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The Story So Far...
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IN THE DAYS WHEN PEOPLE were owned by the land, two young girls found their power by becoming ghosts, then spirit guides.

This is their origin-story...

Their parents were serfs, and belonged to two different dukedoms. Falling in love endangered them both. Becoming pregnant with twins made this even worse.

Their Dad had to raise them by himself, as Mother died shortly after birthing them. But as a spirit, she remained on Earth to watch over them. Sal and Jude could see her, and knew their Dad could feel her presence. 

But the problem in survival was staying hidden, because they were on hunting land the King claimed as his own. And forces were at work to find them...
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ONE DAY DA WAS LATE coming home. When he did arrive, he came through one of the other paths and had no game with him. He put out the fire and had us get into the storage space below the floor. Most cabins in this day were simply dirt floors. Walls of cabins in the woods were often mud and woven wicker. Ours was an old hunting hut, abandoned years ago. It was made with trimmed logs, and chinked with mud and grasses against the weather. On its back wall, there was an opening just big enough for Da to squeeze through. This led to a small dugout area that had its own roof. We stored vegetables and meat here, as the temperature was the same all year long and never froze.

This is where Da had us go that day. He opened the dugout door wide and put all our food and toys with us then he scattered dirt all around our table and shelves. When we tried to ask him, he shushed us and said we were going to practice waiting for wild game. We had to be very, very quiet for a long time. 

He climbed in with us, and we watched from that hole in the wall, waiting.

Soon we heard the thumping of heavy boots coming up the path toward our front door.

They kicked the door open. Men covered in leather and shiny metal came in our little hut,  shouting to each other until one made them all be quiet. He was wearing more colors than the rest and so seemed to be in charge. Da could understand what they were saying. And he quietly put the cover over that hole, the one that looked like part of the log wall. He sat with his back to that cover and braced his feet against the other side of the dugout.

We now sat in complete darkness and silence. And waited while we listened. 

More men came into the little hut and were talking for awhile. Da told us later that someone had said it looked like some bandits had been using the hut as to hide out in. The man in the colors was talking about burning it down.

But then the men all got very quiet. 

And we heard a woman singing. She was singing an old song, one we hadn’t heard before. Soon the men were trying to get out of the hut all at once. Maybe the song was to get them to find her. Both Jude and I tried to get out, but Da just held us close and pushed against the back wall of the dugout to keep us all inside. And we kept quiet.

Then we heard horses whinny and scream, then the sound of them galloping away. We heard men who were shouting loudly go after them, clanking in their metal and squeaking in their leather.

Da didn’t let us go for a very long time after that. 

It was so quiet and warm in there that Jude and I nearly went to sleep. 

Then Da pushed us gently away and turned to remove the covering to that dugout. He sniffed the air and crawled carefully across the floor when he cleared the dugout opening. On reaching the open door the men had left, he turned to us in silence, signalling that we should be quiet and wait. Then he crouched to his feet and quietly moved down the twisting path past the front door. 

. . .

A long time later, he returned. He had us come out and start cleaning the dirt off everything. Da fixed the broken door to shut it. He closed the door and lit a couple of small fat-oil lamps. Using that making light, we all worked to clean the dirt off, as well as the mud the soldiers had tracked in.

Once the room was tidy, Da had us get our toys out of the dugout and put them away. He also had us get our combs to straighten our hair. Then he said something I would never forget. “This is what your mother told me to do. She said your hair would look better if you combed it more.” And then he smiled.

By then it was late, so he brought out some dried meat and ripe berries. Lighting a small fire with dry, smokeless wood, Da put those berries and meat into a tiny pot with some water. We soon had a nice stew. Warm and tired, we put our bed together from our blankets and were soon asleep. 

That night, we heard Ma in our sleep, singing us songs about the once-brave men with their shiny armor and long swords, who were running after their horses, all frightened by a woman’s ghost who was flapping her petticoat at them and chased them down a steep ravine through the deep water. And how they didn’t quit running until they reached the next village tavern. 

We smiled in our sleep and cuddled each other and Da.
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DA MADE A RARE TRIP to a nearby village after that. 

He told us when he came back that he was careful to make the trip “just so.” He arrived just after sundown, so no one could see what route he used to come or leave. Walking along the backs of the buildings, he left a bundle of furs, dried meats, and herbs by the back door of the tavern. Then Da went around to its front, his hat pulled low over his eyes.

Once inside, he slid along a bench into the shadows of the room. An empty mug had been left on the table, so it put it in front of him with a leather purse of stones to make it look like he had been buying drinks there. He sat with his head down as if the drinks had gotten to him. All so he could simply listen to the local gossip.

What our dreams had told us was true. The soldiers and their captain had burst in to the tavern, all out of breath and demanding the shopkeeper give them drink. Dust covered their uniforms and many had lost parts of them. Several were barefoot and bleeding onto the floor from cuts and blisters. All were white in their faces and quiet as death itself - until they had several drinks. The captain sat by himself and simply stared into the fire while he held his mug with both hands, only offering it up to get
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