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The longstanding walls of the hallways were dark and somber with crumbling bricks in several different places. As Derek moved slowly through, checking in on each of the patients one final time for the night, he could hear all of the ghostly moans and howls that emanated from a few of the rooms. Desperate screams and cries sprung hopelessly from other rooms.

Derek was used to the bizarre noises and creeping shadows that haunted the rooms every night in the asylum. He’d been walking down those same hallways and tending to the same criminally insane patients for most of his life. He was the one that was put in charge of keeping an eye on each person in Building Three. 

At times, he was joined by one of his two brothers; Noah or Thomas. Other times, he was joined by one of his sisters; Lisa, Astrid, Carolyn or Elaina. 

Derek often remembered his other siblings that were no longer with him; Emmitt, who had been changed into an Eternal after being murdered by the Raven Mocker, Otto who was murdered by Emmitt when he became an Eternal, and sweet Grace, his youngest sister, who had been killed at the hands of the Eternals.

During his upbringing, as with his other siblings, he was taught by his parents to be leery of most other species but to hate the entire race called the Eternals most of all. 

He was told that their kind would only bring death and destruction to their coven and any other coven that dared to provoke them or even come in contact of them. 

Derek became a true believer after having suffered the loss of his three siblings. The witches remained at a distant war with a great many of the supernatural beings but, for the most part, the Scarlett coven found themselves at a time of peace with the rest of the world.

As he checked the final hallway in Building Three, Derek walked back over to building one to join his family for dinner. He saw Elaina in the kitchen helping their oldest sister, Lisa, preparing the food. 

Carolyn and Thomas were already seated at the table and waiting. As usual, he knew they’d have to hold the meal until Noah and Astrid decided to join them after finishing doing whatever it was that they were doing.

He looked up and watched as Lisa and Elaina carried several trays of hot food into the sparsely furnished dining room. Lisa set her tray on the table and said disappointingly, “No one even bothered to set the dinner table again. Why do I have to remind any of you to set the table? I’m doing what I can do to make this feel like a home again but the rest of you need to help out once in a while. You’re all adults now. I shouldn’t have to scold you like children.”

Just then, the door sprang open. There was Astrid. She shouted, “I’ll set the damned table! Just stop with your constant bitching and complaining, Lisa.”

Noah followed Astrid into the room and watched her as she grabbed the stack of old chipped plates and dropped each one of them noisily on the table in front of each of her siblings. 

Lisa and Astrid were forever at odds with each other and usually embroiled in some heated conflict. Lisa shouted, “I don’t need or want your help, Astrid! I didn’t ask you to set the table, Astrid! I asked them!”

Astrid, in her usual condescending tone, retorted, “You may be the head of this coven right now, Lisa, but you’ll never have the strength that this family needs.”

Lisa set the last platter of food down in the center of the table. “And what exactly does that mean, Astrid?”

Astrid dropped the last plate on the table. “We were the most powerful coven in the states at one time. Do you remember those days, Lisa? Then, we lost mother and father. Now, we just seem to be sinking into a murky abyss that we’re never going to crawl back out of.”

“How so? How do you see that we’re in an abyss, Astrid?”

“We hide. We don’t create any kinds of magic anymore. We let things go. We’re never on the offense but always on the defense. No other creatures fear us or respect us anymore. Not even those moronic werewolves.”

Noah agreed. “I’m afraid she has a point, Lisa. We’ve become frail and fractured within our own coven.”

“Not you too, Noah.”

The other siblings watched but remained silent during the intense conversation. Then, Astrid specified, “It all began when those damned Eternals inserted themselves into our lives. They slaughtered our baby sister Grace and then you had to fall in love with one of them.”

Lisa lowered her head down, searching for response. “So, it sounds like you just want to pick a fight with someone so we can demonstrate just how strong we are. Is that right, Astrid?”

She despised Astrid but knew she was speaking the partial truth. She didn’t want to give Astrid the upper hand. She paused a moment, then blurted out. “And you’re in love ... no .... you’re obsessed with the other Eternal’s crazy husband. You’re doing everything in your power to save him and end his insanity. You’re fooling yourself if you actually believe you can reverse the incantation that was placed on him.” 

“Say what you will, Lisa, but I’ve negotiated nothing in my endeavors. Marshall has just been a little side project. I can still hold my head up high in the air and know that I did everything properly. But you, on the other hand, have compromised so much of who we are, who we were.”

“Well, we don’t have to worry about the Eternals anymore now that they’ve left Covington Park ... including our brother, Emmitt.”

Noah added, “That is the one positive thing that’s happened to us in a long time. And Emmitt is one of them now. He’s not a witch anymore. His place is there, not here.”

Lisa noticed that her four youngest siblings sitting there, watching intently to see what would transpire next. She shook her head and quickly tried to change the conversation. “That’s enough of this silliness. It never gets us anywhere. Let’s eat. The food is getting cold.”

Astrid and Noah glanced at each other with a defeated expression on both of their faces. They realized again that Lisa couldn’t make any solid decisions. As with most of their confrontations, Lisa just chose to ignore their comments. In their view, she continued to watch her family become weaker and smaller.

As dinner took place, Lisa asked, around the table, how everyone’s day went. Privately, every person in the coven took time each day honing their skills as witches and working on developing their crafts. Noah said, “It’s good to finally be back with my family. Travelling to Utah to find Bartholomew Buckingham ended up being a complete waste of time. He wasn’t even there.”

Astrid inserted herself into the discussion. “In that alternate universe that we were subjected to, he was able to prolong lives. How do you know he could even accomplish that in this world? I can’t believe I stopped everything in my life just to follow you all the way there.”

“It was your choice to go with me, Astrid. I had to know. I had to find out but I couldn’t locate him. Perhaps Bartholomew Buckingham wasn’t even his real name.”

Now, aiming her daggers at Noah, Astrid lashed out, “It was a waste of time when we could have been here engaging in something that actually existed, something that mattered to our coven and our kind.”

Noah glared at his favorite sister. “When the curse happened and we were all turned into werewolves, that man had the power to make anyone live even longer. It was a chance and, even though it cost us several years of searching, I’m glad we did it ... and I’d do it again if there was the slightest chance of finding him.”

“And now we’re back and that can all be swept under the carpet once and for all. Besides, everyone knows that a witch can live to be well over a hundred years old, Noah. And you know that better than anyone.”

He glared at her again. “But I wanted to live much longer than that. I wanted all of us to live even longer than a hundred years. I can see nothing wrong in finding alternative ways to preserve the Scarlett name.”

“It was a complete waste of time. And then, we get back to find that Lisa has decided to move everyone back to this dank asylum.”

Lisa defended herself. “I had to, Astrid. I already told you that the entire roof on the house collapsed, and almost killed Carolyn and Thomas in the process.”

Astrid leaned towards Lisa and whispered, “Then you put a new roof on the house. You don’t pick up and move the entire family here. It was a stupid move.”

“This is where we grew up, Astrid. If it was good enough for mother and father, then, it’s good enough for me.”

“I just don’t understand why this was done when Noah and I were away.”

“I couldn’t control when the roof was going to collapse.”

Viciously, Astrid spouted, “No, Lisa, you can’t seem to control anything.”

Noah had had it. He was furious when he slammed his fist on the table and shouted at Astrid. “Don’t you ever stop, Astrid?”

Astrid sullenly lowered her head. Lisa saw this. She attempted to calm the situation and move onto a different subject again. “Well, let’s move on then. Has anyone else been working on any new incantations?”

Astrid rolled her eyes when Lisa spoke. Lisa noticed her cynicism but chose to ignore it. Thomas finished chewing his food before he spoke. “I have. I’ve been working on something.”

“What is it, Thomas?”

He looked over at Astrid fearing what she might say about his work. “It’s a spell to travel through time. We just started the work. So, it’s going to take a while.”

Lisa questioned, “That sounds interesting. Who is we?”

“I’ve been doing the majority of the work but Carolyn and Elaina have been helping me when they could.”

“Sounds exciting. If you need any other help, just let me know.”

Thomas nodded as he took another bit of food. “I’ve combed through the family books but I didn’t find anything that even mentioned moving ahead in time. All the spells are designed to go back through time.”

“There’s a reason for that. No witch has ever been able to achieve that feat. But, if I know you, you’ll write your own incantation. After all, that is your strongest gift. You can create a spell just as easily as mother did.”

“This one has been taking me a long time. I’ve tried several different versions but, so far, I’ve only been able to move back in time for a few minutes. I want to make a big jump from 1880 to a different year.”

“If any witch can figure it out, you will. I have faith in you, Thomas, and the powers that be. If it was meant to happen, it will.”

	


Astrid crept like a mouse through the grimy halls of Building Three. The sun had just begun to set and the shadows had started to creep up and down the walls. She walked until she arrived at Room 41. 

Standing there for a moment, she feared what she’d find inside. Would it be like all the other times she had visited him? After flipping the metal latch on the door, she opened it slowly. There, she saw Marshall still curled up in the fetal position and sound-asleep.

She whimpered disappointingly, “Oh, sweet Marshall.”

She could see his arms and legs were covered with large bloody and ulcerated wounds from his constant scratching. She knew that the magic his former wife, Lucy, had used on him was still strong and showed no signs of weakening. She contemplated. “There has to be a way to break him of her spell.”

Astrid spent most of her time enchanting and overmedicating Marshall so he’d remain in a state of sleep. She knew that it was the only way to keep him from completely tearing his own flesh off of himself. In his twisted mind, he still believed that there were slithering serpents and crawling bugs all over his body.

Gazing at him, she realized how much she missed being near him. Astrid knew, if she could break the curse that Lucy had cast on him, she could be with him. She didn’t know why, but her cold heart had been warmed by the thought of having an intimate relationship with Marshall, a man she might never have.

As she turned to shut the door and exit the building, she could see the shadows creeping up and down the walls. She could hear screams of terror and groans of pain in every room on the fourth floor of the asylum.

While walking down the staircase, she was stopped by a shadowy figure on the landing of the second floor. Astrid tried to focus her witch’s eyes and figure out which spirit was standing in front of her and blocking her departure. “And who are you? Make yourself known.”

The swirling figure put its hand out and gently touched Astrid’s shoulder. She was startled when she realized that it was her own dead sister standing in front of her. “Grace? I can’t believe it. Is that really you?”

In a murky muddled and wispy tone, Grace responded, “Yes, it’s me, Astrid.”

Astonished at the fact that she had never seen or heard from Grace until that moment, she questioned, “Why are you here tonight with me? Why now, Grace?”

“I had no other choice, Astrid. I’ve come here to warn you.”

“Warn me? Warn me about what?”

“Our family is in grave danger. More lives will be lost if our brothers and sisters continue on the path they’ve chosen. You must find a way to stop them. You have to stop all of them and then leave this place.”

“Them? Who is them?”

Grace’s presence backed up a little as she continued. “Carolyn, Thomas, Derek ... all of them. All of you. Each one of you is on a path of annihilation that will eventually disembowel the entire Scarlett coven. If it is done, there will be no more Scarlett family to speak of. This generation will be the end of the lineage and wiped from our pagan history books.”

Astrid asked, “Why don’t you just go to each of the others and tell them to stop what they’re doing? Why have you chosen to place it all in my hands?”

Grace bowed her head and gazed down at the cold cement floor. “Because Astrid ... you’re the one person in the coven that’s filled with anger and rage.”

Knowing that Grace was speaking the truth, Astrid still denied what she really was. “I’m not filled with rage or anger.”

“Yes, Astrid, you always have been. Despite your temper and obnoxious nature, you’re still the one dominant force in this family and only you can put a stop to them practicing their current spells and enchantments.”

Astrid knew that Grace was right. Beginning with the time of their parents’ untimely deaths, Astrid watched as the entire Scarlett family became weak and fragmented. She blamed that on Lisa’s softness and her failure to lead. 

Then, before she could say anything else, she watched as Grace’s figure became just a shadow on the wall again as it slid away.
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In a faintly lit room on the second floor of Building Two, Thomas sat on the cold floor inside a salted circle in his bedroom. His legs were crossed and his arms were at his sides. He waited for the distraction of the gliding shadows on the walls and ceiling to leave the room. Thomas searched inside himself for a hypnotic silence.

On the other side of the room, he could clearly see that the time on the mantle clock was 9:45.

Thomas closed his eyes and took a few minutes to control his breathing until his entire body was in a resting state. He felt as light as air and his mind was clear. 

He concentrated while he recited the newest revision of his incantation that he had memorized just minutes before. 

“Hear these words. Hear my rhyme. Heed the hope within my mind. Send me forth to where I’ll find. What I wish in place and time.”

Thomas opened his eyes and saw Noah and Carolyn standing there in front of him. He was confused by their presence. “How did the two of you get here?”

Noah glared at Tomas and snidely replied, “Through the door.”

“That’s not possible. You weren’t even in the room ten seconds ago.”

“We’ve been standing here for quite a while, Thomas.”

Thomas glanced at the mantle clock and was startled to see the time was 10:02.

Noah and Carolyn looked at each other before Noah asked, “Why do you need to know what time it is, Thomas?”

Thomas stood up and brushed off his trousers. Excitedly, he announced, “I did it! I moved ahead in time!”

Noah and Carolyn looked at each other and then back at Thomas. They appeared to be puzzled with Thomas’s announcement. Carolyn questioned, “When did you do that?”

“Just now. I was able to move myself ahead in time seventeen minutes.”

Unexpectedly, Noah burst out laughing. Carolyn couldn’t help but giggle too. Thomas didn’t understand why they were laughing at him. “What’s so funny?”

Noah laughed until he was coughing. “You moved through time a whole seventeen minutes? That must have been one hell of a powerful spell you cast, Thomas.”

Thomas walked out of the circle and stated, “That was only the beginning, Noah. I’m going to make it stronger, rephrase it. You’ll see. I’ll do it. I know it.”

Carolyn shook her head. “I think this whole experiment is going to be just a waste of your time, Thomas.”

Noah put his hand on Thomas’s shoulder. “It’s getting late. Perhaps, you should give it a rest for tonight, brother. We still have a lot of patients to check in on.”

“I thought Astrid and Derek were handling that tonight.”

Noah shook his head and stated, “We all know that our sweet sister, Astrid, only checks in on that one special patient any time that she goes into Building Three.”

Carolyn rolled her eyes. “Marshall. It’s always about Marshall. He’s all she ever thinks about. I don’t understand this strange obsession she has with him.”

“She’s damned and determined to remove the enchantment that his Eternal wife put on him. I don’t know if she’s actually in love with a man who can never love her back, or if she’s just obsessed with trying to take away something that an Eternal created.”

“What about Derek?”

Noah said, “Derek has already retired for the evening. He told me that he wasn’t feeling well. I think he may have a touch of the flu.”

“And ...”

“Before you ask about the other two, Lisa and Elaina are next door cleaning up the offices in the administration building.”

Thomas put his hands in his pockets. “I guess that’s everyone.”

Noah suggested, “Why don’t you get things clean up here and then join Carolyn and me over in Building Three?”

“Alright, Noah. I will. I’ll be there in a few minutes.”

Once Noah and Carolyn had left the room, Thomas took a folded piece of paper out from his trouser pocket. He read over the incantation several times before he said. “Seventeen minutes. Only seventeen minutes. I have to change the wording and make it work.”

	


In his bedroom, Derek tossed and turned until he eventually opened his eyes and sat up. He didn’t know why he had been so restless and weak in the stomach. He took the water glass from his nightstand and took a few sips as he watched several dark figures dancing up and down the wall on the other side of the room.

“Who are you?”

The indistinguishable figures continued to move up and down the walls and then above him on the ceiling. He took another quick sip of water as he observed them.

“I’m not afraid of you. Tell me. What do you want from me? Why do you come here every night?”

Abruptly, the shadows stopped moving. He waited for something to happen. One of them slid from the ceiling and back down the wall next to his bed. It pushed itself away from the wall until it was standing right next to Derek. The visitor suddenly seemed familiar to him.

“I know you. I know you. You’re someone that I knew in the past ... someone who died several years ago.”

The shadow began to take on a hazy form. Derek could see it was his father standing next to his bed. He questioned, “Am I dreaming? Is that really you, father?”

His father’s voice echoed as he spoke. “Son. My sweet son.”

“Father? Why are you coming to me?”

His father reached out his hand and touched Derek’s cheek. As his father did this, Derek could suddenly see visions in his head ... hideous visions. He saw fires and collapsing buildings. He saw his sisters screaming in horror as they tried to race from the devastation.

Derek began to tremble. He could feel the droplets of sweat rolling down from his forehead. Nervously, he asked, “I don’t understand. What am I seeing father?”

Before his father could speak, Derek saw his brother Thomas being engulfed by a black, whirling twister. He spotted Noah lying face down on the front steps of the administration building while their sisters gathered around him, weeping.

“Father! Please answer me! Is this carnage some kind of glimpse of what’s going to happen to the Scarlett coven?”

“Yes, Derek. You must go and tell your brothers and sisters. The asylum is not a safe haven for the coven any longer. You must take the others and leave this place forever.”

“But father, this has been our home for over a hundred years. I don’t ...”

Before Derek could finish his sentence, his father backed up into the gray wall and quickly became a shadowy figure again. Within seconds, all of the figures glided across the ceiling and the walls and then disappeared back into the cracks on the wooden floor.

Derek opened his eyes and sat up in his bed, realizing that he’d been asleep the entire time. He could feel his heart racing and the beads of sweat dripping from his forehead. “Oh, that’s a relief. It was only a dream.” 

	


The following day, Elaina, now the youngest of the Scarlett family since her sister Grace had been killed, sat on the sofa in the parlor next to the fireplace. She was trying her best to read through several books including her own copy of the Book of Shadows. 

Lisa, who finally had some free time, entered the room and sat on the sofa next to her. Elaina quickly slid her other books down the side of the sofa, leaving only the Book of Shadows sitting in her lap. 

Lisa was pleased to see Elaina holding the book. “I see you’re studying from the book. That’s a good thing, Elaina. There’re so many things you still have to learn as a young witch.”

With an almost defiant tone, Elaina glanced up from the book and smiled at Lisa. “Oh, I’m not studying anything, Lisa. I’m just glancing through the pages.”

Lisa declared, “But you, more than any of us, need to learn this book forward and backward. Your brothers and sisters have spent years learning, reciting and memorizing the Book of Shadows, not to mention the Book of Shades and the Book of Mirrors. Those books not only contain our spells and incantations but they also tell the Scarlett’s family history.”

“Why on earth did all of our brothers and sisters do that?”

“Because it’s the key to our survival. Every one of us has had to memorize all three of those books, word for word. Mother and father did. Our grandparents did. The Shadows, Shades and Mirrors have been vital to the Scarlett coven.”

Elaina didn’t actually want to go on and on about the books, but she played along with Lisa anyway. “How is that?”

Lisa was confused, “What do you mean, Elaina? We’re witches. That’s what we do to gain our strength. We learn every incantation by heart and then we nurture them until the day that we might need them.”

“That just seems silly, Lisa. What if it happens that I never need any of the spells in this book. Memorizing them would just be a big waste of my time.”

Lisa was becoming angry. “You will need the spells in that book! How do you think you’ll make it through life without them?”

With a patronizing tone, Elaina inquired, “And tell me just how these books of magic helped Emmitt or Oslo or even Grace?”

Lisa turned and looked Elaina in the eyes. “What they went through were some very different circumstances that no one was prepared for. Now, I’m not going to say it again. I want you to open that book and do as I say, Elaina.” 

Elaina opened her mouth but the words just didn’t come out. She wanted to tell Lisa her own personal experience with witchcraft but she just couldn’t. She knew it wasn’t quite the right time for that sort of information to be brought to the surface. Instead, she simply pretended to agree with Lisa and her ideas. “You’re right. I’m sorry. I should study the book and memorize the incantations and spells, Lisa.”

Elaina opened the Book of Shadows and began to read it. As Lisa left the room, Elaina could see that she seemed pleased that she had listened to her. Once Lisa was gone, Elaina slammed the Book of Shadows shut and pulled the other books out from the side of the sofa.
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It was a stormy afternoon at the Statesboro Asylum for the Criminally Insane. The skies above were not only dark, they were black. The frequent gusts of wind were swift and unforgiving. The rains came down hard as if the asylum was standing beneath a waterfall.

Astrid ran hurriedly from the offices towards Building One, covering her head with an old shabby black umbrella and splashing through puddles. As she scurried along, she noticed Derek and Noah as they exited Building Three and headed in the same direction that she was running.

The three arrived at the front door of the building at the exact same time. Noah grabbed the door handle and opened it for the others to go in first. 

Once inside, each of them took a moment to catch their breath. Derek shook the wetness off his head like a dog would do. In the process, the excess water splashed on Noah and Astrid.

Astrid, already in a foul mood, shouted at him. “You did that on purpose.”

Defensively, Derek replied, “No, I didn’t mean to get you wet, Astrid.”

Flashes of lightning lit up the entire sky outside, shadowed by numerous loud crashes of thunder. Noah, always the peacemaker between Astrid and every other one of her siblings, laughed and stated, “It’s just a little water, Astrid. He didn’t mean it. I’m sure it’ll dry.”

Astrid, still out of breath, said, “That wasn’t the point, Noah.”

Noah crossed his arms and asked, “Then what is the point?”

“Our younger brothers and sisters have absolutely no respect for either of us. They think they can do anything they want and they’re always forgiven.”

Derek took a few steps back and watched. He didn’t want to get any more involved than he already was. Noah put his hand up. “That’s the problem with you. I think you’re overreacting just a little bit, Astrid.”

She turned and stormed away, headed towards the family’s living room. Noah looked over at Derek and shrugged his shoulders. “Well, Derek, I guess that conversation is over.”

“I guess so.”

They followed Astrid to the second floor where the other siblings were already relaxing near the fireplace. Lisa saw that Astrid, Noah and Derek were soaked to the bone when Astrid announced, “Move away from the fireplace. I need to dry my clothing.”

Lisa recommended, “Why don’t you just go to your room and change your clothes? Wouldn’t that be easier?”

As with most every conversation, Astrid ignored Lisa’s suggestion and, instead, sat in the chair that Carolyn had graciously given up. Noah and Derek stood in front of the fireplace trying to keep warm. That’s when Derek turned to the others and said, “I think that now would be a good time to speak to everyone. I have something very important to say to you all.”

Each of the siblings, with the exception of Astrid, stopped what they were doing and gave Derek their full attention. They could see, by the expression on his face, that it was serious. “It’s about a dream I’ve been having. A dream that’s weighing heavy on my mind.”

Astrid whispered, “Did you say a dream?” She was always an avid believer that dreams could cross over into the mortal realm. Abruptly, she turned around in her chair to hear all about Derek’s dream. “Go ahead, Derek. Let’s hear what you have to say.”

Derek fumbled on his words at first. He didn’t know exactly how he should begin. “I had a dream a few nights ago.”

Astrid jumped in quickly. “And, what about your dream?”

Noah tried to keep her silent. “Would you let him speak, Astrid?”

“It was the strangest dream that I think I’ve ever had. In this dream, I saw father. At first, he was just another one of the shades moving around the walls ... but then ... he appeared to me. He was standing right next to my bed.”

Lisa questioned, “Father came to you and you could actually see him?”

“I could see him and I could feel him. He touched my cheek and I could feel the warmth of his fingers. It didn’t feel like a dream but I know it was. It had to be.”

Noah asked, “Fascinating. Tell us, what else happened in the dream?”

“When he put his hand on me, I could see something that
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