.

Before Harris had a chance to move on to the events of the day, Janis questioned, “You expect Neil and me to believe any of this?”

“I can provide proof of my ability as a sorcerer if you require it,” Harris retorted.

Before Janis could respond, Neil said, “I doubt that I was called here to learn about Harris, Ellen, Jessica and Karla being a sorcerer and sorceresses.”

“No,” Harris confirmed. “Some wizards and sorceresses don’t have respect for human life…”

“Which was the case with my grandfather,” Jessica added sullenly.

Neil caught the past tense and questioned, “Was the case?” 

Harris gestured towards Jessica and Karla while saying, “We had found the Dark Ritual incantation among their family’s Legacy volumes and just before Lance had called you, we used it to stop their grandfather.”

“So you’re saying that you, Ellen, Jessica and Karla had killed someone?” Janis quickly questioned.

“Karla had nothing to do with it,” Jessica quickly said. “In fact, she was actually possessed by my grandfather’s spirit at the time.”

“Wait!” Janis uttered. “Even if any of this paranormal bull… stuff is true, how could your grandfather’s spirit possess Karla when your grandfather was still alive?”

“Their grandfather was capable of astral projection,” Harris was the one to explain. “And as an astral projecting spirit, he was capable of possessing people.”

“My grandfather had possessed my mom, and he was the one who had killed Peter Berkeley,” Jessica added. “My mom is innocent and she’s doing life in prison for the murder.”

“Detective Delaney’s mother-in-law didn’t commit suicide either,” Ellen added her piece. “It was…”

“Okay, hold up,” Neil quickly told everyone. “I believe I understand what everyone is saying. And I want to see the… ash remains.”

“I figured you would,” Lance said before gesturing. “And it’s this way.”

As Lance walked away everyone followed. Midway to Leon’s remains, Ellen had a passing thought of, “I wonder how old I have to be before I could apply to the police academy.”

“You want to join the police academy?” Jessica quickly asked.

Ellen shot Jessica an embarrassed look as Janis asked, “Who said anything about joining the police academy?”

“I was thinking it, and she and I are mentally linked,” Ellen confessed.

“You and Jessica are mentally linked?” Janis questioned incredulously.

“Yes… oh and Harris is mentally linked with us too,” Ellen said.

“So if I would whisper something into Harris’s ear, you and Jessica would know what I whisper?” Janis questioned.

“That’s right,” Ellen and Jessica said.

“Only for the next three to four hours though,” Harris added.

“You three are mentally linked from a spell?” Neil asked.

“We are, and the spell’s duration is six hours,” Harris said.

“Interesting,” Neil said. Janis was about to say something, but she stopped when Neil continued with, “And, Ellen, you are thinking about joining the police academy?”

Ellen shrugged before saying, “Yeah. Being a police officer… or even an FBI agent would be something I would be interested in pursuing.”

“If you’re certain that you want a career in law enforcement, Ellen, I can certainly help you to achieve your career goals when you’re old enough,” Lance said.

“It was a random thought that I had, but after saying it out loud, yeah, I want to pursue a career in law enforcement,” Ellen announced.

Lance grinned before saying, “Okay. So you can prepare for it, I’ll make a list of what college courses you’ll need to take.”

Ellen nodded with a grin before saying, “Thanks.”

“You’re welcome,” Lance said before leading everyone into the room of where Leon’s ashes were.

Neil and Janis immediately examined Leon’s ashes, and after a couple of minutes, Neil was convinced that Leon was killed by supernatural means.

“This is a hoax,” Janis accused. “This dust isn’t even human remains.”

“We need a crystal ball, so we can do that ‘Memory Talebearer’ spell,” Ellen thought.

“We do have a crystal ball,” Jessica announced while looking at Ellen.

“Who…?” Janis got out before stopping herself. “Ah, you three are pretending to be mentally talking with each other again.”

“We’re not pretending, Special Agent Pyle,” Harris was the one to say. “Ellen wants to cast the ‘Memory Talebearer’ spell to show you that what we say is true and I suspect that the ‘Memory Talebearer’ spell will turn you into a believer.”

“I’ll bite,” Janis began. “What is the ‘Memory Talebearer’ spell?”

“Once the incantation is cast, the memories that an individual wants to share will be completely transferred down to each second to the crystal ball, and once inside the crystal ball, the crystal ball will stream the specific memories to everyone in the room,” Harris said. “Once the spell is done, you will be disoriented and confused for a short time, but once the confusion wears off, you will have memories as if you were the one who had lived the event.”

“A big crystal ball isn’t necessary and you should clear the room of other crystals as well,” Ellen added.

“And what would happen if the other crystals aren’t cleared from the room?” Janis asked in a tone as if to play along.

“Those other crystals will amplify the spell,” Ellen informed. “In fact, from the amplified spell, I have over a year’s worth of Martha DeNatale’s memories when she was in high school… which was approximately sixty years ago. My great-grandmother was her high school math and gym teacher, and through the memories that Martha had shared with me, she had helped me to know her—memories that I will cherish.”

“Vincentia had done the Dark Ritual on your great-grandmother!” Jessica uttered in a surprised manner after seeing Ellen’s passing thought.

Ellen shrugged while saying, “Martha, Harris and I suspect that to be the case. Vincentia had vanished without a trace, so we don’t really know for sure what had happened.”

“And Vincentia is who exactly?” Neil asked.

“Approximately sixty years ago, she was my great-grand-mother’s eighteen-year-old niece,” Ellen supplied. “My great-grandmother, Vincentia and Martha all lived in Saint Louis, Missouri back then, and when ritual deaths began showing up along with my great-grandmother’s siblings and their families coming up missing or burned alive, my great-grandmother suspected Vincentia to be the culprit. And that was what Martha had wanted to show Harris and me.... that and how my great-grandmother had helped Martha to understand her psychic ability. Anyway, my great-grandmother and Vincentia had confronted each other at the high school one evening.” Ellen glanced towards Leon’s remains and continued sullenly, “My great-grandmother was turned into ashes and… and no one knows what had happened to Vincentia. She vanished without a trace that night.”

There was a brief moment of silence before Harris asked, “Getting back to the ‘Memory Talebearer’ spell; shall we do it?”

Janis sighed before saying, “I’ve taken classes on human behavior and I can see that everyone here is speaking the truth… or at least everyone thinks that he or she is speaking the truth, so trying to prove to me is no longer necessary.”

“Neil, I had called you here because I need your help to declare Leon Stone deceased without the official investigation or red tape,” Lance supplied.

Neil took a deep breath, and after a short deliberation of what he will do, he said, “Alright.”

“Alright?” Janis questioned incredulously. “Are you insane?! This incident will destroy our careers if this ever surfaces.”

“You’re a smart woman, Janis,” Neil began. “These ashes are Leon Stone’s remains… or at least I’m convinced of it. This was clearly a violent act. Harris, Jessica and Ellen had admitted to be the ones to have committed what I will assume to have been a justifiable homicide, and the murder weapon is witchcraft. An open and shut case with one flaw; the judge will have you committed if you bring this case before a court.”

Janis slightly huffed before saying, “Alright. Fine. I will support whatever you do.”

“Harris. You, Ellen, Jessica and Karla should go,” Lance suggested. “Neil, Janis and I will handle things from here.”

“We still have the tigers to release,” Ellen pointed out.

“Tigers?!” Lance questioned as Neil and Janis gave Ellen curious looks.

“There are two live tigers that are frozen in time downstairs in the taxidermic room,” Ellen said.

“You’re kidding!” Janis shot at her.

“She’s not kidding,” Harris said before turning towards Ellen. “And we will deal with them once we have the proper containment to deal with them.”

Ellen thought for a second before nodding in agreement. She then faced Lance before asking, “Do you think Everett is still up?”

“You can see Everett tomorrow at school,” Lance told her.

Ellen slightly hesitated before reluctantly nodding in agreement and saying, “Okay. It’s just that… I fear what Everett’s opinion will be once he finds out what took place here.”

“Then don’t tell him,” Jessica suggested.

“If I keep this from him and he finds out, I would come across as the devil,” Ellen quickly said. “No, he has to know. I won’t hide this from him.”

“Suit yourself,” Jessica said as Lance was giving Ellen an impressed look.

“You guys should get going,” Lance again suggested.

“Jessica and I should grab some clothes,” Karla said.

“Alright,” Harris and Lance agreed.

“Ellen and I will wait for you two at the front door,” Harris added.

Karla nodded before she and Jessica walked away. Ellen and Harris followed them out.

Several minutes later, after Ellen, Harris, Jessica and Karla had returned to Harris’s house, Simon and Allyson were told of the events.

Simon went back to Stone Hall once he was told. Harris cast the incantation to sever the mental link early and once the mental link was severed everyone went to bed. Ellen took her old twin bed while allowing Jessica and Karla to take her full size bed.

As the night progressed into morning, Ellen couldn’t clear her mind from the events of the weekend and didn’t fall asleep until after 3:00 A.M. She was only able to sleep for a short time before she was abruptly awakened by a nightmare of her and a strange wizard fighting. She shot upright into a sitting position and once she realized that it was just a dream, she lay back down; however, she couldn’t get back to sleep.

Monday morning, Ellen, Jessica and Karla were getting to school slightly earlier than usual, and as Ellen was approaching her locker, she saw that Everett was already there.

As Ellen stepped up to him, she accused, “You’re earlier than usual.”

Everett turned towards Ellen before examining her appearance from head to toe. With an unpleasant expression on his face, he turned back towards his locker and said in an indifferent tone, “Not by much.”

“Is there something wrong with the way I look?” Ellen quickly asked.

“Your aura is more lavender than pink now,” Everett supplied in an indifferent tone without looking at her.

“I was wondering about that,” Ellen said. “I’m still the same person though.”

“Are you?” Everett challenged.

“I have the same moral beliefs as I did when we met,” Ellen insisted.

“You’re a sorceress now though,” Everett said barely above a whisper.

“Yes,” Ellen agreed. “Harris is a sorcerer too, and this happened after we stopped a sorcerer who had no respect for life itself. Harris and I have respect for life and we won’t be hurting people as Leon did. I promise.” Everett apathetically looked at her before nodding in agreement. “So are we good?”

Everett took a breath before saying, “I hear that you’re thinking about going into law enforcement.”

“Yes,” Ellen again agreed. “I can’t really say that our investigation during the past week was fun or entertaining, but… but the investigation that we did felt like me… it felt like the missing part of me that I didn’t even know was missing. I felt more complete last week than any other time in my life.”

“That’s great,” Everett said insincerely.

Ellen caught the tone and questioned, “You don’t like the idea of me becoming a police officer?”

“It’s dangerous,” Everett retorted.

“Yes,” Ellen agreed in a ‘self-evident’ tone. “As with many other professions. And as you had pointed out, I’m a sorceress now, and if I run into other wizards or sorceresses that alone is dangerous for me.”

“Yes, well, I don’t have to like any of it,” Everett mumbled barely coherently.

“Everett, I know how you feel about witches and wizards, but you had accepted me,” Ellen said.

“Because you were straight with me,” Everett retorted.

“And I’m not now?” Ellen quickly asked.

Everett thought for a second before saying, “I’m not saying that you’re not straight with me.” When Ellen gave him an inquisitive look, he sighed before saying, “I’m just worried that’s all.”

Ellen thought for a second before saying, “You’re worried that I will become evil and if I don’t, you’re worried that I could be killed on the job.”

Everett nodded before saying, “Yes.”

“Yes, well, I feel that I have a good moral compass, and with your help and support I can keep my moral compass pointing in the direction of good,” Ellen began. “As for me getting killed or hurt on the job—if or when I become a police officer—I don’t want that either, so I promise to be careful.” 

Ellen took Everett’s hand before continuing, “So please don’t give up on us.”

Everett thought for a second before saying, “I won’t give up on us.”

Ellen pleasantly smiled before giving Everett a kiss. When the kiss ended, Ellen said, “I know you might not like it, but Jessica and Karla are my friends.”

“Right,” Everett said with a polite grin. “That you three are friends, and I won’t try to persuade you otherwise.”

“Thank you,” Ellen pleasantly said.

“So how is Karla coping with her post-possession anyway?”

Ellen grinned before saying, “Good. In fact, most of her memories that she had of being possessed are gone… faded as if it was a hard-to-remember dream.”

“Perhaps she’s the lucky one,” Everett suggested.

“Mmm,” Ellen said in agreement as Danny stepped up. Ellen and Everett turned towards him.

“Hey, Danny,” Ellen and Everett said.

“Hey,” Danny echoed as Ellen was looking around and noticing how moderately crowded that the corridor was becoming. “So how was your two’s weekend?”

Danny saw the ‘not going to tell’ look that Ellen shot Everett before saying, “Good. How was yours?”

Danny gave her a curious look before saying, “It was okay. I visited my grandma in Jacksonville.”

“Cool,” Ellen said before moving to open her locker.

Once Ellen and Everett were done at their lockers, Everett walked Ellen to her first class.

During the walk, Ellen volunteered, “Before Jessica, Karla and I went to our beds last night we talked. We believe that casting spells to obtain riches, power and better health is the road that can turn an uncorrupt wizard into a corrupt wizard, so we agreed to adopt the rule from the show ‘Charmed’.”

“Which rule is that?” Everett asked.

“With the sole exception of casting defensive spells on ourselves—for protection against sinister wizards—we agreed not to cast spells for personal gain.”

Everett grinned before saying, “I’m glad to hear that you three are taking steps to stay off that… that road of corruption.”

Ellen took and held Everett’s hand while saying, “That’s definitely a road that I want to stay off of.” Everett shot Ellen a pleasant smile. “Jessica and Karla want to stay off of that road as well.”

Everett slightly hesitated before nodding and saying, “Because of my former belief, I’ll admit that I was unfair to Jessica and Karla. So until I see something sinister about them, I’ll trust your instincts that they are good people.”

Ellen grinned before saying, “Thank you.”

Everett nodded with a grin before starting a different conversation.

Halloween night, Ellen, Everett, Jessica, Karla, Simon and Karla’s date Allen went to a costume party in Allen’s minivan. The house that was hosting the party was not much smaller than Jessica and Karla’s mansion.

Ellen was dressed as a vampire; Everett as a pirate captain; Jessica as super girl; Karla as a female grim reaper; Simon as a doctor and Allen as a cowboy.

As they were walking from the minivan to the house, Karla—as if it was an afterthought—uttered, “Oh, uh, Ellen. Anymore psychic visions?”

“No,” Ellen said sullenly as she glanced nervously towards Allen. Allen didn’t seem to have heard as he was talking to Simon. “Just that one and only time.” Ellen then continued barely loud enough for Everett, Jessica and Karla to hear. “Harris, on the other hand, has learned to move small objects through telekinesis.”

“Jessica and I still haven’t attempted astral projection yet,”  Karla said.

“We’re still reading the books on astral projection and self-hypnosis,” Jessica added.

Ellen nodded before saying, “Perhaps I should get books on how to develop my psychic powers.”

“Or maybe you just need to duplicate the conditions of when you had done it,” Jessica suggested.

“And to do that I’ll need to be mentally linked with you and Harris,” Ellen said before they entered the house.

“Perhaps you just need to duplicate your emotions at the time,” Karla suggested.

“I don’t even remember what my emotions were,” Ellen retorted before a man at the door greeted them.

The man was handing out color-coded armbands to indicate who were the minors and who were the adults.

The house was packed with partygoers in assorted costumes, and half of them were friends and classmates from school. The other half were strangers and their ages ranged from fifteen years old to twenty-nine years old. Five thirty-something-year-old adults or older—three men and two women—were there as chaperones.

Against one of the walls of the large party room was a long table, and setting on the long table were two large bowls of non-alcoholic punch and a wide assortment of food.

On the floor next to the long table were two kegs of beer, and the five older adults were taking turns at standing next to the kegs while making sure that the minors stayed sober.

A record DJ was playing CDs on the opposite side of the room, and between the DJ and the food were dancing couples.

As the evening slowly progressed, Ellen, Everett, Jessica, Karla, Simon and Allen socialized, drank punch and danced.

After being there for an hour, Ellen had finally decided to try the barbeque little smokies.

A pallid-looking seventeen-year-old male dressed in everyday clothes stood next to the food table while talking to anyone who would talk to him.

As Ellen was walking up to the table, she noticed that the seventeen-year-old was looking curiously at her.

“Hi,” Ellen told him before she grabbed an empty Styrofoam plate.

“Hello,” the teenager said politely.

“So are you enjoying yourself?” Ellen asked as she filled her plate with little smokies.

“As much as I can.” When Ellen gave him a curious look he supplied, “I don’t really like Halloween.”

“Bad experience?” Ellen asked as she continued to fill her plate.

“You may say that,” he said with an amused grin.

“Mmm, bummer. I actually like Halloween.”

“From your vampire costume, I suspected as much,” he said. Ellen just politely grinned. “Do you really believe that vampires dress like that?” When Ellen gave him a curious look, he added, “If they really exist, of course.”

Ellen slightly grinned before answering, “If they really exist, I bet I couldn’t pick out a vampire if I was standing next to one.”

The teenager amusingly grinned as if he was thinking of an inside joke. He then gestured towards a mirror that showed his and Ellen’s reflections while saying, “At least I know you’re not a vampire.”

Ellen followed his gesture. After seeing what he was talking about she faced the teenager again. “If vampires exist, I have a feeling that them not having reflections is a misunderstanding of the facts.”

“What do you mean?” he asked curiously.

“If vampires exist then maybe witches exist,” Ellen began. “So perhaps a witch has to cast an incantation on a mirror that would make it capable of reflecting spirits and souls before a vampire’s reflection can’t be seen.” The teenager’s expression went from amusement to an expressionless one. “Of course I’m only fictionalizing and throwing out what-ifs.” When the teenager nodded with a polite grin, Ellen stuck out her hand to shake hands. “I’m Ellen by the way. “

The teenager stared at Ellen’s hand without taking it while saying, “Excuse me for not shaking your hand, but I am a severe germ-a-phobic.”

Ellen dropped her handshake offer before saying, “Hey, it’s fine. Don’t worry about it. So what’s your name?”

He slightly hesitated before lying convincingly, “It’s Patrick.”

“It’s nice to meet you, Patrick.”

“Likewise,” he said. “So do you think that there are witches  out there… somewhere?”

A vision of Ellen’s nightmare wizard had flashed across her mind, and in her vision, the wizard was ritually killing someone in New Orleans.

When Ellen saw that the teenager was looking curiously and slight disturbingly at her, she shrugged and questioned rhetorically, “Who knows?” She then quickly gestured towards her group while saying, “I really need to rejoin my friends.”

The teenager politely grinned and nodded while saying, “Of course.”

Ellen nodded with a grin before turning and walking away quickly with her plate of little smokies.






The End?
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A Crossed Reality 

Randy, a Harvard student who was ahead of his time in the field of science, set out to prove to his professor that alternate realities were more than science fiction nonsense, and while doing so, he had inadvertently caused himself and six of his friends to switch bodies with their alternate selves of another reality. To make matters worse for Randy’s six friends, Randy, the only one of the seven who could correct the crossed reality, wasn’t attending Harvard nor was he in his hometown.
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