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The Gift of Miracles

A Novel


5th in the series, The Nine Spiritual Gifts 
‘The Gift of Miracles’

Constance Santego
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Vol 5

Dedicated

to Jesus, Dr. Mikao Usui, and Sri Sathya Sai Baba!

Miracles of a Soul

THE NINE SPIRITUAL Gifts

In the New Testament, my favorite story is 

“The Gifts.” 
Corinthians 1, Chapter 12, Verse 4-11 
(Maybe a little differently worded
depending on which Bible you have).

The variety and the unity of gifts 

There are many different gifts, but it is always the same Spirit; there are many different ways of serving, but it is always the same Lord. There are many different forms of activity, but in everybody, it is the same God who is at work in them all. The particular manifestation of the Spirit granted to each one is to be used for the general good. 

To one is given from the Spirit the gift of utterance expressing wisdom; to another the gift of utterance expressing knowledge; in accordance with the same spirit, to another, faith, from the same Spirit; and to another, the gifts of healing, through the same Spirit; to another, the working of miracles; to another prophecy; to another, the power of distinguishing spirits; to one, the gift of different tongues; and to another, the interpretation of tongues. But at work in all these is one and the same Spirit, distributing them at will to each individual.

The New Jerusalem Bible

Awaken to the spirit world, for there lie your 
gifts granted by Spirit.

~ Constance Santego

Fact:

All biblical references, science, legends, and myths are real (slightly changed to fit the character). This novel was written as a story inspired by Spirit to give you, the reader, a new perspective, a new way to learn, and a new opportunity to empower your life. 

All characters are fictional, but the locations are based on reality. 
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Prologue
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I have been studying Reiki since 1999, became a Reiki Master in 2000, and achieved Grand Reiki Master status in 2010.

My Lineage

I was initiated into Reiki Levels 1 & 2 in September 1999 by an American lady named Nefertiti.

In 2010, as Constance Santego (formerly Connie Brummet), I was attuned to Grand Reiki Mastery by Spirit. In 2000, I attained Reiki Mastery through Margaret Ripple, a Canadian practitioner who herself was attuned in 1998 by Wendy Koenig. Wendy, in turn, received her attunement in 1997 from Laurie Allen Grant.

In 1989, Laurie Grant was attuned by James P. Davis, whom Dr. Arthur L. Robertson had attuned in the 1970s. Dr. Robertson's initiation into the Reiki system occurred under the guidance of Master teacher Virginia W. Samdahl, who holds the distinction of being the first Occidental Reiki Master initiated by Hawayo Hiromi Takata.

In 1938, Mrs. Takata received her master’s attunement from Dr. Chujiro Hayashi. Dr. Hayashi is believed to be the last individual to receive Reiki Mastership directly from Dr. Usui in 1925. Dr. Usui, in turn, received his attunement from Spirit on Mount Kurama in the early 1920s as a result of his quest to discover the healing method within ancient Sanskrit texts.

Interestingly, Iris Ishikuro, one of Mrs. Takata’s Reiki Master students, and her cousin also received training in the Johrei Fellowship, a practice involving healing with energy projected from the hands. Iris gained additional insights into Reiki from her sister, who worked in a Tibetan temple in Hawaii, and she explored another type of Reiki that later became known as Raku Kei. Iris is renowned for her contributions, including changing Mrs. Takata's fee structure, and she actively shared her knowledge with Dr. Robertson.
From my book,

Secrets of a Healer – The Gift of Reiki

Constance’s Reiki Interpretation

I love to use this simplified story to explain to my students what Reiki energy is and how it works.

Imagine a lamp in your home; it can be any size or color. Most lamps have an electrical cord, a lamp fixture, and a light bulb to use the lamp properly.

Imagine you are the lamp fixture, the client or person you will work on is the light bulb, and God, Spirit, or your Reiki Master is the Ki (Chi) energy that flows through the electrical cord to light the bulb.

You are the facilitator—the lamp—yes, an essential item needed to light the bulb, but without plugging in the lamp to an electrical socket in the wall to receive the energy required, no matter how nice or expensive the lamp is, the light bulb will never work without an energy source.

Also, it is useless and a waste of energy to plug the electrical cord in without the bulb in the lamp. Ensure you always have a reason and the client’s permission during a Reiki session. When your Reiki Master in Spirit comes to help you, do not waste their time.

I remember doing a science project where we had a potato and a small flashlight bulb. I was amazed that a potato had enough energy to light the bulb for a few seconds. Just like the potato, I do not have enough energy to heal my client. And if I tried, I would burn out quickly. Only the Universal Life Force Energy, Source, God, Creator, or whatever other name you call it, has all the healing energy needed at the correct frequency to heal.

If you ever feel drained after a session, you gave your energy away instead of using the Cosmic energy granted through the Source. My point is you are the facilitator, not the energy source itself.

As a healer, almost every miracle I witnessed was during a Reiki session, from hearing coming back to cancer disintegrating. But it is not me. Instead, it is the healing energy flowing through me from the Spirit.

Constance Santego

~
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Archangel Hamied, the Saint of Miracles, carries the essence of Christ's Light and is such a dazzling white that you can only see his incredible eyes shining through. As Archangel Hamied watches over you, he waits for opportunities to create miracles in your life.

He has a mission, and it is to spark the memory of your divinity, spirituality, and holiness through his examples.

Through being a witness to a miracle, one becomes enlightened. Miracles can be as simple as getting a promotion at work, a mother lifting a car off her child, or a deathly ailment being cured.

Archangel Hamied’s Christ’s Light was there when Jesus, Dr. Usui, and Sathya Sai Baba performed miracles. So, the only thing you need to do to witness a miracle is BELIEVE.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1
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In the luxurious confines of first class, Lexi found herself accompanied by Aias, Kesia, and Luna. She had graciously accepted the role of chaperoning this trio. Despite Aias being twenty-one and technically an adult by societal standards, Lexi couldn't help but view him as Isabella's toddler half-elf. The conversion of elven years to human ones still confounded her. The haunting realization struck her that while she would age and grow frail, Aias would remain eternally youthful, his age forever frozen in time.

Seated between Aias and Luna, Kesia, her wise eyes often seen peering behind tarot cards, met Lexi's gaze. With a thoughtful but playful nod, she said, "Hey, Lexi, seriously, thanks for joining us. My mom would have firmly said 'no' to this trip without you. It's going to be amazing!"

"Ditto," Luna agreed. "This promises to be an unforgettable summer vacation before we embark on college this fall."

Nodding in agreement, Aias chimed in, "Ditto to your ditto. I'm really glad my mom allowed me to explore my personal quest for the hidden secrets of my healing ability before starting University in September."

The reason they were all on this trip was that Aias had pursued a lead discovered by Kesia regarding a hands-on healing technique. He had determined that the best way to unravel the mysteries of his healing powers was to travel to Japan and delve into the teachings of a technique called Reiki, which meant "universal life force energy."

Aias playfully bumped Lexi's shoulder and said, "Thanks again, Lex. Although I could have gone alone, and my mom couldn't have legally stopped me, I'm genuinely pleased you're coming with us. This adventure should reignite your excitement for your spiritual journey."

"Thank you, guys. I'm genuinely excited to be traveling with you. I've always wanted to explore Asia," Lexi replied, closing her eyes briefly as she heard Kesia teasing Aias.

Giggling, Kesia teased, "If your mom weren't so famous, I don't know if I'd be friends with you. You're kind of ugly, you know."

"Ugly? Are you kidding me?" Aias retorted with a hint of pride, slightly puffing out his chest.

Luna rolled her eyes, amused by their banter.

Kesia leaned back, her face adorned with a radiant smile. Holy Hanna, he's absolutely stunning! His flowing jet-black hair, captivating green eyes, skin that shimmered like the moon, and those adorable pointed ears.

"Wait, I don't recall any of you mentioning that your mother is famous," Luna commented. "Who is your mom?"

Kesia turned to Luna and replied, "Isabella Jackson."

Luna blurted out, "The movie star?"

Kesia nodded.

"How did I not know that I'm friends with the son of a famous movie star? Well, I'll be," Luna exclaimed.

"Hey, you two. Just because my mom is famous doesn't mean I am," Aias interjected. "In fact, most people don't even know she has a son."

Curious, Luna inquired, "What do they think?"

"My mom had to come up with a logical explanation for her two-year-old baby suddenly being twenty-one, so she told the world that I died."

"Harsh!" Luna exclaimed.

"It makes sense to me," Kesia reasoned. "Could you imagine what scientists would do if they knew you existed?"

"I know, right? That's what my mom was worried about."

Kesia slipped her arm through Aias's. "Besides, it would look pretty weird if I were in love with a two-year-old."

Aias gazed into Kesia's eyes, searching for the truth. "You're in love with me?"

As she rested her head on his shoulder, Kesia chuckled softly, "Of course, silly." 

Luna rolled her eyes, inserted her earbuds, and remarked, "Ugh. Get a room, you two."

Aias whispered to Kesia, "Kesia, you don't think of me as a baby, do you?"

"No, why would I?"

"Well, I am only two human years old."

"Exactly. Human years."

"You don't care that I'm a half-elf?" Aias asked as he leaned his head against hers.

"No. I kinda think it's sexy."

"You do?"

"Yep."

Aias turned his head and planted a gentle kiss on the top of Kesia's head. "You're amazing."

Kesia snuggled in closer, her voice soft and teasing, "So are you."
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After arriving in Tokyo, the four spent a few days sightseeing before delving into the mystery of Aias's healing ability.

They started their first day with a fun visit to DisneySea, one of the best Disney theme parks in the world. 

A shiver ran down Kesia’s spine when she saw their first ride, the Tower of Terror. Its intimidating façade was a throwback to a bygone era of elegance and splendor in 1912 New York. But now, it loomed over her like an ancient relic, tinged with a sense of foreboding. Each gothic spire seemed to reach for the skies, and the empty windows appeared as if they concealed untold secrets of those who had once resided within.

The group entered, and a rush of cool, stale air greeted Kesia. The dimly lit lobby was like stepping into another world, with every detail seemingly trapped in time. She felt the weight of the dusty chandeliers' ornate crystals and the piercing gaze of the vintage portraits on the walls. The mournful sound of a gramophone echoed a ghostly melody that tugged at her heartstrings. It felt as if the past had gripped the very fabric of the place, refusing to let go.

The elevator doors closed with a finality that made Kesia's stomach churn. The metallic taste of fear lingered on her tongue. In an instinctive search for comfort, she sought Aias's hand, their fingers intertwining. His familiar warmth offered a fleeting sense of safety, starkly contrasting the unease that knotted her insides.

Silence enveloped them, broken only by the elevator's soft humming. As they ascended, Kesia's thoughts raced, the anticipation threatening to overwhelm her. And then, with no preamble, the world turned upside down. The elevator halted, casting them into a heart-stopping stillness.

The drop was unexpected, a gut-wrenching freefall. Kesia's heart raced, mirroring the rapid descent. Holding onto Aias's hand became her lifeline, the anchor amidst the whirlwind of sensations. As Luna and Lexi's terrified screams blended with her own, the rush of wind and speed became an all-consuming force.

And then, as abruptly as it started, it was over. As the elevator steadied, Kesia tried to catch her breath, her chest heaving. Luna and Lexi looked equally shaken, their expressions reflecting their shared ordeal. They had faced the terror together, and in that shared experience, a bond had solidified.

Stepping back into the sunlight felt surreal. The everyday sights and sounds of the theme park were a stark contrast to the tumultuous emotions they had just weathered. Her hand still interlocked with Aias’s. They made their way out, the indelible mark of their shared experience forever etched in Kesia's memory. That day, reality and fantasy intertwined, culminating in an adventure that forever held a special place in her heart. 

“How were you not scared?” Kesia asked Aias.

Squeezing her hand, he said lovingly, “One of us had to be brave.”

After the adrenaline-pumping experience at the Tower of Terror, Kesia and her friends found themselves standing before the entrance to another enticing attraction - The Journey to the Centre of the Earth. The ambiance shifted dramatically; where the Tower had been eerie and foreboding, this entrance was a symphony of mystery and wonder. The dark cave-like tunnel beckoned, its very essence hinting at hidden realms and long-lost secrets deep within the Earth's core.

Kesia's heart thrummed with anticipation, the lingering thrill of their previous ride melding with the intrigue of this new adventure. The unique design caught her eye as they approached the subterranean vehicle—like something out of a Jules Verne novel. The intricate details, the dim ambient lighting, and the distant echoes gave her the sensation that they were about to embark on a real-life expedition to the world's core.

Kesia made a beeline for Aias, ensuring they were seated beside each other. Their shared experiences from earlier had created a subtle connection, and Kesia wanted to continue this journey together.

As the vehicle started moving, the surroundings began to change. What started as a gentle, mesmerizing exploration took a sudden twist. Kesia barely heard Luna's voice, filled with awe, comment on the enchanting scenery. "This is pretty," she whispered, her voice echoing the sentiments of everyone aboard.

But, just as they were settled into the beauty of it all, an abrupt and thunderous eruption broke the serenity. A volcano, alive and angry, sent magma flying. Without warning, their vehicle accelerated, rocketing them through the tunnel with such force it stole their breath away. Kesia's eyes widened, her grip on Aias's hand tightened, her heartbeat matching the roaring speed of their descent.

Time melted into a vortex of dazzling sights and intense sensations as they plunged through the depths, creating a surreal blend of reality and fantasy.And then, as suddenly as it began, it was over.

Emerging into the daylight, the rush of the experience still coursing through her veins, Kesia let out an exhilarated laugh. "Holy Hannah, that was awesome!" she exclaimed. Aias grinned in agreement, the thrill evident in his eyes. Luna and Lexi, still recovering from the sudden eruption and ensuing dash, shared facial reactions mixed with shock and elation.

Together, the group shared a moment of collective awe, their adventure through the earth's center solidifying yet another unforgettable memory in their DisneySea journey. 

After their exhilarating trip to the center of the Earth, the group was buzzing with excitement, eager for the next thrill. Luna, her eyes dancing with joy, posed the question to Kesia, "What ride should we do next?"

Lexi, looking a shade paler than before, responded, a hint of queasiness evident in her voice, “You kids go ahead. I think I've had enough rollercoasters for one day. Text me when you're done, and I'll meet you for dinner.”

Kesia watched as Aias leaned down, planting a playful kiss on Lexi’s cheek, his tone light and teasing, “You are the best chaperone a two-year-old could have!” 

Kesia smiled as Lexi attempted a weak smile, knowing that her unease momentarily clouded her usual joviality.

Armed with their Fastpasses, the remaining trio made their way to the Raging Spirits ride. 

The anticipation built as the line inched forward. Kesia, curiosity piqued, turned to Luna. “Luna, what happens on this ride?”

With a twinkle in her eye, Luna shared, “The ride description said it's an outdoor rollercoaster that goes upside down with a 360º inversion.”

“Lit!” Kesia exclaimed, excitement mounting.

As the ride commenced, Aias dropped an interesting tidbit. “Did you guys know that in Ayurvedic medicine, it's believed that if a person loves rollercoasters, the thrill produces chemicals in the body that can cure cancer?”

Luna, always curious, probed further, “What happens if they don't love rollercoasters?”

Aias replied, “Then the body won't produce the healing chemicals needed.”

With a laugh, Kesia quipped, “I love roller coasters, so I should always be cancer-free!”

The high-energy ride left the trio on an adrenaline high. To commemorate the moment, Aias treated the girls to "fun-designed curry popcorn buckets." The three wore them proudly around their necks, munching away contentedly.

The sun began its descent, casting a warm glow as they strolled leisurely toward Ristorante di Canaletto. Situated overlooking the Venice canals, the restaurant offered a taste of Italy amidst the Disney magic. As they savored their pizza slices, the tranquil view transported them, making them feel as if they were truly in the heart of Venice.

Their day neared its conclusion, but not before one final ride. Much to Lexi's delight and relief, it was the gentle Sinbad’s Storybook Voyage—a perfect blend of Pirates of the Caribbean and It's a Small World. As the melodies from the ride serenaded them, they were all reminded of the magic that DisneySea held: a perfect blend of thrill and comfort.

The night culminated in a magnificent fireworks display, painting the sky in hues of gold and violet, a fitting end to an unforgettable day.
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The subsequent day ushered them to the hallowed grounds of the Meiji Shrine, a cornerstone of spirituality in bustling Tokyo. As they approached its imposing torii gates, a profound sense of reverence permeated the air.

Observing the individuals ahead, they noted a ritualistic sequence: two bows, a pair of claps, a silent wish, followed by another bow. Embracing the spirit of cultural immersion, Aias's group mirrored the actions, feeling a deep connection to the traditions of the land.

Wandering further into the shrine's expanse, they were rendered speechless by the sheer majesty of the environment. A dense forest comprising a staggering 100,000 trees enveloped them in an embrace of tranquility. The mesmerizing inner garden beckoned with its serene beauty, while the enigmatic Kiyomasa's Well promised energies as rejuvenating as a mystical vortex. Their journey of discovery was further enriched by the twin Meiji Jingu Museums, their treasures painting tales of epochs gone by.

Near the shrine's main entrance, rows of sake barrels caught Kesia and Luna's eyes, making for a picturesque backdrop for their selfies. The wooden casks, draped in colorful fabric, were symbolic offerings to the deities.

The day held more surprises in store. Fortuitously, their visit coincided with the weekend, granting them the privilege to witness a heartwarming sight—a traditional wedding procession. The bride, groom, and their entourage, resplendent in their elegant kimonos, added a touch of timeless grace to the shrine's courtyard.

Concluding their shrine visit, they made a pit stop at the Shiseikan, a beacon for martial arts enthusiasts, where disciplines were honed and legacies were crafted.

The sun dawned on another day, and Tokyo's skyline awaited them from a different perspective. Boarding a helicopter, they soared over the sprawling cityscape, the world beneath reduced to a breathtaking patchwork of structures and nature. The highlight of the aerial tour was the iconic Mount Fuji, standing sentinel in the distance, its peak crowned by snow.

Kesia, ever curious, sought insights about the revered mountain from her "almighty oracle" - her smartphone, no doubt. She shared her newfound knowledge and informed the group, “Mount Fuji is not just a peak; it's steeped in legends. It's believed to be the sanctuary of the mountain gods and is revered as a portal to the afterlife.”

As the helicopter continued its course, the tales of Mount Fuji, intertwined with the experiences of the past days, made the journey all the more memorable.

Peeking over Kesia’s shoulder, Luna asked, “The mountain is a god? How is that possible?”

Kesia read more, “It says here that Mount Fuji is a highly personified entity. The mountain is believed to be a god that watches over the whole country, bringing prosperity but at times also calamity and destruction.”

Staring at the mountain, mystified, Luna said, “Hmm, who knew that a mountain could be a god?”

The helicopter's trajectory offered them a bird's-eye view of the Tokyo Imperial Palace. This sprawling edifice, surrounded by moats and massive stone walls, stood as a testament to Japan's rich heritage and history. Built on the grounds of the former Edo Castle, the palace was an architectural marvel and a symbol of Japan's continuity, bridging the old with the new.

As they hovered over the palace, its lush gardens and courtyards, interspersed with historical buildings and modern residences, painted a harmonious blend of tradition and progress. Kesia, Luna, Aias, and Lexi gazed in awe at the sprawling grounds below, absorbing the sheer magnitude of the palace's significance. The juxtaposition of this serene oasis against the bustling metropolis of Tokyo created a mesmerizing contrast that resonated with the group.

The Tokyo Imperial Palace, with its storied past and its role as the residence of Japan's Imperial Family, added another layer of depth to their journey, a tangible link to the nation's cultural tapestry and legacy.

As they flew back to the helicopter pad, and as Luna looked at the city, she commented to the others, “Tokyo seems to go on forever.” 

Still researching her oracle, Kesia added, “It says that almost thirty-eight million people live here.”

Lexi answered, “Wow, that is the same amount of people living in the state of California or the whole of Canada.”

Luna laughed, “They must be crammed in there like sardines.” 

“I’ll say, “Kesia nodded.

On the last day of touring Tokyo, the group visited a Buddhist Temple, San’en-zan Zōjō-ji.

As she walked through the main gate, Kesia informed the group, “As it was constructed in 1622, it is the oldest wooden building in Tokyo.”

“Lit!” Luna said as she touched the structure, trying to feel the memories of that time.

“Hey, get this,” Kesia said halfway through the gates. “It says that if someone passes through this gate, they can free themself from three passions—ton, shin, and chi.”

“In English,” Luna laughed.

“Greed, hatred, and foolishness.”

Luna ran back and forth through the gate. “I have to ensure every cell in my body receives this boon.”

Aias laughed at her silliness and asked, “What does boon mean?”

Lexi answered, “Boon implies a beneficial gift or something advantageous bestowed upon someone.”

“Thanks for clarifying, Lex.”

As they walked the rows of stone statues of children in the Sentai Kosodate Jizō—Unborn Children Garden, Lexi had an unexpected moment of sadness, and a tear escaped. 

Luna asked Kesia, “Please, look this place up on your oracle and tell me what it represents.”

Moments later, Kesia informed her, “It represents unborn, miscarried, aborted, and stillborn children.”

“What is Jizō? And why red clothing?” Luna asked.

Kesia looked it up. “Jizō is the guardian of the unborn children. It says that any parent can choose a statue in the garden, decorate it with a small red hat and scarf, and leave toys in memory of their lost child. Occasionally, the baby’s loved one will pile stones to symbolize Jizō and dress the stones near a statue in the graveyard, at a busy intersection, on the roadside, in a temple, or along hiking trails. It also says that a small gift is usually left for Jizō to ensure that the prayed-for baby’s soul is brought directly to the afterlife.”

Aias noticed Lexi’s mood, went over to her, and hugged her. Then, as he moved away, he placed his hand on her tummy and said, “You must believe in miracles to receive one.”

Lexi moved his hand away and answered, “I don’t think God has that planned for me.”

Aias smiled and said, “Lexi, you are looking at a two-year-old. Trust me when I say God has all kinds of miracles up his sleeve. You have to have faith.”
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Before embarking on his journey from the United States, Aias had delved deep into the origins of Reiki. His studies led him to Dr. Mikao Usui, who was often hailed as the modern-day proponent of this ancient healing art. Intriguingly, it was said that in the late 1800s, Dr. Usui claimed to have unearthed the very hands-on healing techniques that Jesus once practiced.

While Aias struggled to find concrete evidence of Dr. Usui's academic credentials, he stumbled upon information suggesting that Dr. Usui had been associated with Doshisha University in Kyoto, Japan. Some sources even attributed a Doctor of Theology degree to him from the University of Chicago Divinity School and labeled him a Christian minister. What piqued Aias's curiosity the most was the striking parallel between his own question and Dr. Usui's quest: the enigma of how one could potentially heal with mere touch.

But beyond historical facts and stories, Aias was driven by a more profound question. He yearned to understand the mechanics behind such healing. Was it merely a matter of will, where one could think and manifest the healing? Or was there a tangible process, an unseen force, or specific rituals that, when harnessed correctly, resulted in these miraculous healing outcomes? The philosophical and practical implications of these questions fueled his intrigue even more.

On the fourth day in Tokyo, Aias's anticipation was palpable. Together with the girls, he embarked on a deeply personal journey to delve into the roots of Reiki by visiting the birthplace of Dr. Mikao Usui—the village of Yago, nestled on Japan's main island.

As they traveled, Kesia, always eager to learn more, dug into her "oracle"—her trusted smartphone—to gather more insights about Yago. To Aias's amusement, she found a connection between the name 'Yago' and a type of dragonfly nymph. More intriguing was the symbolic representation of the dragonfly: it stood for transformation and metamorphosis, a fitting symbol given Dr. Usui's own transformative journey with Reiki.

As the landscapes changed and they drew closer to Yago, the weight of their journey's significance settled upon them. For Aias, it wasn't just about retracing Dr. Usui's footsteps; it was about understanding the essence of Reiki and the power of transformation that lay within one's grasp. The symbolism of the dragonfly, with its life of change and adaptation, seemed to echo the very questions that stirred within him.

Aias's journey into the life and teachings of Dr. Mikao Usui deepened as he unraveled more about the man's early life. It became apparent that Dr. Usui hailed from a well-to-do family, affording him the privilege of a holistic education. This foundation was laid in a Buddhist monastery, where young Usui was not only immersed in spiritual teachings but also acquired skills in martial arts, swordsmanship, and the Japanese form of Chi Kung—known in the Western world as Qigong. These disciplines, which harmoniously blended physical prowess with spiritual depth, likely laid the groundwork for Dr. Usui's later explorations into healing and energy work.

Their journey then led them to the picturesque city of Kyoto, specifically to Doshisha University. As they walked its sprawling campus, Aias and the girls were captivated by its serene beauty—a harmonious blend of ancient architecture and modern facilities. The university had a distinctive reputation for being one of the pioneering Japanese institutions advocating Christian teachings, adding another layer to Dr. Usui's diverse educational tapestry.

The following dawn painted the sky in hues of gold as the group set out for Mount Kurama, a place shrouded in spirituality and legends. Opting for an immersive experience, they decided to stay overnight at the venerable Kurama Temple, which had stood since the 770s. With its rich history and spiritual aura, the temple offered them a sanctuary from the outside world.

Within the embrace of the temple's ancient walls, the group spent their time in introspection. They indulged in meditation sessions, seeking inner peace and clarity, and penned down mantras, encapsulating their thoughts, prayers, and hopes. This retreat wasn't just a physical journey for Aias and the girls but a spiritual odyssey, allowing them to connect with something much more significant than themselves.

Mount Kurama resonated with a spiritual ambiance that beckoned its visitors to connect deeply with its essence. Luna was particularly taken by the experience. The act of writing mantras was reminiscent of crafting chants for spells, and she reveled in this familiar yet novel exercise.

The group's walk towards the main hall was accompanied by a chorus of birds and the distant murmur of water. Breaking the serene silence, Aias posed a reflective question to the girls, "Do you all feel the spiritual power here?"

Lexi took a deep breath, her lungs filling with the crisp, cedar-scented air, and remarked, “Whether we sense the spiritual energy or not, the sheer natural beauty of this place is undeniably breathtaking.”

Ever reliant on her 'almighty oracle,' Kesia fumbled with her phone, seeking an elusive connection in this sacred enclave.

Luna, in contrast, paused and grounded herself, standing still amidst the ancient trees. Eyes closed, she sought to tap into the unseen energies of the mountain. After a quiet moment, she opened her eyes, a touch of disappointment evident as she confessed, "I don't feel anything specific." But, ever hopeful, she added, "However, I would love to encounter the Tengu or any of the mountain spirits said to inhabit this region."

The journey through Mount Kurama was turning out to be as much about personal introspection and exploration as it was about the location's rich legends and spiritual heritage.

Amidst their discussions, the soft tread of a monk approached. Cloaked in saffron robes and exuding a serene aura, he chimed in, "Tengu, often termed as 'Heavenly Dog' or 'Heavenly Sentinel,' are enigmatic entities, representing the mountain's mystic force. They're painted with distinct long noses and a fiery countenance in our folklore."

Having finally secured a connection to her digital oracle, Kesia inquired, "I've come across tales that they're known to abduct monks. Is there any truth to that?"

With a nod, the monk responded, "The lore is rife with tales of Tengu's complex relationship with Buddhism. They've been depicted as creating illusions of the Buddha to mislead the devout and, indeed, spiriting away monks to forsaken lands. Stories also tell of their penchant for possessing women, aiming to tempt those of devout disposition." He paused, adding, "Some even attribute temple thefts to them, and it's believed that those who worship them might be granted malevolent powers."

Luna's gaze darted around, her curiosity tinged with apprehension, "Given their reputation, should we be concerned about them lurking within your temple's bounds?"

The monk's lips curled into a mysterious smile, "Though they are known to masquerade as monks or nuns, it's said their true essence mirrors that of a kite."

Misunderstanding, Luna's eyes shot skyward, "A kite, like the one in the sky?"

Aias, sensing an opportunity for playful teasing, quipped, "Why are you gazing upwards? A Tengu might very well be standing right before us."

Luna's eyes widened, realizing Aias's jest implied the monk might be the Tengu in disguise. Not wanting to take any chances, she darted past the monk, making a beeline for the temple's main hall, maneuvering between the grand tiger statues guarding its entrance.

The monk's laughter, gentle and good-natured, echoed in the backdrop as Kesia, Aias, and Lexi, chuckling at the playful scare, trailed behind Luna into the hall.
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The morning dawned clear and bright, the sun casting dappled patterns of light and shadow across the temple grounds. Reconvening at the main hall, the group prepared to descend the mountain, their starting point marked by the Kongoshō—a distinctive star symbol crafted from stones on the ground.

The familiar monk from the day before approached them, drawing their attention to the star. “This Sonten trinity here represents both the trinity and the Lotus Sutra. The six points, radiating outward, symbolize the six mediums through which we perceive and engage with our surroundings—eyes, ears, nose, mouth, body, and heart.”

Her brow furrowed in confusion, Luna leaned towards Kesia and whispered, “Do you see six sides?”

Peering down at the main triangle, Kesia replied, “No.”

As if reading their minds, the monk elucidated, “Standing on the triangular stone at the heart of the innermost star and facing the main hall is believed to channel a surge of energy.”

Grasping the monk's explanation, Luna mused aloud to Aias, “Ah, he's referring to the six triangles formed outside the pebbled circumference.”

Gazing down, Aias recognized the shape—a Star of David, crafted intricately from cement and pebbles.

As Luna stepped onto the triangle, she felt a subtle pulse, an energy coursing through her. “Kesia, give this a shot!” she exclaimed, intrigued by the sensation.

Watching with a gentle smile, the monk remarked, “By connecting with this energy, you come to recognize the potent power residing within you.”

Aias, his eyes twinkling, quipped, “See, Luna, magic isn't just about spells. You, yourself, are magical.”

Beaming at the sentiment, Luna stepped off the stone and began navigating the sandō path—a trail weaving between the temple and Kibune Village. Along the route, they stumbled upon the Maō-den, a spiritual site venerating Maōson, a deity believed to have descended from Venus nearly six million years ago.

As they continued, the uniquely twisted wisteria trees caught their eye, their forms and colors a testament to nature's artistry.

Aias gazed at the trees, saying, “These trees would've enchanted my mom.” 

Seizing the moment, Lexi suggested, “Pose by that tree. I'll snap a picture and send it her way.”

Grinning widely, Aias obliged, allowing the beautiful backdrop to encapsulate the moment.

Their journey took an exciting turn when a fellow traveler shared a tale of a Chinese monk named Ganchō. He spoke of a dream that directed Ganchō northward, towards a realm pulsing with spiritual energy, the domain of the Tengu and other mountain spirits.

Engrossed in his tale, the group paused, the ancient stories of the mountain weaving seamlessly with their own experiences, creating a tapestry of old legends and new memories.

The group stood transfixed, every word painting a vivid tableau of Ganchō's perilous quest. The man's voice, filled with passion, recounted Ganchō's trials and tribulations.

“Tragically, Ganchō's search for power led him astray,” the man narrated. “Yet, hope appeared in the most unexpected form. The god Kibune Myōjin graced his dreams, directing him to gaze eastwards towards the heavens. There, he beheld a divine sight—a resplendent white horse, its saddle vacant, beckoning him. Though mounting the creature proved elusive, Ganchō's determination saw him trail the celestial guide to this very part of the mountain.”

The tale's landscape shifted, casting a shadow of foreboding as the man continued, “As dusk settled and Ganchō erected his camp, his solitude was shattered by a menacing presence. A female oni, a formidable demon revered as the 'Bringer of Doom,' emerged, her intent malevolent—she sought to consume the monk.”

The listeners could almost hear the rustle of leaves, the monk's desperate breaths, and the oni's menacing approach.

“The battle of wills that ensued saw Ganchō narrowly escape her clutches. Desperate and fearing for his life, he sought refuge within a hollow tree trunk. In his dire state, prayers for deliverance poured forth, echoing with fervor in the silent night. It was then that salvation manifested. The Guardian of the North, Bishamonten, descended, vanquishing the demon and sparing Ganchō's life."

The atmosphere was thick with reverence, the group's attention unwavering.

"In gratitude and inspired by his otherworldly encounter, Ganchō erected a humble hermitage at the very spot. Leaving behind worldly distractions, he embraced the life of a hermit. His days were dedicated to meditation, seeking enlightenment, and venerating the Heavenly King who had, against all odds, granted him a second chance."

As the man's story concluded, the air seemed to hum with the weight of ancient tales and powerful deities, a reminder of the mountain's rich spiritual tapestry.

After finishing his tale, the man paused to gaze into the distance. The trees whispered secrets as a gentle wind rustled their leaves, and the atmosphere around them was thick with the weight of the ages.

Turning to Aias and the group, the man said, "You see, young travelers, a profound lesson is woven into Ganchō's journey. It speaks of the relentless pursuit of power and the dangers it can bring. Power alone, without guidance, can lead one astray, into the very jaws of peril."

He leaned in closer, his voice soft yet compelling, "But the story also tells of hope, of redemption, and the miracles that faith can bring. Even in his darkest hour, trapped and seemingly at the mercy of a powerful foe, Ganchō's prayers and unwavering faith called forth a savior. It is a testament to the strength that lies in humility, seeking help when overwhelmed, and the belief that even in our direst moments, we are never truly alone."

The man's eyes twinkled with wisdom as he concluded, "In essence, young ones, the tale teaches us that true power does not lie in external forces or worldly pursuits, but within—within our faith, our humility, and our ability to recognize and lean on the greater forces that watch over us."

The group, enveloped in reflective silence, pondered upon the depth of the message, understanding that some
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