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Dedication from Symbolic Bonds:  Book 1  Copyright © 2016 by Dawn M Hyde

“First and foremost...I would like to thank Miss Janie for coming to my aid in my time of grief.  Without you...ALL of this would not have been possible.  Thank you for the inspiration!  I love you!  I miss you!  You’re welcome to visit me anytime!

I would like to thank my family for the patience and support as I filled these pages.  I looked to you all for support and even inspiration.  All the beautifully different personalities, our similar sick sense of humor, missed memories, and even aspects of what may be real life that needed to be righted.  At least on these pages...the story is how it should be.  Sort of!

I want to include a special thank you for the faith and hope that had been restored in me by my fabulous cousin whom I’ll refer to as “Contessa”.  A strong, regal name for an amazing mentor; thank you and Miss Janie for guiding me back to a road that made me so happy.

Thank you all as I leap out of my comfort zone and open up to the world!”
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Dedication from Our Cousin Trip Shorts  Copyright © 2020 by Dawn Marifield

To the Superhuman in us all,

Goal Setting is about,

Meeting no matter the fight,

Exceed your own expectations,

Repeat because we are just that good!

The world can watch us stumble

But we will never quit!

*****************************************************************
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Thank you to Melanie Brown of Bonsai Proofreading for all the help that brought me to this celebration and the opportunity for a wonderful look back at publishing the voices residing in my head.  This is definitely much better than papers stacked in boxes in my closet!

Funny...this journey all began with the inspiration of family and a story of a ship.  Years pass and we create our own story on a ship...well, a yacht but it rocked either way.  Ok, the first time we got magic through intriguing circumstances, ALTHOUGH...this round we made magic, in intriguing places simply being together!

An incredible beginning to my journey and I look forward to many miles more.  To my family...I thank you for the inspiration, your support, the love, holding my hand through all of the twists and turns of life (literally and in spirit from miles away), and for being MY family.  I wouldn’t have the drive or so much material without you!

Copyright © 2021 by Dawn Marifield
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Chapter 1:  Uncle Michael
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“Well, dinner was wonderful!”  I lean in kissing my wife’s cheek before taking our plates to the kitchen sink.  I walk by and hip bump Marie’s chair on the way by.  She looks back at me, giggling.

Everyone replies with, ‘Hear, Hear!’  As they’re finishing their meals.  That was an amazing impromptu family gathering.  AND...I got to really freak a guy out earlier and can guarantee at least he won’t be back.

Marie grabs her and Brian’s plates and walks up behind me at the sink.  Setting her plates down she turns to take a thoughtful look around at the family.  “Hey, kids...Can some of you give me a hand with a project?”

All the next generation kids practically jump from their seats offering help.  Especially the younger ones.  Always so eager to participate and Marie’s really in tune with them all, whether she’s training them yet or not...so she has a tendency to make things fun and interesting for them.  My god she is so like my mother.  It makes so much more sense now...explains a lot I missed about my own kid.

Marie smiles, “Ok...I need to clean out a couple of those buckets.  Then I need to find some big rocks to put in the buckets.”  Ha!  Now the kids seem unsure about what she’s doing and debating whether this was going to be fun or not.

“I don’t need the buckets full, but I need several good-sized rocks.”  She raises her fist in front of her.  “Like this size or bigger than my fist.  A few from each of you would be perfect.”

My grandson is the first to ask, “So, we’re getting sent out...to find rocks?”  He creases his eyebrows and scoffs.  “Are we going to paint them after?”  He jokes, getting the kids going.  Giggling and passing around ideas about what they’d put on their rock.

Marie leans against the counter placing her hands back on the top.  She looks at Brian Michael and replies making a bemused face.  “No...I’m sending you all out to play and if you find some rocks, throw them in the bucket for me.  Oh...and bring the buckets back...please.”

Brian Michael smiles at his mother and shoots a look between Kate and Gizelle.  “Ok, kids...the adults want to talk so we gotta head out.”

Kate and Gizelle jump up offering to help at the same time, cheery and trying to get the kids excited.  I know they’re curious but...we needed a moment apparently.  So, they round up the kids and head out back to play before it gets dark.

“Well, that was easy!”  I remark.

Marie smiles at me, “We have a habit of raising smart kids around here.  They can take a hint.”  She giggles fake punching me in the ribs before joining Brian back at the table.  

Peggy and Patty’s kids were older, so they went out to supervise while the Uncles, Aunts, and our generation of cousins and spouses have a chat.  This should be interesting.  It better be.  I’m so full I could use a nap!
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“Well, what project you starting with the rocks, Marie?”  I raise a brow glancing towards my wife, and we set our coffees down.  She seemed as curious as I what Marie may be up to.

Marie looks up as if to say ‘oh’.  “I remember someone mentioning trying runes around the property.  I found one, so I figured I’d draw it on some rocks, and place them around the perimeter of the property.  I’ve found a lot of protection runes and we need to test them, right?”  She shrugs her shoulders as she pours sugar in her coffee oblivious to all the eyes on her.  

“Sounds like a pretty harmless trial.”  My wife looks over sharing a warm smile with our daughter.  “Painting rocks...with ancient, possibly magical symbols.  Why not?”  

Marie rolls her eyes playfully at her mother before turning to Brian and they start snickering.  Marie glances my way, clasping her hands atop the table to ask.  “So, is anyone gonna fill everybody else in on what just happened at our place?”

My brothers and I exchange looks and the others were busting up so hard laughing.  I was quite excited, so I took the lead with the explanation.  We selectively forgot to fill in all the spouses...specifically the Aunts, our wives, about the exact crimes we just perpetrated against that meek little errand boy sent here to snoop around.  

Well, we didn’t mention legal terminology but, we shared an engaging and humorous story.  

Soon my brothers and I were explaining very animatedly what we just did to that guy the girls caught while we were gone.  From finding him duct taped in Marie’s shed, to walking him to his car, and watching him drive off into the sunset.  The girls, of course, sugar coating their kickoff to this heated exchanged and subsequent kidnapping, as if they simply conked the fella on the head, quickly subduing him believing him a stranger.  So, it was all an awful misunderstanding. 

My wife and sisters-in-law were especially impressed with the girls’ quick actions.  The cousins who hadn’t made it over to inspect that chest, were laughing hysterically, and I think they knew there was much more to the event but wouldn’t ‘out’ us.  

Johnny even shed some tears from laughing so hard.  We were cracking jokes about Newton staining his pants and debating exactly how many times you can turn underwear inside out.  

Jimmy had taken his glasses off, wiping his eyes with the back of his hand.  “I hope he showers before he gets on the plane tonight.”  More laughter erupts through the group.

After we started quieting down from our story time, everyone, including the Aunts, started peppering Marie with questions about the chest and what the girls found today.  My brothers and I hadn’t heard that portion of the story yet and neither had the girls’ husbands.  Needless to say, everyone was curious.

Marie starts with explaining how she showed the girls how to open that secret door and then what they did when they got down in that bunker.  I was shocked when Bobbi told us about the crate top blowing off and Marie getting thrown across the room.  Marie waved it off like everything was just fine.  My wife beside herself with concern, reaches over grabbing Marie’s hand, holding it tight with both her tiny hands.  

The girls then took turns telling the rest of the story from their angles.  How they had ‘healed’ Marie, as they believe she’d healed Bella’s arm before.  They told us about the stuff that was in the satchel that Bella’s going to analyze, the Yale article, and the possible map these ladies stumbled upon.  It was all too overwhelming, and my brothers were hanging on the girls’ every word.

“This is just surreal to me.”  I finally voice when the girls pause their story.  “I mean, I believed the stories and I know everyone’s been checking facts and finding much information.  But to actually know that it’s real...we can see it and touch the contents.  I don’t know, boys...I think I want to go have a look see myself.”

“I think that would be great!”  Marie welcomes.  “In these numbers, we may have to take turns though.  It’s getting kinda packed down there and I can’t remember closing that hole in the floor down to the next level.  Oh....and we better get it all done before the conference, so we know what to do when you unpack.  A plan for organizing everything to be inventoried...create a family archive if you will.”  

A collective grunt comes from us brothers, like we had forgotten about what we still had to do after today’s events.  Jimmy looks at Marie, “Well, little lady, let us know when we can come over and take a peek.”

Marie replies, “My door’s open.  Dad and the girls know where the key is...so whenever you like.”  She smiles proudly.

I’m not quite sure why Marie is so casual about this now.  Frankly, I was freaked out when we got back and had to scare that guy off.  Then the kids telling us what happened to Marie in the bunker.  Thankfully, we get to sit here together now with no issues and just enjoy this time together.  

I guess it’s best everything is out in the open and we can only go forward from here.  We’ve also caught a flaw in our system to seek out.  How did none of us that left the property today NOT receive an alert?  What about the others who had remained at home?  

Well, I can only wait to bring that up with my brothers later, since no one else had questioned that yet.  Whether a purposefully caused glitch or not...that entire afternoon, Marie’s accident, and the visit from Mr. Newton, could have all turned out drastically different.  

Although today we got lucky...very lucky...and we had no idea until now how lucky we were!
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It was getting late.  I knew everyone was going to need to head home and get kids ready for school in the morning.  Plus, those of us who worked outside the home had full days planned.

Everyone begins packing up and cleaning behind us, as always.  We talked about getting stuff catalogued and then locking the chest back up, deciding that was the only real option until we return with the other items to store.  Marie welcomed everyone’s offer of help with open arms.  “Just text me and let me know.  I’ll be there.”  She said.   

It was great seeing her so happy like this, as if she’s beginning her journey to discover her true purpose. Although many of us already know where she fits in this ever-expanding brood. 

She was not only taking her leadership role even more seriously than before, and she’s making it a point to include everyone as requested by Mom’s letter.  No more of this one person has all the control garbage.  Marie was taking this ‘no more secrets’ deal and running with it.  

Her contagious enthusiasm shows too...the entire family is happy being allowed to be involved.  The curious kitties are being fed.  Mystery, intrigue, separating story from fact, and one day real answers for our family.  All because of my little Marie and that long lost letter from her mentor/grandmother.  

I’m actually not as nervous of this process as I was inside before.  We brothers discussed it, but that conversation never went farther than us.  Protective fathers, grandfathers, and above all...sons...just trying to hold it all together as the one woman who was once the only glue we had.  I hope we’re doing this right, Mom.  We love you! 
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Chapter 2:  Marie
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Brian Michael was telling Brian and me about the adventure the kids had rock hunting as we walked that path home.  We had left Miss Janie’s carrying a few buckets of rocks.  I was surprised to see how many the kids brought back.  I was expecting them to play and maybe set aside a bucket full or so.  I guess they were able to turn it into a game and made their own version of a treasure hunt.

My son and some of the older kids invented the game to entertain the little ones and get them focused on a task.  Although, I was surprised to hear that it was little Miss Ava’s idea.  She had found a specific rock that she said contained quartz and feldspar which kicked the entire thing off.  I had no clue she knew so much about geology, but the most stunning news was she knew that these minerals had magical uses.

Brian Michael explained her theory as she had told it to everyone.  My goodness it was so precious to hear how they’d all worked together so well, and the little leaders were emerging already for their generation.

“These rocks contain things that can help provide energy for whatever Marie will write on these.  Now remember these are going to protect our homes.”  Ava reminded them.  “So, make sure that you only bring back rocks that look like this one in my hand.”  She let each of the kids hold the rock she found and examine it, so they knew exactly what to look for.  

Following her instructions, the children split off in different directions in small groups to scour the forest floor for the ‘perfect’ rocks.  My son continues to tell us how the little ones were so excited and would go running straight back to put their find into the buckets lined up on the patio.  Kate was on standby to do ‘quality control’, as Ava requested, then they added their rocks to the buckets once Kate approved.

Oh, it was so sweet how the older kids took charge so easily and Miss Ava was a shining little star in this.  I was impressed the others followed suit so easily.  And she did all that without the alter ego like I had to, so the others would take me seriously.

I reminisce looking around the scenery as we continue on the path to our house.  “I remember Miss Janie organizing treasure hunts for us like that when we were kids.”  Letting out a giggle, I continued.  “I’m glad that you kids had fun.  I like that you get to experience and play like we did.  However, you’re a far more organized and goal-oriented bunch.”  I smile as my son looks back at me to smirk seeing me so happy.

“I like it too, mom.”  He says turning back to watch his steps forward.  “You all did stuff for us like this, and you know...it’s pretty neat getting to see the younger kids so excited when we play together as we did with all of you.  We learn stuff too.  Like grandpa and the Uncles said when we played football.  It was fun but we were learning to function as one.  It’s funny...I didn’t know we could feel closer than we already are.”

Brian looks over his shoulder at me smiling proudly as our son spoke.  I return a wink and a smile.  I am more and more impressed each day as our son is growing up.  I am so thankful that we’ve had the family around to help us raise him into the man he’s becoming.  I don’t think I could have done as well on my own.  I guess the saying is true... ‘it takes a village to raise a child’...and this village raises some darn good kids!

We get to our house and enter through the garage so we could set the buckets down.  I figured I’d be using them tomorrow and making that rune before placing them around the property.  I have so many rocks here that will not only cover the perimeter of the property but there’s enough for each house to have one to keep inside for extra protection.

Honestly, I’m still a bit leery about using these runes because we are also still learning what they do and mean.  So, I’ve been starting with small, simple ones that don’t appear to have any dangerous side effects.  

This particular rune I found for this project is another general protection type as I found in that journal.  I’m not sure the range it covers, but it is noted as protection for property and ‘perfect for houses or apartments’.  So, I may just need this many rocks to cover the acreage we have to protect and the number of houses on it.  

I’m not so much worried about protecting the entire property.  There are parts of the property still used to grow and sell hay that no one seems to bother.  The Aunts made a community garden in one part to grow large amounts of certain things for canning and storing.  Then there are other areas we just don’t travel out to at all.  

We never had reason to worry about trespassers or even nosey people just poking around.  This is new to us all besides what we’re discovering of ourselves too.  So, I will be concentrating most of these rune stones around the acreage that we live and train; protecting our homes, the gym, and the path our children walk out the gate to go to school each day.  That, for now, seems the optimum solution until we need to worry about more.  I hope that’s not the case and the worst is over.

Brian Michael heads into the house, after setting down the rock buckets he carried near the garage door to the house.  “I’m going up to shower and go to bed.  I have a math assignment I need to finish too.”  He stretches walking in through the door, yawning and already tuckered out from running around all day.

I call to him, “We’re right behind ya!  Goodnight, son, we’ll see you in the morning.”

He gives a wave as Brian and I are lining our buckets next to the ones he set down on his way in.  As I’m leaning over to set my bucket down, I feel a twinge or pinch in my back and ribs.  I groan straightening myself and stretching a little.

“You ok?”  Brian looks at me through furrowed brow.

I laugh, “Yeah...I guess I’m still a bit sore from earlier.  I can’t believe we’d forgotten all about it.”

“Did you want to go have doc check you out?  I’ll take you into the ER.”  He offers.

“No...I’m pretty sure whatever the girls did worked, or maybe the fall wasn’t as bad as it looked, so I won’t complain.  I remember Bella had to recover from her fall that time, even after I had supposedly fixed her.  Which...I still don’t know how I did!”  I let out an exasperated sigh looking at Brian.

“It’ll come to ya!”  He smiles reaching for my hand to walk me into the house.  We walk into the kitchen together, Brian closing the garage doors behind us.  “You ready to head up for bed yet?”  Brian asks as he locks the door.

“Actually I am.  I think I need some water first.”  I walk over to grab a glass from the cupboard and reach filling it from the dispenser in the fridge door.  “Maybe I’m dehydrated...that could make me feel sore.”  I take a sip raising my eyebrows looking back at Brian.

He nods, “That could be.  But if you still feel like this tomorrow, we’ll get you into our doctor and just have him check you out.  Better be safe than sorry.”  

I set my empty glass on the counter taking a few gasps of air.  I hadn’t realized I gulped down all that water so fast without stopping to take a breath.  

Brian looks at me, “You alright?”

“Yeah...just very thirsty all of the sudden.”  I refill my glass and guzzle down more in a blink.  Setting my glass in the sink, I turn smiling at Brian.  “I think that’ll help.  If I drink anymore, I’m going to be up all night running to the bathroom.”

Brian chuckles and follows me through the house turning off lights and double-checking doors.  He set the house alarm and we headed upstairs. 

Walking with Brian right behind me, I peek through the crack Brian Michael had left his door open.  He’s in his pajamas sprawled across his bed.  He’s writing in his notebook and has his hand holding the page of his math book open.  I smile not wanting to disturb him and cross the hallway to our bedroom.

Brian had gone in ahead of me.  “He still up?”  He asks pointing in the direction of our son’s room.

“Yeah...looks like he’s finishing his homework.  He’s already dressed for bed.”  I answer quietly.

Brian grabs some clothes and heads for the bathroom to get ready for bed.  I close our bedroom door and get changed into my yoga pants and a tank top.  Oh boy, am I feeling beat now!  Must have been all that sitting and visiting that let me get stiffened up once my adrenaline calmed completely after the incidents of our day.

Brian steps out after changing his clothes, his toothbrush hanging from his mouth, tossing his clothes into the hamper.  I run into the bathroom, brushing my teeth, and Brian walks in setting his toothbrush in the holder once he’d rinsed.  I quickly finish up and step from the bathroom releasing my hair from the ponytail I’d worn all day.  Taking a seat on my side of the bed, I set my cell phone down, placing my hair tie next to it on my nightstand.  I slide in under the covers as Brian did the same before he reaches up turning off the lamp and settles into bed.  

Of course, that’s when my mind began to run so, I lie there thinking and Brian lies beside me quietly.  I’m exhausted, but I still feel a bit energized...so I know it’ll be a while before I fall asleep.

After a few minutes passed, I assumed Brian was already falling asleep.  He rolls over facing my back.  I feel him begin tickle scratching my shoulder with his fingertips and whispers my name, so I glance over my shoulder at him.

He’s staring directly into my eyes as he asks, “How did that feel?”

“How did what feel?”  I ask puzzled.

“When they healed you?  You never fully explained that part.”  His voice curious but he kept it above a whisper.

“Well...I hit the floor...it hurt like nothing I’ve ever felt before.”  I reply.

“No...” he chuckles.  “I get that part.  But what did they do to heal you?  Just putting their hands on you and concentrating?  I mean, that’s all you girls told us.  I can’t wrap my head around it.”

“Ohhhh!”  I get what he’s asking and roll over on my back to answer.  “Well...it was really weird.  It felt like I was being wrapped up in something warm from head to toe.  I remember screaming a few times because it felt like my ribs and my chest were burning.  I guess I passed out like Bella had at the gym, because next thing I know they were talking to me and then helping me up.”

“That is weird.”  He replies softly rubbing the side of my arm.  “You know ...today scared the hell out of me, Marie.”

“I know.  I think it scared everyone.”  I try to softly smile not sure if that will console him.

“No...I mean...it was weird enough with having to handle that guy, but you can’t keep brushing off these accidents.  I need to know when you’re hurt, or something happens.  I know you all have your gifts...and you seem fine, but I want to learn more about these powers so I can understand. I’m not the only one either.”  He points out.

“I can see that.  You need to understand that because we grow up like this and it’s our ‘normal’, that makes it so much harder to explain to someone that didn’t have that.  That’s why I want to study these runes more.  I truly believe we can find something there that we can use and show you how it feels to have these talents.  It would be much easier to show you then try to find the right words to explain it.”

“I get that!”  He replies and I spot a smile creeping up his lips.  “Plus, that would be cool!”  He chuckles.  I laugh at his sudden enthusiasm and the twinkly look in his eyes as he’s imagining all the possibilities.

“Find me one that I can use like...a cattle prod.”  He jests.

“I don’t know if it works like that...but I’ll see what I can do.”  I giggle.  “Why just an object like a cattle prod though?”

“Are you kidding...?”  He wraps his hand around my arm giving a small, excited shake.  “I’d be a walking Taser!  That would be so cool.”  He laughs maniacally.

“Great, so you and Jarrett would be running around zapping each other all day.  That’s a great use of the gift!”  I give him a sideways glance and snort.

“Aww...come on...we can’t leave Paul out!  Especially with how impatient he can be with other people.”  Brian laughs harder and adds.  “He’d taze the whole town!”  

I start laughing picturing them using a gift like that.  I narrate my thoughts aloud to him as we’re laughing together.  “The guy at the bank held up the line so ZAP!  Oh, sorry lady that waited to fill her check out in the store instead of using her debit card...ZAP!  The guy sat too long after the light turned green, so I get out my car and ZAP him through his open car window.”

Tears are streaming down my cheeks from laughing and my ribs are killing me now, so I start trying to calm down a bit.  Brian’s chuckling slows down, and he tosses his arm over me, tugging me close to him landing a kiss next to my ear.  He whispers, “I love you!”

I giggle snuggling in closer, “I love you more.”  Ok...maybe that good laugh got what excess energy I needed out.  It’s nice getting a moment like this because we never know what tomorrow may bring to us now.  
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The boys let me oversleep again, so I was awakened by my cell phone vibrating across my nightstand.  Leaning up on my elbows, blinking my eyes trying to read the screen through my sleep dazed eyes.  Bella’s face was smiling back at me, so I tapped the screen to answer.  

“Hello.”  I croak, and then start trying to clear my throat.

“Hey you!”  Bella answers.  “What are you up to today?”

“I was going to play with rocks today.  Wanna come help?”  I ask her.

“I’d love to.”  She replies sounding bubbly.  “I’ve still got to get ready.  I can probably be by in an hour or so...will that work?”  She asks.

“Absolutely!”  I answer.  “I need a shower and....”  I turn to sit up and a groan escapes my lips...the sudden sharp pain causing my breath to hitch.

“You ok, Marie!”  She’s asks sounding startled.  “I think we need to take you to the doctor.  We should have taken you yesterday.”

I’m sitting up, legs hanging off the edge of my bed, trying to laugh it off.  “I’m fine.  I’m just sore.  You were sore after getting hurt at the gym, remember?”

“Yeah, but I didn’t sound like that when I got up the next day.”

I giggle, “I’m just getting too old for this.  Can’t take a hit anymore.”  

Bella snickers with me.  “Well, get ready and I’ll be by soon.  You had breakfast yet?”  She asks.

“Not yet.  My lazy butt’s still in bed.”  I sigh feeling terrible I missed my boys this morning.

“I’ll bring you a plate.  Jarrett made extra this morning before work.  I’ll meet ya shortly, –k?”  Her tone perks up even more.

“-K!”  I reply and then hit end on my phone, setting it down before trying to stand.  I stood, trying to stretch a little before heading in the direction of the bathroom.  Man...I feel like I was hit by a bus.  What the heck?  

I shuffle in my slippers closing the bathroom door behind me and catch my reflection in the mirror.  I have bruises on my face and arms.  What the...?  Stepping closer to the counter, I examine my reflection. and lift my shirt showing more bruises along my ribs and my back.  I don’t remember Bella this banged up looking and she nearly broke her entire face.

Removing my clothes, I jump in the shower finding more bruises on my legs and one hip.  How hard did I hit the ground...Dang!

My shower went quickly, and I got out wrapping myself in my robe before returning to my room to dress.  I grab undergarments from my dresser and sweats with an extra-large t-shirt from Brian’s.  

Feeling comfy, I jog downstairs to start my coffee pot and grab a couple mugs from my cabinet while the coffee is perking.  I hear a knock at my door, so I run to grab the door figuring its Bella.  I open the door expecting Bella to be there smiling and a few minutes early.  But nope!  Instead, my mother and Bella are at my door.  I give them both a surprised look and then greet my mom with a kiss on the cheek.

“What’re you doing today, mom?  Good to see you.”  I look at her smiling.

“Bella called me and said you were still hurt.  I had to come look for myself.”  She’s eyeing the bruises on my face and arms that aren’t covered by my oversized outfit.

I look at Bella and scoff, “You tattled to my mom!  Seriously...I’m fine.  Brian wouldn’t have left today if I wasn’t.  He mentioned the doctor thing last night.”  I hold up my arms and shift my hip to the side trying to not grimace in pain.  “But as you can see, I’m fine.  I’ve got stuff to do anyway...so give me a hand.”

Bella and my mother exchange looks as I turn and motion for them to come inside and follow me to the garage.  We pass through the kitchen and open the garage door stepping down to grab a bucket of rocks.

Bella steps down to grab a bucket as my mom peers around the door frame.  “You’re really that worried about playing with rocks, Marie?”  My mother questions me.

“I got the drawing on the table.  You two can help me...I’ll talk you through it.  Then I’ll do whatever you want...ok.”  I let out an exasperated breath looking at my mother.

Biting the inside of her cheek glaring at me, she reaches for me to hand her a bucket.  “Fine!”  She grits her teeth taking the bucket from me and walks back through the kitchen.  “Where do you want these?”  The tone in her voice sounding anything but pleased.

“By the dining table mom.  I got the drawing right there.”  I set a bucket down through the doorway and look at her.  “I’ll talk you two through the process and we’ll have these done in no time.”  I smile at her but notice she’s still chewing the inside of her cheek trying to hold her tongue.

Bella and I brought in the remaining buckets, taking seats at the table.  “Oh!”  I call out jumping up from my chair to grab some markers and our coffees.  Bella had set the plate of breakfast in the microwave for me, and I pull it out after it dings walking back to the table to start our project.  

This is going to be fun...and my mommy’s going to help!  I take my first wonderful bite of this heavenly bacon Bella brought...oh...I’m feeling better already.  I’ll have to brag this up to Brian and see what he leaves for me the next time he lets me oversleep.
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Bella pulls a rock out of the bucket, flipping it between her hands examining it in the light beam from my kitchen sliding door.  “So, Ava picked this rock huh?”  She asks.

“That’s what Brian Michael told me.  She said something about the quartz and feldspar in it having the energy I need to help with whatever I wrote on this to make it work.”  I reach for a rock, cautious as I lean back in my seat carefully to examine it.

“She’s right...” Bella starts.  “Quartz is famous because of how it can store and conduct energy.  It’s used in electronics...tons of stuff actually.  So’s sapphire but quartz is far more abundant and less expensive.  It’s said paranormal activity is increased when there’s quartz nearby.  It’s everywhere in these parts; I know that much.”

“Really?”  My mother and I chime in unison causing us to giggle.  

Bella glances up from her rock to tell us, “Oh yeah.  That’s probably why they found so many.  This land is covered in it!”  She continues examining the rock she’s holding.

I chuckle out, “That would explain all my power surges and why my power sometimes goes out of my control.”  I’m rolling the rock in my hand, mimicking Bella.

Her sudden gasp drew my eyes to hers.  “I never thought of that!”  She speaks like she finally put the puzzle pieces together.  “That would explain A LOT actually!  Depending on concentrations in different areas of the property...like cell phone signal...our energy would be stronger in one spot than another.”

I snort.  “Miss Janie’s must be on a giant plate of it if that crate had enough to ‘magically’ follow commands.

My mom and I exchange glances and my mom shrugs her shoulders as we turn back to Bella and suggests.  “Well, let’s test that theory then.”  She takes a few rocks, fanning them out on the table in front of her.  She grabs a marker removing the cap raising her eyes to me smiling.  “So how does this work?”  

Bella quickly mirrors my mother’s actions.  With her marker ready, “Tell us what to do.  We’re all set!”  She licks her lips and smiles broadly, enthusiastic to get the ball rolling on this test project.

I grab the drawing I had copied from great-grandfather’s journal and hold it up showing them the drawing.  “I got this from that one journal and did research to fact check before we did anything.  So far what I know is, these symbols get drawn on the rock, lined up in a kind of cross.  We need to concentrate while we’re drawing on each one that they are supposed to provide protections.  Here, I’ll start one and you can watch me.  In your head say ‘Only light, love, happiness, and peace shall enter or remain.  Negative energy or those intending harm will not enter.’  Be real stern on that last part...commanding if you will...that’s the boundary strength.”

Both mom and Bella nod understandingly as they watch me intrigued.  I take the rock in my hand and glancing back to the paper I begin to draw.  Proud of my completed work, I place the rock on the table to show Bella and my mother.  
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Mom didn’t say much but Bella oddly waved her hand over the rock and giggles as she averts her gaze to mine.  “I actually feel it...like the energy is trying to bubble out.”

“It’s that simple?”  My mom asks stumped.  “I was picturing having to light candles and chanting...dark robes...you know.”  She sort of sounded let down...like this was too simple.  Evidently, she had some preconceived ideas, but we are not a coven of witches or anything else close so, yeah...it’s just that simple.

I did laugh at the image in my head now from her words.  Envisioning us girls in monk’s robes with hoods chanting around a fire like some movie and shake my head.  “Sorry to disappoint, mom.  No dancing naked under the full moon tonight.  I mean unless that’s your thing.”

Mom playfully swats at me as Bella half spits her coffee on the table, quickly setting her cup on the table to run and grab a towel from the counter.  She’s brushing off her shirt coughing as she walks back to take her seat.  “You know we have to quit watching so much TV around here.”

I had to laugh pointing a finger at Bella because my mind went the same direction.  My mom looks at her surprised and worried because Bella did choke.  “Why’s that?”  Mom asked furrowing her brow.

Bella answers, “Truthfully, I wasn’t sure what to expect either.  But I’ve seen stuff like that on TV and movies before.  That stuff’s like real witchcraft...well at least how it’s supposedly practiced today according to modern fiction and entertainment character portrayals.”

I look between them thoughtfully before I speak.  “According to the research I’ve found, they considered this like a shaman-type power.  Of course, in the stories it was all sorcery or witchcraft and they found ways to make all of it appear as dark arts.  Especially, once the church expanded in Europe and began gaining control of more things like conveying and condemning information left from these long-held beliefs.  We’re more working with shamanism like the stories of the Viking gods...as Odin and his wife Freya.”

My mom releases a soft surprised gasp.  “This goes back that far?  Sorry...I was listening to all the information you ladies presented...but it’s still so hard to believe it’s real.”

I look at her, “Oh yeah!  To banish this ‘art’, the churches and villages had witch trials and everything like we had in Salem centuries ago.  But these runes are centuries older.  The practitioners, at that time, treated it all as a gift from the gods they worshipped.  Odin provided them with the runes, their language, and later with the understanding of this written communication.”

I stop to sip my coffee before finishing.  “It was said the god Odin was a sorcerer, later he married and took on the shaman practice like his wife.  At the time, males participating in this practice were ‘unmanly’, so he was ostracized and dethroned as the ‘King of King’s.”

I pause taking another sip of coffee trying to mentally gather my next statement.  “The way I read it...the stories remind me more of Native American shamans.  These practitioners were not sacrificing animals or people...they simply have a greater understanding of all things natural and how the universe all works.  Like a medicine man in a tribe.  Healer and advisor.”

Bella looks at me over the rock she’s drawing on.  “Is this what Uncle David meant by ‘natural’...as in ‘natural witch’?  You are simply more in tune with the universe as a shaman would be or a medium.”  

I giggle remembering when he used that in reference to both me and Miss Janie.  “I guess.”  I raise my coffee to my lips taking a sip not sure what else to add.

“Huh!”  Bella huffs.  “Well, I better get back to focusing otherwise this one’s going to be all messed up.”  

I watch as she carefully transfers that drawing onto her rock.  “Those look great, Bella.  I agree we better get this going or we’ll be here all day.”  I look at my smiling mother.  “You have any questions?”

Mom shrugs her shoulders up excitedly.  “I’m just gonna have fun trying.  This isn’t as much as I made it in my head, and I feel like I learned something.  Let’s get to it then, ladies.”

I let out a giggle.  “That’s the spirit, mom!”  I reach to run my hand over her forearm and smile.  She meets my gaze with a proud grin on her face.  

Wow...this is a moment I have been dying to share with my mom after all these years of feeling like the freak that scared her every chance I got.  I really hope we can get these runes figured out enough to start experimenting with more.  There’s so much to go through and some have really bad effects if they aren’t done just right.  It is a bit scary to say the least.

I would love to be able to share the feeling of magic with my mother.  I know we were close when I was growing up.  But I always had that nagging belief that I scared the crap out of her with everything I could do.  It’s like I was trying to explain to Brian last night.  It would be so much easier to show them all instead of trying to explain with words.  Being able to get the others to feel what we can that there are no words for.

How do you explain something that just exists inside you, when you don’t fully understand it yourself?  It’s like trying to explain why your arm feels like an arm.  At least that fits for me.

How do you explain something you have that’s so different than everyone else you know?  Something you can’t ever divulge and have to keep hidden from the world at all costs...like a third nipple.  Ok...maybe I could have found another comparison but...I’d hide a third nipple.  Anyway...I’m not concentrating!

How do we merge our unexplainable existence, which is literally extra-ordinary, with the true normal of life?  It’s the reverse of turning the truth into tall tales, and how do you take those tales making them real again?  

How do we turn those into reality for someone else to experience?  Well, if my mother is sold on this and helping...that is a hope-filled start!  Training the rest of the family once we hammer this out...and mom remaining to be a tester as we are.  We’re well on our way to something in that case!
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Chapter 3:  Bella
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Aunty and I helped Marie draw the symbols on the rocks and then separated them back into the buckets.  We filled one bucket with the smaller rocks and decided those will each go to one household.  Then we had a few buckets of larger rocks that were set aside to be buried around the perimeter of the property.

We went out to the garage and Marie performed the same ritual she did when she drew those runes on Paul when he got sick.  Slowly she circled the buckets several times, muttering to herself.  She stopped, bowing her head mumbling something, and then turned smiling at us.  “Fini!”

Aunty folds her arms over her chest asking Marie, “So that’s it?  There’s the ritual?”

Marie smiles, “I did that just in case.  It was in the journal; I figured it might help.  If Bella and Ava are right, then the quartz in the rocks already absorbed the thoughts we were putting out when we held and drew on them.”

I add, “And the quartz emits a type of vibration that will amplify that energy outward.  That Ava’s a pretty smart kid.  If she’s this developed and skilled already, I can only imagine what Emma can do.”

Aunty looks at us both, “What’s Emma’s talent?  She’s an awful shy girl you know.  She may be too afraid to use her talent.”

“Actually, mom...”  Marie starts.  “I tested her a little and Uncle David believes she may
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