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			INTRODUCTION

			As my eyes opened I realized the vision was upon me. It grabbed my soul and pushed me into an alert state. I had experienced pieces of the same vision all winter and every evening when I woke from my rest. The vision was thick in my mind, telling me the time would soon come to leave my sanctuary again. The earthy smell here called to me.

			I thought of my death from the human world and how I plummeted into this world. I thought of the time I had lost on Vicus last fall and was saddened briefly when I thought of the nine years I had lost there. For me it seemed like only last year, but it was 2020 now. It had been almost ten years since my death.

			I couldn’t help but think of the human family I had left behind. It had not been by choice, but the pain that had accompanied the transition had made me even stronger, and the warrior inside me was strong.

			Samantha Garrett had long since become just a memory, and I, Samoda, was a warrior who had been entrusted to rid this world of the evil that doesn’t belong here. I would lead my brethren Warriors into battles for all of eternity, or until my ultimate annihilation, whichever came first.

			I knew I would be chosen to become an Elder by Nuem. I knew at some point he would make it official. I had no way of knowing when, just that it would happen. I could feel the Elder Spirit surging through me. Tarvoti, the only remaining Elder, was no longer a maternal figure in my non-beating heart. She was an equal.

			As I thought of my beloved, Drake, I found happiness and a smile graced my lips. The love that we shared was completely unconditional. There were no bounds. There was no need for boundaries. Our actual souls were entwined as one. He was part of me and I part of him.

			Every evening, when we woke from our rest, Drake and Tarvoti 

			listened intently as I gave them details of the visions I had. They believed in my visions maybe more than I did. As far as we knew I was the only Warrior who dreamed. Those dreams were visions of the future. Sometimes they came in glimpses and sometimes they came in orderly detailed scenes. I was being dragged through the future with each one. Although it felt like a curse most of the time, it was really a gift from the God that I chose to serve, Nuem.

			One thing was for certain in all of our minds, there was another battle brewing. The Avorians had taken hold in the rural United States. We would be attacked again, and this time their plan was more organized and much more deceitful than the last. Instead of infiltrating the Warrior community they had gone straight for the humans. The Avorian Army was building itself strong, because they knew we would come. This time they were going to be ready. They were pulling the humans deeper into their plot and forcing our hand.

			The human girl with two faces would either be the human savior or their annihilation. I knew this. I also knew she would give us much grief. She would put William’s soul in danger and possibly lead to our demise as well. Kali Rose Marriot could be the end of the human race as we know it. She could single- handedly be the one that brings ruin and ash to the cities of the world.

			With the looming threat hanging above us, we were anxiously awaiting the time of battle. As always, we were not scared of our fate, we embraced it, and were ready to seek it out. It was innate to our species. We were the Warriors for Nuem, our God who resides on Atheria, and we stood for good against evil of all kinds. Self-preservation was merely an afterthought for us.

			Our duty was simply to keep the balance, not destroy it. As I had already learned there are demons of this world that belong here. Without bad there could be no good. So the balance was all- important. When the Avorians enact a plan to take over or completely eradicate the humans, we step in.

			Long ago, before humans were created, Nuem and Avore lived here on earth. There were, of course, battles between the two and all of their creatures that inhabited this place. They became bored with one another and created humans for their entertainment. However, the agreement was that no creatures, good or bad, could ever mate with the humans. Of course, we Atherians have always stuck to that pact, but the Avorians did not. Evil was quickly bred into the humans, some more than others.

			Our laws here on earth are few. We can live as we choose as long as we entertain our duty to aid Nuem when needed, and as my senses woke and the warrior came to life inside me, I knew it was time. Today Drake, Tarvoti, and I would be swept up by Woden, the spirit of the element of the skies, and be taken back to the United States. We would meet up with our old friend William and would begin our journey to the center of the country where evil had taken its root.

			We left the cave and ran into the woods. We raced through the trees until the ocean beat against the coast. We had spotted Woden’s spiraling turbulence from the treetops and one by one we jumped into his grasp as he spun us into another realm and dropped us in the middle of New York City. We all knew where we were going and under cover of night we ran through the city to William’s home…

		


		
			CHAPTER ONE

			GOING HOME

			The storm last fall brought with it a plague of wild animals. I guess they ended up here to seek shelter in the thick Ozarks woods. Nobody seemed to be able to get a good look at them. There were lots of death notices lately, and people were a little more scared to go out at night. There were rumors, of course, always rumors, of shadows that go bump in the night. Most rational people chalked it up to rabid animals. It rained for so long and so hard that maybe some of them just went crazy looking for shelter and food.

			The coroner, Mr. Cobb wasn’t for certain what had gotten a hold of Grandma. As he tried to offer me his condolences, he put his arm around me and said, “Had to of been big, whatever it was, she was tough as boot leather and a perfect shot with the ole shotgun.” I knew he was right. If it could kill her, it could have killed anyone.

			“Thank ya, Mr. Cobb.” I said politely. “I better get over to Mr.

			Button’s office. He’s got some paperwork for me.”

			“Will your sister, Seline, be joining ya out there, or are ya going it alone, Kali?” He asked solemnly.

			“I don’t think she will make it. She’s pretty busy ya know.” I knew she really was busy, but I didn’t find that to be an excuse. The truth of the matter was when she left, she never looked back. She hadn’t been home since.

			It was a short drive down the street to Mr. Button’s office. I could have walked the block, but it was hot and I was tired. I pulled in and looked up at the office. I remembered as a child walking freely through town with not a care in the world. Now, here I was readying myself for the finalities of Grandma’s estate. I wanted to cry, but held back the tears for a later time. I kept my mind busy thinking of the grass between each crack in the old sidewalk as I walked up it.

			Mr. Button’s office smelled like an old dentist office. His secretary pointed me to have a seat, without a word, and disappeared to let him know that I was there.

			“Kali Rose Marriot, it’s good to see you dear.” He said as he came through the door and grabbed me in a big hug. “I’m so sorry to hear about your Grandma. Come on back. We’ll get this done quick for you.”

			“Thank you Mr. Button.” I said as I followed him through the heavy door into his office.

			It didn’t take long for the paperwork. He had it all in order, and we didn’t have many decisions to make. Grandma already had everything taken care of. I couldn’t help but be thankful for that.

			“Dewey, over at Mount Point Cemetery, called me…” he frowned sadly, “…he said the service would be on Friday. I’ll be there.”

			“I really do thank you Mr. Button.” I said with a forced smile as I stood to leave.

			“You know, Kali, I known your folks a long time.” He reached up to scratch his balding head as he paused. “If you need anything, you know where I’m at. Don’t think twice about calling me.”

			I wished for a moment that Seline was here. As twins, I wondered sometimes if she could feel when I really missed her and just ignored it or if she didn’t feel anything at all. I knew that she was still bitter about our back-woodsy, poverty-stricken childhood, but I still felt that it was selfish of her not to at least show up. I also knew that she was different. She really was selfish and mean spirited, she always had been. Most people that met her didn’t like her or, at the very least, didn’t care to be around her.

			As I walked out of the lawyer’s office I felt tears welling in my eyes. I already missed her. My grandmother had raised us for part of our childhood. Her and my Grandpa took us when my Mom was having a rough time. Mom would come and go frequently, but our main care was left to our grandparents. Seline and I were only twelve when Mom died. She was buried up at Mount Point next to where Grandma would be laid to rest.

			I could still hear Grandma calling to us to come in after we were done playing for the night. “Kali, Seline, time ta come in, fore the wolves carry ya off,” she would holler at the top of her lungs. We always listened. Grandma really wasn’t mean. She was just kind of scary. We never sought to intentionally piss her off. 

			When Grandpa fell sick, he died shortly afterwards. The drinking and the cigars had gotten him. Later, I was certain he probably had cancer in his liver and his lungs, but at the time, Grandma just told us that it had finally got him. She told us there were demons in those types of indulgences and that the demons would take our souls to hell if we took part in either or both, and maybe that’s why she spent days after the funeral keeping the fire out back burning, occasionally adding different herbs from the yard and chanting things that were of no use to a child. Maybe, just maybe, she was trying to save his soul from the demons that had gotten him. Of course we patronized her and said we believed her. Grandma would never lie to us. She was just trying to keep us innocent as long as she could.

			Now all that was left of her was the deed to the old homestead that was solely mine. It was tucked away in the cloth that I had remembered seeing inside a drawer in her old writing desk. The burlap was old and worn. It was probably stitched right from an old sack of potatoes many years ago.

			I thought of how hot the day was as I stepped onto the sidewalk to return to my car. I had already driven two hours this morning to get here and was feeling tired from the grief and the heat. I would spend the next few days at the homestead and then head back home. I hadn’t decided what I would do with it yet and was too exhausted to think about it right now.

			As I walked, I noticed the car that had parked next to mine. It was fancier than any I had ever seen before, and my first thought was that someone in town must have won the lottery. Then I noticed the people walking towards it. They had come out of the café next door. I didn’t even vaguely recognize them. There were two men and two women, and they were magnificent. The women were exact opposites: one had long wavy blonde hair and other ones’ was black and silky. The men were extraordinarily handsome. They were both very tall and looked as though they worked out every single day. I allowed myself the pleasure of gazing at them, after all it wasn’t often that I was afforded such a sight here, or anywhere for that matter. They all had a rather serious gait and seemed as though they were on a mission.

			The blonde woman’s expression softened a little as she turned and looked back at me. Her eyes were the most amazing blue I had ever seen. It was as though the ocean and clouds had been mixed to concoct a blue cocktail that was nearly indescribable. The smile that she shot my direction was reassuring and comforting as well as slightly scary. There was something in that smile, something that gave me goose bumps. Maybe it was just the fact that I hadn’t ever encountered anyone like this ever before. Most people with the power that this group seemed to possess didn’t bother smiling at regular people like me, which incited a slight blush on my part.

			As they got into their car, the dark-haired woman’s eyes caught mine. They were hypnotic. I felt comfortable in them, and they seemed familiar and kind. With a single blink I felt the blood drain from my head. As it began to swim, I felt flushed and hot. They pulled away before I got to my car door.

			In Southern Missouri, July 8th could be as daunting as any day in the summer. Sweat beaded on my forehead just as I opened the car door. I felt sweet relief from the heat as I turned on the air and drove away, but the gnawing pain of the grief was stuck inside me. From that I could find no solace.

			It was a sleepy day in the small town. It only took a minute to get through the main part of town, which consisted of one street full of hometown businesses. There was a small grocery store, a post office, the bank, a corner café, the local watering hole, of course the lawyer’s office, and a few other Mom and Pop stores littering the street. That was the sum of it.

			I remembered it well. On occasion my sister and I would come to town with Grandpa on Saturday to get some groceries and other supplies. He would usually visit the Lana Lace Tavern for an hour or so to have a drink, and we were left unattended with a few dollars to roam around and stay out of trouble.

			As I passed the school, I couldn’t help but remember back to that era in my life. We started here in third grade and went through the tenth. One building housed the entire educational facility, including the superintendent’s office.

			As I thought back, I drove the wedge of sadness a little further into my heart, remembering my freshman year. We were up to fourteen in our grade with the new girl, Heather. Then in October that year, Nick Cater died. He and I knew each other well and he was the first boy that I ever kissed. Our class dwindled back to the thirteen that it had been since we had started years before. At least until the next year when Grandma saw no need for a formal education, so on our sixteenth birthday we quit.

			She saw the public school system as a waste of time. There was nothing they could teach us that we really needed in life. Every time the subject came up she would get kind of huffy and say, “It’s jus’ a waste. Ya need to be learnin’ how ta cook and sew. There ain’t nothin’ ya need to learn that we can’t teach ya, right here.”

			Later in life, when we decided we needed it, we had both gotten our GEDs. Seline went on to college to study psychology, and I just chose to open my own business.

			She would be considered much more successful than I by most social standards. She opened her own practice after she got her doctorate degree. I just opened up the “Hippie Shop.” I sold everything from handmade bead necklaces to tea leaves for reading. It was a decent living, and it was honest. I didn’t have to pretend to be something I was not.

			I turned onto the state highway heading out of town. The rural highway was lined with huge farms. Some of them had large silos and hundreds or even thousands of head of cattle. There was a pig farm on the left side of the road. As I passed it I knew I was getting close to the old farm. It was just far enough past it that you could only smell it when the wind was blowing just right. On normal days you couldn’t.

			When I turned up the drive I felt like I should see her coming around the corner to see who was there. Instead, the door was fastened shut and nobody was around.

			I didn’t ever remember visiting, after I was grown, and ever finding her inside. She was definitely the outdoors type.

			The old house was more dilapidated than I had remembered. After Grandpa had passed it got worse and worse. She would use makeshift repairs to fix the larger holes to keep the weather out and the old stove was always stoked, even in the summer, for cooking. She had refused to let me buy her a more modern one. I often wondered why she wouldn’t fix it up or just move into town to the assisted living center. She would have none of that, though. Grandma had enjoyed her living circumstances. She would not have been happy anywhere else. She wouldn’t even use the more modern amenities such as electricity most of the time.

			She had lived here since she was born. I had heard the stories of how, with her mom and dad and thirteen brothers and sisters, they had managed here in the old house. They slept stacked nearly on top of one another in the winter to try and stay warm.

			It certainly wasn’t for lack of space. In its day this house would have been the glory of the area. It stood with twelve foot ceilings on the bottom floor and ten foot on the second floor. It had five bedrooms upstairs. I would guess it was about three thousand square feet in area. Yet, now it stood there like a creaky old mansion. The yard was grown up in spots giving the old house a look of abandonment and violation. I couldn’t find fear inside me as I shut the car off and opened the door.

			When I got out of my car, I felt a lump building in my throat. It would be the first time I was ever here without her. She would have hovered and warned me to get out of this or that, or tell me to go pick this or that out of the yard and add it to the soup or something.

			It would be strange going through her things. I thought of that as I pushed the door open. The latch on the outside was kind of a rope rigging lock. No need for a key. On the inside a long piece of wood leaned against the wall to be laid across the whole frame to keep it closed and locked from any intruders that might make their way out here in no man’s land.

			I flipped the switch beside the door and began to survey the task that lay before me. One out of the six bulbs that hung from the old chandelier in the center of the hallway came on, I felt lucky that one worked. The dust that clung to my finger from the light switch made me smile. It hadn’t been touched for years most likely. I let out a heavy sigh and thought since it was going to be up to me, I may as well suck it up and get to it.

			I made my way through the old hallway, the kitchen, and into the pantry that lay at the back of the house where I opened up the back door to let some more air filter through. Even with the draft of the front and back door opened it was stifling inside. I could see why she spent so much time outside. On a cool fall day it may have been okay, but here, today, the air was so still I could hardly find my own breath.

			I had come to the realization that I had nothing better to do right now. The kids were all grown, and I had a lot of free time on my hands lately. My marriage had failed when the kids moved out, and I had closed up the shop till this was taken care of. I would spend as long as it took to take care of everything here that I needed to. I knew that realistically it would take more than a few days. This house was filled with several generations of things, and it would not be easy to sort through.

			I had called Tabby and Trent, my children, to let them know. They had never been close to Grandma, and as I figured, they weren’t going to be able to make it. All thirteen of her brothers and sisters had perished before her and none of them had ever had children so I had no cousins to get a hold of. I guessed that I would be the only family member in attendance on Friday, although I was certain that several friends would show up.

			I turned to look in the back door, and with a pained heart made a plan to achieve my task. I knew that Grandma’s bedroom would be the most difficult, so I thought I would start in the kitchen. I would get through the downstairs, then head up.

			I went from room to room, first opening the old interior wooden shutters on the windows, then the windows that still retained screens on them. I had at least one window in each room open when the clouds started to roll in. The slight breeze that wafted through felt good.

			I made trips back and forth to the car unloading everything quickly, trying to beat the storm that seemed to be looming on the horizon. At least I had thought enough ahead to buy boxes, packing tape and trash bags. I spread it all out in the living room for easy access and began folding and taping the bottom of the boxes.

			I started in the kitchen. As I cleaned, I was sure that Grandma hadn’t actually thrown anything away in years that could be recycled into something, anything, else. I smiled as I thought of her being the epitome of ‘going green.’ I sorted through plastic and aluminum and put them in their proper bags. I would take them to town tomorrow to drop in the recycling bins behind the store.

			I had pretty much gotten the kitchen sorted through and went to the pantry to start on it. The rows were neatly lined with the canned tuna in one line, corn in another, and so forth and so on.

			I got down on my knees to look at the bottom row. There were jugs of homemade wine. I started pulling them out, and at the very back of the shelf I found some papers. Scrawled across the tops were names, Elderberry, Strawberry, Apple, and Potato. I didn’t look at the rest, but tucked them away in a smaller box to read later. I knew they were her homemade wine recipes. Grandma had always enjoyed her wine, and the only kind she would ever drink was what she had made herself.

			I cleaned as I went, using the rainwater that she had always kept in barrels outside the house. They were still full from the recent rains we had. I thought of her intently each time I threw the old dirty water out and refreshed it with the clean. I know it is what she would have wanted. I could almost feel her smiling down on me as I thought of it. She always saved the tap water for drinking and would say ‘never know when the well might run dry.’

			She was a quirky old lady, and one that I loved dearly. I nearly began to cry as I cleaned and let my mind wander to a time when she would have been here to direct me in my tasks. I scrubbed the surfaces feverishly, not wanting to miss a spot.

			I began shuffling around the jars of spices and herbs that were stowed away in their old hand-marked containers on the top shelf. There were different names, some that I didn’t recognize and some that I did, like Angelica, which she rubbed on our chest when we were sick and of course made tea for us to drink. Grandma had grown all of them in different spots throughout the back yard. I was certain I would never be able to keep them all straight in my mind and that would certainly be a gift lost to a dead generation.

			I had to get a chair to reach the very back. As I pulled the herbs off the shelves, wiped the bottles and put them on a lower shelf that would be easier to pack, I noticed a small door in the back corner. I stood on my tip toes to reach it. The small knob was brittle, and as I tugged on it a small sliver of it broke off. I looked around and spotted a butter knife on the counter across the room. I grabbed it and pried the door open.

			The cubbyhole wasn’t very deep and its complete contents consisted of an old dirty leather-bound book and two smaller ones. The smaller volumes had covers made of starched burlap. I thumbed quickly through the books, and all of them had notes scribbled throughout them. I sat them on top of the papers in the box. I would make a point to dig through the box later and read everything.

			I looked at the old Big Ben windup clock on the mantle as it struck six and decided it was time to take a break. The day had been exhausting. I had gotten a lot accomplished so far, though, and was rather proud of myself.

			I went upstairs to the small bedroom that my sister and I had shared as children. I wondered if the door had been closed since I left. I had been home to visit Grandma but had not spent a night here since. It was dusty and everything looked as though it hadn’t been moved in years.

			I opened the windows to let some air move through the room and shook out the quilt that was lying on the bed and sat down on the edge. I quickly found a comfortable spot and lay back.

			I looked at the ceiling thinking about the day and the events that had ensued. I still couldn’t believe that she was gone. I felt the tears forming again as I rolled over and hugged the pillow. The dust in the old linens filled my lungs as the tears fell drop by drop. As I fell asleep, I had never felt so alone. I cried from the misery of missing all of my family, dead and alive.

		


		
			CHAPTER TWO

			DREAMS

			My dreams took me to a carefree time when my grandparents were both alive and my mom had come to visit. Seline and I were playing out in the yard. We were covered in mud from the pies we were making. It was completely blissful, and the smell of the lavender that Grandma had planted around the yard felt comforting as the wind gently blew its soothing scent around us.

			At one point I was certain that I saw the dark-haired lady from town standing at the edge of the tree line watching us. I didn’t really pay attention to her though. It was as though she was there and may as well have been part of the trees that surrounded her. My young mind saw but just accepted it and went on.

			I was pulled from the dream by a sense of something dark and sinister. Maybe it was all part of the dream, I really couldn’t be sure. The scraping on the old wooden siding may have been the wind or just my imagination, but it nevertheless woke me.

			After living in town for so long the night out here in the country seemed darker than it had when I was younger. I felt a shiver run through me as I let my feet find the floor. It was an odd feeling. I had never been scared here as a child. I had always known that it was safe. Of course, Grandma was a big part of the safety that I had known, and now, she wasn’t here. I was really letting my imagination run wild and knew I simply must gain control. I sat on the edge of the bed for a moment letting my eyes search the darkness. As they adjusted to the night I realized there was nothing there. There was nothing but the feeling of the creepy darkness. I pulled my mind together and decided that I would not allow myself to be scared as I stood up and took a step.

			I felt the breeze that seemed cooler than July rushing through the window I had opened. The old windows were heavy, and the ropes that they slid along were swollen with moisture. As I pulled down with all of my weight, I looked out, and the moon in the sky seemed shrouded by the clouds. I thought I saw a shadow in the tree line at the back of the house, but then it was gone. I was quickly reminded of my dream and the dark-haired lady. Her face was clear in my mind. Yet I didn’t feel the same nonchalant feeling from this shadow. I felt a shiver run up and down my spine.

			I really had to get a hold of myself. I kind of shook my head and laughed to myself as I pushed the old window the rest of the way shut, as I thought that it must have been my imagination.

			As I descended the stairs that led back down into the hallway, I realized I needed to close all the windows and the doors I had left open. The old chandelier that hung in the hallway was swaying in the breeze that the wind was creating inside the house. The light from the single bulb in it was dancing around and bouncing off the walls, and the entrances of all the rooms that led off of the grand old hall. The air that stirred was stale and damp and I couldn’t ever remember smelling anything like it here before. It seemed the freshness of the lavender had faded with my grandmother.

			I walked through the rooms closing up the house as the rain began to fall hard. In each room I flipped the light switch but only one other bulb in the whole house worked, and it was in the living-room. I wished that I had thought to bring some more or at least a flashlight.

			Grandma had always had plenty of oil for the lanterns around, so I filled one that was on a small table just to carry with me. I could hear the rain beating down on the old tin roof and blowing against the old siding as I settled into Grandma’s old overstuffed chair. I recalled how she had looked while in this chair. On more than one occasion I would sit at her feet while she brushed my hair and sang her own version of a lullaby to me. I could never remember her doing that with Seline. I let that sink into my bones for a short moment. Maybe that was the reason Seline was the way she was. I had always been Grandma’s favorite. She had never said that, but really, she didn’t have to.

			As I thought back, I knew it and I’m sure that Seline did too. I felt bad for her, knowing that at some point she probably lay in her own bed crying herself to sleep, thinking of Grandma brushing my hair and singing to me while she sat across the room watching. I couldn’t imagine how Grandma could have done that to her. It really wasn’t fair.

			As I sat there the clock began to chime. After the eleventh strike it stopped. I couldn’t believe I had slept so long. It had seemed like only moments. I did feel better after getting some rest. Even the fear that I had awakened with had subsided, and I felt rejuvenated.

			I decided to get the box from the table in the kitchen and look over the books I had found. My eyes had adjusted to the dim lighting, and I thought I might be able to read them now by the single bulb and the light that shone from the oil lamp.

			I took the lantern with me and set it on the counter. This would take some getting used to. It was like carrying a flashlight around only it was heavy, fluid, and much more delicate. I pulled out the bigger leather-bound book and wiped the dust from it. The cover was tattered, and the edges were very rough. Across the center of the book was scribed Strega Secrato.

			I flipped the first page of the book open and squinted to read it in the lantern light, only to find that I didn’t understand what it said: I segreti delle Streghe solo il sangue definirà il libro. As much as it looked like Greek to me, I honestly wasn’t sure what language it was. With disappointment I closed the book, sat it on the counter, and stacked the others on top of it.

			I anxiously gathered the books up and tucked them under one arm and carefully held the lantern as I walked back into the living-room. I had never been very agile, and I tiptoed to try to keep my balance. The last thing I wanted to do was drop the lantern and burn the old house down. “Hell, I bet there isn’t even insurance on it,” I whispered to myself.

			As I settled back into the old chair I relaxed as the rain beat a rhythm of age old music with the thunder chiming in ever so often. I couldn’t help but to hum along with it. Nostalgia had set in, and one of Grandma’s old tunes was coming to mind, one that I hadn’t thought of in years.

			“Don’t go out, my children. Don’t go out in the night. Don’t go out, my Darlings. There’s things out there that bite.” I hummed along some more as I recalled the words in my head.

			I began to thumb through the first book, which was the smallest one of the three. The edges of the pages were tattered, and the book looked as though it had been well used. I was surprised by its contents. It was full of different recipes. These were no ordinary recipes though. They were recipes for spells. The handwriting on the pages looked as though it had been written by a child. As I carefully thumbed through the book, the pages were filled with every kind of spell I could imagine that a child may think of. At the top of each page was what it would cure, compromise, or ensure. I had to smile when I came to the page that stopped me, written across the top was, ‘Keeping Mommy Safe.’ As I read down the list that was needed for this spell, which was written in the same childlike manner, my jaw dropped.

			Piece of mommy’s hair

			A fingernail to be certain

			To keep the ghosts from coming in, A little piece of the curtain

			A drop of two of my own blood And Seline’s to seal it tight, Stir it together, light the match, And Mommy stays safe tonight.

			I quickly recognized the smiley face that as a child I had drawn at the bottom of the page. I remembered now: I must have written this whole book of spells.

			That was the last night we stayed with Mom. I had been so worried about her. I had overheard her telling a friend of hers that there was something going on in the house. I remembered her saying that she didn’t think it was safe. At the time, I thought it was ghosts, and I didn’t want them to hurt her.

			I shut the book and looked around in total amazement. When we came to live with Grandma and Grandpa I never remembered it again until now. I hadn’t remembered anything from my younger childhood before now. I never really thought about it before though, but I should have. Everyone has memories from before they are 10 years old. Now I could remember writing that particular page but not the others, but I knew that I had.

			I was thoroughly confused by this. Why had I not remembered, and why the hell was I writing spells? My mind catapulted itself to another thought. I was a witch, and I would have bet money against nothing that Grandma was, too. That would certainly explain some things in my life, like my business. I had always been comfortable there with my tea leaves, herbs, and other worldly things for sale. I had always felt a kind of comfort with such stuff. Maybe it was something from my youth coming out of me instinctively.

			I felt a zestful burst of energy as the questions swirled around my mind, as I turned my attention back to the book, back to my book. I began thinking of all the time I had spent with Grandma. Why would she have not told me? No, it could not have been. She was just Grandma, and something this important she would have told me. However, she was odd and she was always treating us with herbs and chants, she must have been. The bigger question that lingered in my mind was why I hadn’t remembered before now. It was like it had been erased until I read that single page in that book. My recollection was still fuzzy, but I remembered writing that page.

			I thumbed back through the book. None of the other spells seemed to jog any hazy memories of times gone by in childhood; only that one held something. It was the last spell I had cast, and it was rooted inside me still.

			I grabbed the old oil lamp and headed upstairs to Grandma’s bedroom. I had to get into her old desk. That held her most private possessions. Nobody had ever been allowed in there. I felt my spine tingle as I opened her door. I felt the urge to turn and run, but as the light from the lantern filled the room I became more at ease. The desk sat in the far corner of the room, and the chair in front of it was positioned perfectly, just as I had remembered from the few occasions that Seline and I would wander in here. Nearly always we would turn and run out together before Grandma could catch us, thinking that we had gotten away with something.

			I sat and pulled the roll top up. The papers inside were neat and tidy. There in the very front was an envelope with “Kali” scrolled across it. I picked it up realizing it was my Grandmothers handwriting. She had left me a letter. I fought the urge again to cry. My mind gave way to the thoughts of her being here, I missed her dreadfully. She was always so strong and always here. I regretted leaving for a moment. Had I stayed with her, maybe I could have stopped whatever had gotten her. As the thought ran through my mind, a cold chill ran up my spine. Had I been here, just maybe I would be with her now, in the afterlife, wherever she was.

			As I held back the tears, I realized that her scent had filled the room as I pulled the seal from the envelope to open it. She was never one to wear perfume, but I could not remember a time when she hadn’t smelled of lavender or sage. She had a very distinct aroma, and I could smell it all around me, soothing me
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