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Evolution slow to start, Brendan is in a lurch after contacted to track some stolen artifacts meant to have been delivered to a fellow Hunter and Curator of a museum in Denmark.  However, neither the items...nor actual caller...even exists.  Not even originating in the same zip code.  With the help of Ash, Legacy, and the agency...will Evolution ever get off the ground?  Where will this lead the team?

“We’re a boring species, since we gave up the chase?”  Brendan Parker
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Since you asked...on a wild-goose chase, where our cases always end up.  This time, it’s a foreign country, on another continent....and some significant property damage.  All fixable.  A new twisted historic backstory that only has part to do with the story but needed to be told anyway.  Still fascinating.  

Or there’s the ghost that keeps coming back.  Eventually Erik will just run out of his own apartment.  Aww...the baggage girlfriends bring when they move in.  Good stuff!

Lots of changes with Evolution and Legacy.  It’s hard making a significant change when you’re not even really welcome in your own world.  But you always get by with a little help from your friends or an excessive amount of help as we always seem to require.

And there’s the ghost that likes to hang out in your bed, eavesdropping on your conversation with your boyfriend because he misses interaction.

“Oh no.  I expect a full-scale ambush if she coaxes me outside or they trap us in here and destroy the place.”  Agent Ash

“Wow, Nancy...sure sounding negative today.”  Erik, the Man (Find out why around page 54...just saying)
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“Hello, this is Agent Ash, Legacy under-boss of the NOT real Vampire Mafia.  If you need accounting...please press ‘end’ on your keypad.  ‘Dacă aveţi nevoie de contabilitate...vă rugăm apăsaţi "End" de pe tastatura dvs.’  Or...If you need me to intervene in some evil plot to destroy the world...please leave a lengthy and overly detailed message with all your confidential information.  Thanks!”  Ash giggles and I hear Erik’s voice in the background on the outgoing voicemail message.

“That’s not funny...what was that...that could be monitored.”  His warning stern.

Ash scoffs.  “That was Romanian and...yeah...I’m monitoring myself for quality assurance purposes.”  Her voicemail chimed so I began my message. 

“Hey Ash, it’s Brendan!  I was wondering, if you get a chance, can you give me a call?  I may need to borrow your research team about something that I was just contacted for.  It’s aligned with the info you gave me about that training case your team compiled.  Talk soon!  Thanks!”  I sigh, tapping ‘end call’ on my phone, setting it aside on the desk as I raise my hands to rub my tired face.  

I am seriously too young to feel this worn thin!

“Did you get a hold of her?”  I turned my head to the door as Pa-Pa came into the office he built towards the front of the property.  For me to have a home base for my supposed downtime and mom’s dealings with the Evolution families.

I shake my head, releasing another sigh.  “I left a message.  It’s not urgent so we can let their plane land and they can get settled at least.”

Pa-Pa nods, then motions his coffee cup towards the stack of files I have been going through from Ash.  “Anything good in that other research so far?”

I lean back in my chair, raising a brow.  “I found quite a bit actually.  Stuff I hadn’t noticed before.  Nothing I was taught by Steve and the bunch.  I’m glad Legacy hangs on to all their stuff as they do.  But I’m missing the connection between locations.  I mean we started in Oregon.  Then Belize.  Now we’re getting calls from Denmark and tips to track in Scandinavia.  Seriously?”

Pa-Pa furrows his brow as he moves to take a seat in the chair opposite me at my desk.  “But you did find a connection to that story from Steve’s group, right?”

“I found out what this all goes back to...the story of St. George is the only connection I can make.  There was so much directly related to him, although most are just symbolic dedications varied by religion during different crusades.  The other players involved with that first case research...I can’t make a connection though the locations aren’t really that far.”  I pursed my lips as I thought.

“Is it changing of kingdoms and dynasties over time that blurred the information?  You know how things got lost or destroyed with each battle over even an acre of land in Europe back then.”  Pa-Pa asks.

I motion my hand, pointing my finger at him.  “See...that’s just it.  So many wars...so many territories...so many reasons.  There’s overlap everywhere but the people connection I cannot find.”

Pa-Pa grimaces as he sets his coffee mug on the desk after taking the last sip.  “Well...all the dealings we’ve had with Ash, we’ve learned there are just things we can’t always get answered.  We may never find the six degrees of separation between the people...but the story...that may be the only connection.  The interpretation or resurrections of old ideals can change to fit society now, no matter the original intent.”

I tap a small stack of files on the other side of my desk.  “Yeah...like Steve.  These were the research Legacy did on that David guy’s tattoo.  We found later was of no real significance to him.  For ‘funsies’ because he and a friend read a book.  However, it meant something for many others just to have the information.”

Pa-Pa chuckles.  “At least you kids are thorough...and look how much work it saves you all, not just keeping the information, but sharing it between groups.  The time it saves each task; this was the right call, my boy.  You want to find the details...Ash is our girl.  Her team will help put something together.”

I had to laugh, thinking of her voicemail and the part of the message in another language.  “Did you know her voicemail message?  She speaks Romanian.”  

I eye Pa-Pa as he releases a snort, shaking his head.  “That kid’s head is full of all sorts of stuff.  Ironic as she’s a vampire yet not the Transylvanian kind in the books.  John had said Ash used to translate stuff for her grandmother when she was a kid.  She speaks several languages.  She can even read old runes; the language and not just the magic parts.  As in the original Poetic Edda’s.”

Oddly, enough...for some reason...this doesn’t surprise me.

I bite my lip as I squint my eyes in thought.  “I didn’t think of that.”  I raise my hand to rub my chin.  “You think this has anything to do with the Viking trail?  I mean, timing...?”  I trail off in mid-question, tilting my head to the side.

Pa-Pa shrugs his shoulders as he stands, grabbing his cup from the desk.  “Anything is possible.  We’ve learned that too.”  He sighs as he steps towards the door.  “Give me a holler if you need me.  I got a bunch of books in that backroom behind ya’ about Vikings and all that.”  I raise my brow, swiveling my chair towards the door to the walk-in closet/library we had begun building for my research team.  

Once I can get a full group trained that is.  

I turn back, smiling at my grandfather with a nod.  “I will give those a peek.  Thanks for reminding me it was there; worth a shot.”

He makes a face as he waves his hand at me, reaching his other hand for the door.  “It’s because Ash spoiled ya with all those fancy files.  You need to remember you can’t always rely on a ‘team’ to be handy when you need something.  It’s all right, son...we’re meant to have a little dirt under our fingernails once in a while.  Don’t be afraid to dig in there.”

He chuckles, wiggling his brows at me.  “It won’t hurt ya.  I promise.  If Ash can fight in high heels without breaking a glitter covered fingernail...you can find some information.”  He turns as I wave before he closes the door behind, heading back to the house.

Well...he’s right.  I slowly spin in my chair, staring at that other door.  It couldn’t hurt to see what I can dig up.  I’ll have to wait for Ash for the ‘chase’ part because they have the fancy location devices and definitely more connections than I do as Evolution is still in its infancy.  But I have some time for a little research of my own.  Maybe I can get a file together...like Chloe showed me at training.

I’m just grateful Chloe had no issue filling in for me at the training facility while I went and helped Ash in Belize.  Katerina sent me with Leif to specifically deliver a piece of wedding cake just for Chloe before we came home for a break.  

It was cool being a silent observer with Pa-Pa at the wedding.  Mom missed it with her duties here, but they sent home some cake.  We actually felt like part of the family, even if we couldn’t participate beyond that since we aren’t technically supernaturals.  Nevertheless, as Ash says “We are always welcome since we all are other-than-natural and that makes us all one big super-twisted family...that’s what matters”.  

Ash had introduced me to Nick at the mass healing we hosted at the seized Hunter compound.  I thought Chloe was a godsend as a partner in crime here...Nick’s not quite as hot, but he had many skills already that helped easily slide into my spot as Evolution’s top trainer.  I am now just the pretty face that speaks for the group.

No matter how hot either is, the only one I would have the option to date would be Nick...although, he’s not really my type.  However, Chloe is ALL my type plus some.  Unfortunately, I would be very...a...toxic for her to date or even think of anything past that.  Not that it’s stopped my mind from wandering to naughty places.  As long as I keep my hands to myself, I still have the best friend I could possibly have in Chloe.

That freed up tons of time for me to find jobs for us to manage.  However, I do miss the training.  I miss hanging out with Chloe too.  The job was a big help to Nick’s family.  I’ll deal with the personal sacrifice so he can be the dependable male role model for his siblings.  One man his mother can rely on at least.

It’s been great having the members of both Legacy and Evolution train together since we all work together on the outside.  It has just been so difficult to get anything ‘real life’ for Hunters to take the reins on, so most times we just help Legacy and their many agency’s needs.  I don’t have many people to take with me yet.  Nick and a couple other guys I fast tracked through training.  When we met Ash and the gang in Belize, most of the guys with me were the sons or grandsons of Pa-Pa’s Hunter friends.  But we’re getting there slowly with our elder Hunter’s help.

That call has me scratching my head though.  It was from a curator at a museum in Denmark.  A load of objects that they had shipped in for display, including some memorial items or dedications items from different churches and other archeological finds, were missing some specific containers.  

I’m still waiting for the manifest for the full list of what exactly is missing.  But they had to do with St. George the dragon slayer, that I heard, but the eras of each object varied as did the location of origin.  Once I know what the items are, I can get a better idea where to start the search.

A private collector had helped gather the items in one shipment to send to the museum.  This specific order was added to several others to make one single large shipment.  Good to cut costs though they were divided by shippers and the museum.  They figured it would be easier to secure.  I would have agreed.  

I guess we were both wrong.  

According to the manifest, which went through two or three checkpoints before it was ever shipped, all containers were there and untouched.  So, the collector is off the hook there.  However, who else knew what he/she was doing?  

Could be a stolen relics black-market deal.

Upon the shipments arrival, not only were a few containers missing but it looked as someone had pried a few of the crates open, taking an item or two and leaving the rest unhampered.  How?  Who?  Why?  That’s the part we have to figure out.  

But...the reason we were called was to help locate the items.  The museum curator...is a Hunter like Pa-Pa.  It is quite possible there may be a connection to either a human or possibly a supernatural collector.  The curator felt more comfortable calling us instead of the agency or Ash directly.  

That guy, David, whose missing kids they helped find...he worked for collectors of all types...in both realms.  Mental note: can question David!

So, I call Ash.  If we can rule out either of our worlds, then it’s a human problem.  After that...as these are said to be regional antiquities for this realm; the proper authorities can handle that.  

However, I think there may be a supernatural connection unless someone knew what this collector was doing and stole the items when they knew the opportunity would exist.

If we have all the documents, or will soon, we can prove who was on or near that shipment at any given point and possibly clear them.  I think the only other option to get beyond any security would be magical...like Ash and the others can vanish to different places.

That’s the odd thing.  How would they vanish off with all that cargo?  I mean, it was simple for any of them to vanish us back and forth as needed but since they brought luggage and other items, they had to fly to Belize and back.  

I’ll have to ask Ash why that is.  I had better make a note of that.

I release a loud, exhausted yawn, rubbing my face with my hands again as I lean against the desk.  Well...I’m not hitting the books as I told Pa-Pa, so I better get my butt in gear.  Get something done while I wait for Ash’s call back.

I feel bad, actually having to call them in on something so soon, but the good thing is most of it is little busy work for now.  We have no real travel plans yet, just information to sift through or locate.  Fingers-crossed...if we do travel again...we better go somewhere cool!
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I woke just as we landed.  I had been drooling all over Erik’s shoulder for about four hours now.  He chuckled at me wiping my face, looking around confusedly when I felt the plane touching down.  “We’re home.”  I yawn out as I stretch, looking out the window at the small airport near my dad’s place.

The bigger commercial airport is only about thirty miles away but this serves many private plane owners, medical, and fire flights for the local area.  Kenny and Katerina were dumping us off on their way to their honeymoon.

That was an incredible ceremony and the honeymoon...still a secret.  Kenny’s gift to surprise his bride, flying into the horizon with reckless abandon.  Katerina was ecstatic thinking of all the things she could share when they come home.  All the adventure they find.  I am beyond happy for them.  I love them both so much and they are so perfect for each other.  

I think their plan is to be gone for like a month.  I have been strictly forbidden by my father to call Katerina during her time off.  “What do you mean I can’t call her?  What if something happens, dad?  War?  Another kidnapping?  A shoe sale?  We are all part of the Legacy Leadership Team.”  I over annunciate that last part as my father just stared at me.  “We only function as a united front.”

“Umm hum.”  He nods at me.  “And with every team, they learn to cover when a member is gone for a bit.  You will be fine.”  Dad pats me on the head with a smile.  “What if she has children one day?  You’ll have to figure it out then.”  He shrugs then rushes over to grab the vehicles to drive over, so we can load up our crap to go home.

“He is absolutely killing me.”  I look to Erik, watching my dad run around the hangar to where we each parked on the side.

Erik snickers as he’s unpacking our luggage, with Kenny and Raymond, from the plane.  Leif is sorting what goes with whom in piles on the ground.  “Since you’re obviously still alive...because you’re complaining...can you check the time?” 

I raise my brow at Erik, pulling my phone from my pocket as the others laugh.  I think Talia and Thomas disappeared to grab vehicles with my dad because I can’t see them anywhere.  “It’s nearly noon and I have a voicemail from Brendan.”

“Really?”  Raymond appeared surprised and concerned.  “Everything ok?  Dr. Tina was dropping them off on her way home last night.  Leif’s supposed to meet her later.”

I hold up my finger as I quickly listen to the message.  I put the phone on speaker and replayed it so the entire group could hear.  “Well, that sounds interesting.”  I look around, cramming my phone back into my pocket.

Erik tips his head to the side.  “You sent those files with him, correct?”  He shakes his head, frustrated yet laughing still.  “All that time we spent on a stupid tattoo.”  

I nod.  “Yeah...he got all that stuff from the first case too, but he said something about the locations.  Although I recall that was actually handy info for us.”  Erik points at me as if to say, ‘good point’.  Raymond and Leif nod agreeing as they look to me.

Kenny laughs.  “Well, good luck with whatever that may be.”

I scowl at him until he slips a chocolate into my hand.  I raise two fingers at him, and his eyes go big.  I point to Katerina in the plane.  “If I can’t even call to make sure everyone is alive...fork over the chocolate.  And be careful with her...she’s an integral part of our team.”

Kenny hands me several chocolates as I giggle when he dumps them into my palm from his shirt pocket.  “There...will that work?”  Kenny places his hands on his hips then turns to look just as my dad brought his car around.

We scowl at each other as I reply.  “For now.”  We both growl then burst into laughter.  Dad and everyone else got busy loading the cars so I called Brendan back to get a few more details to discuss on our way.  Or I can even get to looking now.

Maura, Talia’s mom and my mother flew back on a commercial flight as we had snuck them down to Belize.  They were also preparing to have Angelica and Sam, both Erik’s parents, come from their home in California to visit with us all in Oregon.  Erik was very excited and so was I.  If Sam decides to go with the agency, that means they will be moving up here too.

Thomas and my father were the worst about the entire thing.  They had both told Sam he had time to decide if he wanted to come to work for the agency, but they were still fighting over who was taking him.  I’m pretty sure we can figure out how to split his time efficiently...considering these last two cases, we have all worked together anyway.  

One place, one job, pretty simple...so there’s really no reason to try to rip the man in half when he hasn’t even arrived yet.  Plus, I think we may need his skillset for this first.  Just throwing that out there.  I do have some pull with Erik and Angelica, both backing me.

Before we had left Belize, we returned David with his family.  We had an agency assigned liaison that would be specifically keeping an eye on that coven, and making sure they keep their end of the deal.

My dad had actually offered to put David back through training and get him a job again with the agency.  However, David wanted to find something simple, legal, and local so he could be with his kids.  His wife and mother-in-law were overjoyed.  I can imagine they had much to discuss after what he learned they attempted to do.  

Their elders coerced them, and David would have done whatever he could for the children; even sacrificing himself.  I guess that can be forgiven with time, but I bet their marriage will never entirely be the same.  I hope they can get past this at least for the kids.  Personally, I’d have a little trouble sleeping in the same room with someone that allowed that to be planned in the first place.  But I’m fickle, I guess.  I also don’t have little ones to care for.

I had a special agreement with Meadow to check in with me as often as possible.  We made matching amulets to keep in contact with each other.  Leif helped us with that and made a third to match that Katerina kept for communicating with Jocelyn.  That way we had some way to keep tabs on the kids but still allowing them to live undisturbed as the coven agreed.

I completely forgot...Dr. Tina did deliver a file to me before the wedding that I had briefly glanced at when we were on the plane.  Well, before I passed out, spilling saliva all over Erik’s clean shirt.  From all the samples and all the documentation that was available for comparisons, this was the doctor’s son.  Madame Chairman was, in fact, part of that other coupling where she was married for a very brief time to a non-altered supernatural.

What happened to the guy?  Fell off the world after about three months of marriage and hasn’t been heard from since, so there were no children that we know of from that union.  At least no births listed under that name were ever recorded.

The doc...well he was a bit sicker than we thought.  Those supposed fertility treatments or exams he was doing on patients.  Just as he was doing to my wolf at the time of her disappearance.  He was actually stealing eggs and recorded to date this embryo was the only that he got someone to carry to term and deliver alive for him.  

Were there others?  Dear god I hope not!

“You ready?”  Erik sneaks a kiss on my cheek as I put my phone back in my pocket.

I nod to him and everyone else.  “Yeah.  Well let’s love on Kenny and Kat before they abandon us.  I’ll wait until they’re out of earshot to tell you about Brendan’s call, so they won’t worry about us back here...figuring it all out...on our own.”

Out of nowhere, Kenny produces a huge bag of chocolates and tosses them to me as he readies to board the plane.  “There you go, kid.  Good luck.  Thank you all for the wonderful vacation and incredible wedding.  We love you all.  See you soon.”  He pulls up the steps and closes the door, grinning at us through the window with a wave.

My eyes go wide as I stick my lower lip out.  Dad snickers with Thomas as I turn with a gasp.  “I can’t even hug her?”

Dad nods at me with a sigh.  “You’ll live.  She’s a big girl now...go let them enjoy what time they can before we never let them leave our sides again.”  I raise my pinky, so dad and I shake pinkies to agree as Thomas and Talia laugh.

“What’d Brendan say?”  Raymond asks as we approach the cars to move so Kenny can turn the plane around to leave again.

I look around at what is left of our group and sigh.  “I told him I would call him back when I got to the house, but from what I gather, someone stole some artifacts destined for a museum in Demark.  The curator is a Hunter, so he contacted Brendan this morning.”

Everyone looked to me confusedly, so I finished.  “There’s a possibility one of our kind may be involved.  Word apparently has spread, not just about Evolution, but many are embracing the idea that we work together.  We’re two-for-two, so we’re gaining momentum.  Pa-Pa’s even taken calls from other Hunters to join clans that were never treatied with us before.”

“You mean like the collaborated tribes we have in different places?”  Erik looks at me as he asks.

I shrug my shoulders.  “That’s what it sounds like to me.  Like they’re expanding in each region and it’s not just the old school Hunters joining in.  That guy that chased me at the school...his age demographic is signing on now too.  The hard-headed ones that didn’t care and just want us gone.”

My dad, Thomas, and Leif exchanged smiles.  “That means they don’t have to sign anything, and they can defect if ever necessary.”  My dad smiles.

Thomas snorts as Leif begins to chuckle.  “Yet they can enjoy all the benefits in the meantime.”

“As long as it’s not an excuse to get to me or any one of us...I won’t ask.”  I motion my hands out to my sides.

Erik was brushing sand off something as he tossed it in the car.  “So, you think we’ll have to travel to Denmark?”  He asks, closing the car door.

I shake my head, looking at everyone.  “It didn’t sound necessary yet, but if we track down a link to us...most likely.”  I furrow my brows as I add.  “He said they were getting information about Scandinavia.  I don’t know if that is where they disappeared from or are on the way now.”

Dad waves his hand at me over the car.  “Either way we’re covered.  You can translate and after this last trip.  I think Thomas and I both agree, for the agency, that you plan the travel.”

I giggle, looking as Thomas nodded wide-eyed and smiling huge.  “You just like splitting the cost.”

Dad shook his head yet laughing.  “That’s not it at all.  I had a wonderful time.  You made your mother very happy; you know?  I forgot to say, ‘thank you’ for that.”

I nod with a snort.  “Anytime.  I think we should do all our travel like that, but the mom squad is on the shelf for a bit.”

Erik looks up to me with a smirk.  “You know my mother is already compiling a list of houses for sale she’s planning to go look at with your mother and Maura when they come up next week.”

Thomas and dad both clench their fists, moving their arms back hard.  “Yes!”  They both glared at each other.  “Wait!  No!  He’s going with me.”  They square off, staring at each other.

I clear my throat, grabbing their attention.  “I recall he gets to visit first...then he can decide.  So can we go home for now and help Brendan while you two plot how to win Sam over?”  I wiggle my brows challengingly at my dad.  “Though I do recall Thomas calling ‘dibs’ first.”

My father takes a sharp breath in through his nose.  “Did you get my bikes back in the garage at home?”

I smirk at him.  “Yes, you big baby.  I even washed them too.”

That made dad actually give me an impressed look.  “Thanks, Ashleigh.  I appreciate that.  Did you remember gas?”  His brows rose.

“Dad...I couldn’t transport them all full.  I know they weren’t full when they got here either.  Stupid to let gas sit in a tank when you never drive it.”  I fold my arms, smiling sarcastically at my dad as he huffs.

“Ok...you got me there.  Next time...ask first please.”  Dad asks and I nod agreeing.  He looks at his watch and then to Thomas.  “We better get.  The wives will be home soon, and Leif has to meet up with Dr. Tina.”

We turn, looking to Leif as he eyes me.  “Actually...I think I’ll swing by the apartment if you kids don’t mind.  I would like to hear about the issue with Brendan before I abandon you.  If these are collectors of stolen artifacts, I just happen to have contacts in both realms to gather information if necessary.”

I smile at Erik then look to Raymond and Talia.  “Let’s make it lunch at our place and then we’ll figure something out.”

Raymond and Erik both rub their stomachs.  “I am getting hungry.”  Erik nods to Raymond who agrees.

We head off to our cars and kiss our dads ‘goodbye’ for now.  Erik turns to me as I close my car door.  “So, I guess laundry is going to be later?”

I wiggle my brows at him.  “Not much later.  Dr. Tina is expecting Leif soon.  Raymond and Talia were making some plan for something while we were landing.”

Erik nods, appearing happy.  “Good.  Not that I’m being pushy...but I’m kind of over the whole sand thing for now.”

I laugh as he starts the car.  He pulls behind Raymond and we leave in a caravan out the gates of the hangar.  “Yeah...I can see what you mean.  I had fun though.”  I raise as brow as Erik snickers.

“I think we should have trips like that more often.  Although, for now...we need an actual break between cases.”  He sighs glancing at me as he drives.

“We’ll still help Brendan, right?”  I ask, feeling a bit nervous.  He did tell me at training he was undecided about a lot of fieldwork.

“Of course, we’ll help him.  We can do a conference call from the house, and we’ll divvy up the work and set a time to get everything to Brendan.”  Erik smiles at me widely.  “The question is...are you ok with someone else being lead on a case?”

I smile back at Erik.  “If they’re supernatural...that falls in our laps, my friend.  Brendan and I will be equals then.”

He chuckles, tossing his back slightly.  “That’s what I thought.”

I’m not sure where this next adventure will wind up at.  But for now, it just sounds like a little busy work.  We can do that in our jammies from home until something comes up.  We’ll have plenty of time to relax before we find anything out that would possibly require travel.  If we do, dad already assigned me as the new travel agent.  Now that is a job I will gladly handle after what Kenny, and I just pulled off.

Oh...he had been planning to marry Katerina as soon as possible.  When I got the news about this place, I had him swing by and check it out.  They hadn’t found anything that Kenny thought was perfect to give her the wedding beyond her dreams.

We found it, and I believe it was beyond what any of us could have dreamt.  It was perfect for them too.  Intimate with the small guest list and classy.  Either way, it captured the true romance they both deserve in this life.

I better focus on getting back home or I’m going to start crying again.  (Sniffle.)  Never mind, already choking up.  I’m just so happy for them.  I could burst right now.  I think all of our lives will be filled with just that right touch of magic.  The kind a real family possesses.  
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It took a few trips back and forth to the car to take up all our sand covered luggage, setting it by the apartment door.  I slipped my simple little backpack over my shoulders, so I could heft Ashleigh’s shoe bag up the steps with both hands while she locked up the car and made sure she had grabbed her purse, following me to the apartment.  I honestly don’t recall leaving with this much crap and I know she hardly shopped with the mom squad.

“Don’t be so dramatic, Erik.  It’s not a treasure filled sea chest; it’s barely a carry on with a few pairs of shoes.”  I hear Ashleigh huff in my head.

I looked up at her when we finally reached our floor, and I was able to roll this giant shoe bag up to the door.  “It looks like something either a magician or a ventriloquist would carry full of their props.  You hardly even wore shoes the entire time.”  I chuckle, pulling the keys from my pocket to unlock the front door. 

She shrugs her shoulders at me.  “We had other plans as well as work.  I had to be prepared at a moment’s notice.”

“Well, I have a hernia...would you mind pushing that back in please?”  I retort, leaning back down to grab the bag.  I push the apartment door open, wheeling in her shoes as I scoff.  “Plans!  You had a plan; what were the others?  Plans for what...a national shoe disaster?”  

I raise my finger in the air as she was preparing to answer but she stopped.  “I know...there was a wicked plot about a great shoe caper that only we as supernaturals could solve.  Then Ash saves the day by sharing her shoes with Central America.”  I toss my head back, laughing.  “Wait...a tsunami was about to hit the island sparing all life yet sweeping away every shoe on the island.”  

She gasps, looking at the bag then up to me wide-eyed with her lower lip sticking out.  “You are not giving away my shoes.  If needed, I would buy shoes for others.  Those are specific to my feet.  Plus...a few of those have some great memories attached to them.”  She eyes me coyly as I laugh.

I drop the bag by the bedroom door, looking back at her.  “That’s all you heard?  Really?”  I release a frustrated breath.  “Alright, those you can keep for sentimental value.  You can keep your work boots too.  But I will be reorganizing and downsizing your collection so I can take back my half of the closet.”

“Erik!”  She gives me a cross look.  “You said you didn’t mind the space I needed.  You touch even one pair of those shoes and so help me I will ‘blue spark’ you until you lose all control of your bladder.”

I wiggle my brows.  “That will be difficult considering I have been working on my tolerance to that as a fighting skill.  At least there is some magic I can combat.”

She raised her brows as I unzipped the bag, pulling out some random pair of strappy sandals while she gasps.  I start walking towards the kitchen as if I was really planning to toss them out.  “Erik!”  She chases me through the apartment as I dangle the shoes near the trash bin.  “You do it...and I swear, Erik.”

“You’ll what?”  I narrow my eyes challengingly at her yet smirking.

“We’ll see how much electricity your bowels can handle.”  With a clenched jaw, she latches onto my arm, shocking me with ‘blue spark’ until I dropped the shoes.  She grabbed them, releasing my arm and running off to the bedroom as I gave chase.

“Let the games begin.”  Raymond chuckles from the open front doorway.  I stop mid-chase to smile at him and see Talia sneaking up behind him, laughing.  

“I’d listen, Erik.”  Talia warns as Ash walks back out of the bedroom, smiling and waving, happy they joined us for our lunch date.  “She asks very little of you...let her have one vice.  She could have a gambling problem or worse.”

“Thank you!”  Ash nods appreciatively to Talia, glaring back at me as I notice she’s putting a lock on the zipper of the bag, and I watch as she drags it to the side of the couch.  It was an inch at a time, as she would step then drag.  She finally dropped it and ran back into the bedroom.  She was back out in an instant, carrying a folded blanket and a pillow.

I pointed to her arms as she brushed past me, placing those on top of the suitcase.  “What are those for?”  I tilted my head as I asked Ashleigh about the clean blanket and pillow she just dropped onto a sand covered bag.

She places her hands on her hips as she looks into my eyes.  “Well, you don’t want my shoes in your closet, and we’re a package deal.  So, I will stay where we will both be wanted.  The couch!”

I snicker, thinking she has to be joking.  “So, you’re punishing me for that JOKE by a roomie timeout?”  I state as a question noticing Raymond and Talia went very quiet as they watched our exchange.  

“You don’t want my shoes...you get to sleep in a cold, and very lonely bed.”  Ash nods resolutely.  

“Wow!”  Talia added.  “I think she means business.”

Raymond looks around uncomfortably.  “We can always do lunch later if you guys need a minute.”

“No.”  Ashleigh and I both call out.  Ashleigh looks up to me, speaking to Ray and Talia.  “I’m using this as a teaching tool.  This will be far more distressing a consequence than smacking him on the nose with a newspaper every time he touches my shoes.”

“Oh...you’re being a tool alright.”  I snap at Ashleigh, reaching for the blanket and pillow, taking them back into the bedroom as she bites her lip, stifling a laugh.  

Raymond closes the door, tossing his head back laughing as I walk out of the bedroom.  “You two...I never know when you’re joking anymore.  You’re both so competitive with each other.”

Talia giggles, sneaking Ash a knuckle bump.  “I was waiting for Erik’s ass to get flung through the wall.”

Ashleigh smirks, looking up as I step to her side, hovering over her with a mean look on my face.  “I was thinking a spray bottle of water to the face...but that would probably work better actually.”

She rises to her tiptoes to kiss me, and I turn my head away, walking into the kitchen asking.  “So, what’s for lunch, dear?”  Raymond snorts as I turn, smiling back to the group.  

Ash looks to Talia, maniacally tapping her fingers together.  “Why don’t you check the oven, little boy?  Go ahead, no need to fear...give it a peek...and I’ll give a little shove.”  They giggle as I open the fridge.

Ash covers her face with her hands, gagging as the smell hits us.  I close the door quickly as Raymond makes a sour face while he and Talia pinch their noses.  “What is that?  We weren’t gone that long for anything to spoil that bad.”

I wipe my face, frantically trying to get that odor out of my nasal passages.  “Fridge must have gone out while we were gone.  That’s our bloodstock.  I cleaned the regular food out before we left since we never know how long we’ll be.”

With another gag, Ashleigh waves her hand towards the fridge, wrapping it in a protective bubble.  She waits before taking a full breath in.  “So, I guess take out then?”  We each nod agreeing, and I reach for the phone book to call something in for delivery. 
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“What happened to those elders from that coven?  Or the doc’s kid no one knew about?”  Talia asks, grabbing plates from the cupboard as Ray and Ash pay the pizza delivery guy.

I was clearing space on the counter for the pizzas, glancing back over my shoulder to Talia.  “Ash never did finish telling us, they were just whisked away.  I saw her glance through the files, but I have lots more questions too.”

“Ash never finished what?”  Ashleigh asks.  Raymond was carrying in the bottles of soda as Ash carried the pizza boxes over to me to set on the counter, smiling as she had them balanced between her arms and her chin in an awkward stack. 

Talia smiles, bringing the plates over.  “That doc’s creepy kid and Meadow’s grandparents...what happened to them?”

Ashleigh nods with a giggle.  “Well...the other realm was more than happy to receive their freshly deported prisoner.  I guess the other realm isn’t as bad off anymore as we were always told.  They fixed their people, as Dr. Tina helped instruct, and were glad to take this off our hands in return.”

“What if he escapes?”  Raymond asks with a near gasp.

Ashleigh waves her hand reassuringly as she glances at me with a gulp.  “That’s not going to be an issue.  They have much stricter penalties for crimes against nature there.  We turned him over, knowing we had to abide by their law.  It’s done.”  We nod, understanding what that meant.  Doc’s boy was sentenced to death and that’s the end of the issue for us.  Unless he had more...ugh...I shudder at that thought.

“What about the grandparents?”  I asked Ashleigh, handing her and Talia some pizza on plates as they turn to sit at the table while Ray and I grab what we want.

“Oh...”  Ash trails off finishing her bite.  “The Commander’s report said they will remain bound until their sentence is concluded.  I guess that’s how they control the general population.  But after...their probation includes that too until they can prove themselves being reintroduced to society.”

“What were the final charges they were convicted of?”  I ask, as Raymond and I join the girls at the table.

Ash raises her brow as she wipes her face with a napkin.  “I threw everything I could, hoping something would stick.  They will be lodged for minimum ten years in human prison for ‘custodial interference’, ‘filing false police reports’ since all the info goes into the human system until we close the case, ‘attempted conspiracy to commit murder’ of David, and they have to pay restitution for the costs to get the kids back.”

I laugh, eyeing her questioningly.  “How does that work?  We aren’t funded like the other known government agencies, and we had all the expenses.  They just had to open an email and transfer the data we sent.”

Ash motions her hand to the side.  “That’s dad’s deal.  He’ll send Legacy a check for the portion I claimed.  I sent an invoice for just half of our travel expenses, half our food, and half our lodging costs.  I didn’t bill for payroll since you are salaried anyway.  It was partially a pleasure trip so I couldn’t bill for everything.  The rest I’ll just write off as unreimbursed business expenses.”

I furrow my brow at Ashleigh.  “If we are part of secret agencies, why would you need write offs?  Taxes for an agency that, on paper, doesn’t exist.”  I thought it was funny we were even worried about this right now, but she actually had an answer.

“We file a corporate tax form that goes to my dad, and he files a corporate tax form that goes somewhere.  That’s how the government pulls the money for our budgets and reconciles accounting for the departments that do unknowingly provide us funds.  We don’t get anything back but that still keeps our funding as high as we can get it.”  Ash replies before taking another piece of pizza.

Between bites, Talia asks.  “Why the human prison if the Board was supposed to take care of it?”

Ashleigh tips her head to the side, narrowing her eyes.  “They’re still easing into the decision-making position.  It was simpler, since the elders were bound, to send them to human prison since the case was still in their system anyway and wasn’t considered closed until they were sentenced.”

Raymond looks up from his plate.  “Did they have a human trial too or did the Board just plant the info in their system and sneak them onto some prison bus?”

Ashleigh shakes her head, setting her cup back on the table.  “No...they had a human trial.  David, the kids, and the coven had to testify as they were all part of this.  I didn’t go through the transcripts yet to know what the story was that was told.  The elders were not told that the coven remained in Belize.”

She motions her hand out across the table.  “As long as they are compliant with the terms of our agreement, they are under ‘witness protection’ and the cost of the house is covered by that.”

“So, they will never see their grandkids again?”  Talia asks with an almost sad look on her face.

Ash nods empathetically.  “That only lasts until the kids are eighteen and they can choose to see them if they’d like, or they can renew the protective order.  Either way they are never to know where the coven went.  So even if they see the kids, it can never be brought up.”

“What happens if the coven breaks their word?  What if they have someone follow the kids to lead them to the coven?”  I ask Ashleigh curiously, as these are the risks.

“The coven will get turned in to ‘witness protection’ and released from the program.  They get booted from that house, its land, and they lose the income helping them live.  The elders would face either probation or parole violations and go back to prison if anyone makes direct contact with them.”  Ash finishes, and then takes a bite of her pizza.

Talia shrugs her shoulders, glancing up to Raymond sitting next to her.  “Well at least it’s taken care of, and the outcome is more than sufficient.”

Ash raises her finger, pointing it at Talia.  “And I shot no one in this entire situation...thank you very much for noticing.”

Talia chuckles, wadding up a napkin, tossing it at Ashleigh laughing across the table.  “I’ll write it down, chief.”

Ashleigh giggled behind her hand as she still had pizza in her mouth.  “Can we keep a star chart...I let so many live and I get a treat?”

Raymond waves his hand over the table.  “How about you just stop killing people?”  Ash opens her mouth then slams it shut as Ray points at her.  “Yes...I know some really deserve it...but you don’t need a potty-training chart to teach you.  You know, just as this case, what happens to the criminal is not all your decision.”

Ashleigh huffs as Talia and I laugh.  “Potty-training chart?  Really, Ray?”  Ash folds her arms at her chest.  “I’ve come a long way in learning control...”

Raymond cut her off with a smile.  “Yes...and you got your bag of chocolates at the airport.  A treat...for something you’re already supposed to be capable of.”

Ashleigh’s jaw drops as she scowls at Ray while he continues to eat.  I make a sputtering sound trying to contain my laughter as she jerks her head in my direction.  “Don’t encourage him.”

I stand to go grab more pizza.  “To what...express himself.  This is a consequence of helping him be more expressive as we all wanted, I recall.  Quite a pleasant one, I might add.”  I nudge Ray’s shoulder on my way by.  Ashleigh was the only one not finding this funny. 

“Alright, kids.”  Talia calls out in a warning tone.  “So, what do we need to do to help Brendan?”

Ash startles in her seat reaching for a napkin.  “Crap!  I was supposed to call him back.  But he said he hadn’t even got the real info he needed yet.  He was waiting for some manifest of missing items.”  I see her texting on her phone then she sets it on the table.

When it chimed, she dropped her pizza on the plate, rubbing her hands vigorously on her napkin before touching her phone.  She looks up, reading the message aloud from Brendan.  “He’s doing Viking research.  He has all the files from both cases of research we passed on.  He says he wants to find out what is missing first so he knows the best direction to start looking for answers.”

Ash looks around the table at each of us.  I nod, speaking to everyone.  “That’s a good plan.  Save us time anyway.”  Talia and Ashleigh share a look and I have to ask.  “Let me guess...you’ve already started looking into it?”

They both scrunch their lips to the sides of their mouths as Ash responds.  “I was curious to the Scandinavian/St. George connection.  So yeah...I sent some stuff to the printer here on our way back.”

I jab my thumb in the direction of the desk in the living room.  “So, you had work already waiting for us and I hadn’t even parked yet?”  I shook my head and I couldn’t help but start laughing.  “You’re killing me.”

Ashleigh sighs, rolling her eyes as Talia giggles.  “It’s reading...not work.  I was curious, that’s all.  I’ll need something to do between loads of laundry.”

I raise a brow challengingly as Ashleigh smirks at me.  “Cool!  I’ll have time to clean out that closet then.”

Talia looks up from her plate.  “While you guys fight that out...Ray and I will go unpack.  Let us know when you hear back from Brendan.  Let him know we’ll vanish him over to talk this out instead of doing phone tag.”

Ashleigh nods with a smile as she sends Brendan a quick text.  She smiled when he replied, and her phone chimed.  “He said, sounds like a plan.  Aww!”  She calls out with her hand over her heart as we eye her confusedly until she answers.  “Chloe said ‘hi to the gang and thanks for the cake’.”

Talia giggles, giddily shrugging her shoulders.  “I liked her.  Too bad she got stuck at the training facility.  It would be nice if they could date.  I think she and Brendan would make a cute couple.”

I shake my head, looking at Ray as he chuckles.  “Isn’t that a little Hatfield & McCoy or Romeo and Juliet considering our circumstances?”

Ray shrugs his shoulders.  “Either way...someone could wind up dead, and not just from sneaking behind pa’s back to see a boy over yonder.”  I had to laugh as he added the southern drawl.

Ashleigh looks over.  “I’m pretty sure the families have mended a few fences over time.  Unfortunately, this situation could prove to be a bit more toxic than just in-law relations.”

“Only if she bites him though, right?”  I had to ask.

“Blood’s not the only bodily fluid, you know.”  Talia giggles as Ray smacks his forehead.

Ashleigh snarls her lip up.  “Dear god!”  She spoke as if for Raymond as we all laughed.

“Well on that note.”  I raise my brows as I attempt to change the subject.  “While we wait...why don’t we get a new fridge, and we need to fill it.”

“What can we do with that one?”  Ash nods her head towards the bubble around the fridge.

“Unless you want to clean it out by hand so the delivery people can take it when they bring the new one, or we may need magic for this.”  I reply as her eyes widen.  I chuckle at her expression and wave my hand.  “Why don’t you and Talia go buy a fridge and set up delivery?  Ray and I can figure this out.  We’ll stock up when the new one arrives.”

“I can do that.”  Ashleigh smiles, looking up to Talia.  “Let’s roll then.  I don’t want to be near that when I have to remove the stink containing bubble.”

“We should have thought about that for Steve.”  Raymond looks to me as he rubs his stomach as if nauseous.  “I still can’t stand the smell of cabbage.”

That had us all laughing as the girls rushed to get ready to go.  Ash sneaks me a kiss and removes the bubble before they disappear behind the front door.

I look at Raymond as I gulp loudly.  “I can still smell that from here.”  He nods and we step a few feet away, trying to escape the stench so we could come up with some plan.  Can’t really just ship a blood-filled fridge to the dump.  

Though this is one time, I wish I had some magic to figure this out.
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Brendan
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I woke this morning to find the emails from the museum curator about that manifest for the shipment once they verified what exactly was missing.  I guess they had to triple check everything before they got back to me.  

Which is completely fine since their initial guess was a large inventory of missing objects.  However, they were able to shrink it to a small laundry list after many of the items were later found mislabeled or listed as separate but found all in one crate.

I was guzzling down my coffee in a sad attempt to wake up enough to make sense of this list.  I stayed up nearly all-night reading about the different Viking tales and reading up on St. George, beyond the stuffed full junk drawer of Steve’s pamphlets.  

I haven’t looked at the typo-filled and poorly copied New Order manifesto.  Bound using a three-hole punch and bailing wire.  Geniuses!  Maybe later.  

Thanks to my former stinky stepdad, Steve, I had been told some of the story as St. George was a martyr, a symbol of chivalry, a protector of those in battle, and considered protector of the poor as he had given away all of his earthly belongings prior to his beheading in 300 AD.  

Those were the ideals we were taught and held dear, ‘for nearly two-millennia’ he would preach.  Faith, loyalty, and sacrifice.  St. George was loyal and had faith his beliefs would see him through his trials in life.  He gave away what was his to those that needed it more, as he would be sacrificing his life to honor, and protect their faith.

So, in Steve translation that equals.  ‘Do as I say, kill who we say, and the group shall provide for us.’  Which actually meant he was going to schlep around my father’s house while my mother now had to work to pay the mortgage, and I would be subjected to horrific medical treatments that if they worked...I would still die. 

Why didn’t we sign up sooner?  I mean...sound plan, right?  God help me...but I still hate that guy.

So, to demonstrate our faith and loyalty to the group, Steve started pawning some of my father’s stuff that he didn’t claim as ‘his’, and instead of giving the money to my mom for bills...it went to the cult...I mean Order.  It was me that was the sacrifice for the greater good, what was best for all was I endured this, and we would be saving the world from ‘demon filled immortals’ as Steve would say.

You know, supernaturals seem pretty spiritual to me no matter the difference in life span or sensitivity to sun.  I even attended one of their most sacred celebrations...a wedding.  Sounds pretty normal and non-demonic. 

I have never seen one repelled or injured by a religious symbol or artifact.  I mean Ash could read the Dead Sea Scroll according to one report I read.  Hebrew translations or something on another.  I can’t see how any of them would have a demon inside.  Anyone of them.  

I guess that’s why Ash wanted to call us Evolution.  I like it and it sure made both mom and Pa-Pa so proud.  We have an entirely different and educated opinion of supernaturals.  Not as before, much was led by fear or plain ignorance.  We actually meet the person and not because we’re trying to jump them.

See, Pa-Pa’s generation just got sick of the chase when these supernatural people were leading lives nearly identical to their own.  To them, it ‘humanized’ them.  They were fathers that had families, or someone’s daughter just trying to make her way through school.  That darn generation gap...those fellas in the middle like the guy that chased Ash or even Steve; they were the ones that refused to see our world has changed.

Maybe it was fear.  I mean evolution, in theory, would mean over time we would die out if no longer needed.  Yet, as I learned, our design of existence is completely dependent upon the supernatural populous in this realm.  Statistically proportionate actually...I know because I looked that up too.

And if we die out...what does that mean?  Do we die out as a species that goes extinct, or do we just eventually become non-toxic like Playdoh?  How does any of that affect us now?

End rant...back to work now!
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I found it interesting that St. George’s symbolism appears throughout many of the Christian Crusades throughout Europe; though one article I read actually noted that his father was ‘Cappadocian pagan senator Gerontius’.  His mother was Polychronia of Palestine.  

One of the witnesses to his execution was a pagan priest that later converted to Christianity, along with a Roman Empress also in attendance.  Just something I picked up and wrote down.  Anyway!

George’s father died when he was young and it’s said his mother, being a Christian, raised him as a ‘believer’.  The estate, of course, went to his mother and then to him when she passed.  What remained was later given away after his arrest but prior to his execution under the orders of Diocletian.  

Diocletian was attempting to convert all Christian soldiers to sacrifice to the Roman gods.  Diocletian even went as far as offering bribery to get George to convert because Gerontius, George’s father, was one of Diocletian’s top officials.  All the other soldiers were either converted or killed, yet he showed George some patience because of his familial ties.

After George’s repeated refusals, Diocletian grew tired and ordered him to be executed, only after being tortured repeatedly for weeks.  One account mentions George died and was brought back three times during one of these sessions.  Another said that was actually after the beheading, and they later had to chop him to pieces to ensure he would not resurrect for a fourth.

I know there is a lot of sick stuff in history, especially seeing what Legacy kept on file about supposed supernaturals throughout history.  But this is...pardon the pun...a bit of overkill.  All done just to change someone’s mind.  I thought use of force was just brainwashing and that is not the way to get someone to accept anything into their hearts as truth or the proper path.

This leads to one of the items on my list here.  “A marble box said to contain the arm of St. George.”  I shake my head, raising a disturbed brow as I read the back-story on this particular item.
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It was said to have been given to the abbey of Anchin; no year listed, just stated during Jerusalem campaign.  The gift was from Robert II of Flanders.  Later a priest named Gerbault, with a companion which were traveling with Robert’s own army, stole this from a monastery in Syria after they sought shelter with the monks.

After the theft and the men fled, they were stricken ill and attempted to return this to the monks.  Once confessing his sins, the monks forgave Gerbault and he instantly was well.  So as a gift...they let him keep it.  He returned fine then later dying after a short illness.  This arm was later passed on to a knight in Robert’s army who also died and then another man to follow.  

After that second knight’s death, Robert’s demanded that arm back.  He had several people over time that held onto that, all who died until the chaplains of Robert’s seized the object.  When Robert later returned home intending to return the arm to the abbey of Anchin as he had originally bestowed, it was nearly lost in a shipwreck on the journey.

No records of the current whereabouts or anything found other than it listed on this manifest.

I find that quite an odd story since I found that St. George’s tomb is currently part of an underground chapel in Lodd, Lydda now below a Greek Orthodox Monastery.  Of course, I can’t find any documentation if it has ever been examined and verified in its entirety.

This monastery was built over the ruins of the original church housing his tomb, and Turkey only granted permission to build as long as the previously available space was designated for a mosque in what remained of the old church.

Supposedly, they even kept the chains he was bound with as a prisoner and, at some point, restored some stone sarcophagus found in the underground chapel near his tomb.  And again...no documentation to what is on it other than a picture as a brief description not what it is and where it was found in 1870 when the new construction began.
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I lean back from the computer and all my notes, rubbing my eyes.  I need to refill my coffee before I get back to work.  I stretch when I stand and happen to glance at the computer screen to the next item on that list.  A box of protection amulets collected from various locations supposedly belonging to Norman soldiers.

I walk down the hall into the kitchen then back into my room with my fresh coffee, trying to mentally sort through all the Viking stuff I read last night.  

I did find an amulet picture online at a British museum.  It was supposed to have belonged to the Duke of Normandy, son of William the Conqueror, Robert Curthose.  It has a protection prayer on the back and was worn by his soldiers during an eleventh century Norman crusade.  

On the front it depicts St. George himself, but not the one on the horse slaying the dragon, as everyone else that has erected a monument or made some dedication in his name.  Even the church that houses his tomb underground has that dragon slayer symbol above the front entrance to the new building.  As does every church dedicated in his name throughout Europe and all the way through Russia.  It became Moscow’s coat of arms, still used today, and has been their patron saint documented since 1415 AD.  

Interesting note with that...St. Nino of Cappadocia, a possible relative to St. George on both their father’s (pagan) side, was taken as a slave around 320 AD to Iberia.  She spread the word of George, who had died just a decade or so prior, and spoke of Christianity after becoming a healer and confidant to the Queen of Iberia during that time.  

Later, the King of Iberia in the sixth century adopted that St. George dragon slayer insignia.  The country of Georgia was named in his honor, still using that symbol today.  Three hundred and sixty-five churches have been dedicated in his name in Georgia alone.  He has a holiday in April too.

On the back of these amulets is said to be a short protection prayer to keep the wearer safe during battle.  Most were found during the Second Crusade, I believe.  Now I read that the Vikings did wear rune amulets in battles.  Some had runes that they would wear on their shield or their sword for protection and success in battle.

There was a dark side to that too.  I think they were called Berserkers.  Those were soldiers that their rune was a spell or something.  They could do great damage and would lead to the deaths of many an enemy.  They were basically deranged in battle, and many didn’t live throughout a full war once created or however that works.

Now one of the items I need Ash’s help on is I read that during those pre-battle prayers they would share, as well as later having amulets, they were said to be invoking the spirit of St. George.  I don’t know if that meant just praying for his guidance or if that is the magical invoking that I think it is.

There is so much stuff that in some way, shape, or form makes me think magic.  The foundation of my belief system...same as hers just delivered differently.  What she may call magic...many of these stories the church called miracles.  

Where is the line?  Who is right or wrong?  How do we know either way?

I lean back in my chair, rubbing my temples.  I think I’m already giving myself a migraine.  I need to just shoot Ash these notes and see if she can make heads or tails of any of this.

I scan my notes into a document in my computer and attach that manifest list to the email to Ash.  I get this off to her and I’m going to go watch something mindless on TV.  My head is swimming, and I can’t make sense of anything.  I’ll finish up in here and go lay around all day.

Pa-Pa’s couch smells much better than our old one.  Oh wait...that’s right...no matter how much Febreeze you sprayed, you just couldn’t get the Steve off the couch.  Or his after stench.
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Hey Ash,

Here’s that info I was going to ask you about.  I attached what the museum curator is looking for and my research notes thus far.  They checked and this is for sure the stuff that is gone.  That’s what took so long to hear from them.

I’m going to rest my head, so no hurry on any of this.  Just
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