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​The Crystal Ball

In the Crystal Ball, Cky wondered, sitting on the bench, made her an agent of the Elders Guild. They were trying to keep the peace, music, and poetic-hopeful life from the runes, and the purpose of Cky’s ritual journal was to be kept safe, so our mission is about accepting death as a part of living instead of dying to live as much as possible. 

From my interest in reading the mysterious bone runes of ancestry or civilization, leaders rule by nature or stars and learn how to plant fish to raise corn. 

They may see her through tall pines and oaks. It was only possible to enter Klauss Academy in an emergency. After losing Dr. Mott and Barnard, Dean S. took over like a dictator. 

However, it was not a takeover. Nor the Goldening Rule for our academic improvements, the traditional course integrating fundamental or applied science, mathematics, and communication interested the students.

Each person had to continue to build on the formerly learned skills year after year to meet the existing requirement of Dean Spragimaziam, the interim superintendent, with Mrs. Spot as her student affairs liaison. 

In the journal were several new entries from the New Scribe that wrote about the Weaver Guild, one of the most potent forces known to the Scribnors as the “in-keeping.” Though revealed or concealed in an everyday vow, a bond inhibits the no balance of immortality held by the Scribe reclamation as the switch through a mystic door entombed.

Cky stayed up all night trying to rationalize the hopeful passages for Bernard's distraught person—stuck in the perpetual spiral until we were acknowledged. 

Plus, explanations of where, why, and what would come about in their near future if they did nothing. It was not a happy place to be. 

It was an extraordinary thought to share among the grieving fire that burned within him to the point of combustion—making him conduct a high energy of hope that lighted up the whole day for Cky. Bernard was with Rudy, standing by without editing support in the darkest times.

It was like Rudy was born for this dark angel of grief role. When all events had passed—seeing that he never knew his fatal parents—all these extraordinary powers of denigration to the touch became an empty void of dark matter. Avoid space where all that was wrong with Cky or Bernard's life would energize Rudy’s personality from shyness to engagement, notwithstanding a total change of becoming a host or perky enough to be considered a cat on a hot tin roof. The pages continued to become saturated with images, chants, and spells that took more time than Cky had to do that early morning before the assessment review by the Interim Supervisor.

Dean S. But all she had to remember was Albrecht Durer and the creation of the melancholic wood carving of the infamous “Magic Square.”

Then, ideology and imagination blossom a turtle in an innocent sun's flower.

The sea of wisdom curved into a merriment of meanings from the science of philosophy. 

Nothing a teenage girl or a teenager could explain to anyone, and not always her enigmatic self, so she kept explaining that everything has to do with FOIL and Set Algebraic Methods in poetry. 

That seemed like Cky was filling the silence noise while studying new pages in the ritual journal and using it to free Barnard. But it all depended on the Switch or the Yielding Wand. While endlessly deciphering the paleographix writing on the Palindromic wooden box with intersectional-realities engraved lines in the ritual journal. And having Crystal Globe and Cky being Dean S., the Interim leader, while being reviewed and assessed by the board. 

Cky whispered to Bernard, saying,

"Roman Mathematics is written in alphanumeric symbols like language” (paraphrasing Galileo). 

We thought it was nothing to write home (at the time).

“Though transparently, I remembered your endings during the first contest.”

“The selfishness you hate about yourself, me, or yourself,” mumbled Cky.

“When a vast hole opened between the energy of friendship we shared,” echoed Barnard.


​
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​My Voices

We do not demand some answers, “I do not want to question what is upsetting me.”

At night, “I wander over to the picture windows in the front and back of my dorm picture windows to find snow growing from the blacktop, which brings me back to Klauss Academy and the only regret I want to remember.”

Was it the death of Barnard, or was it Bernard, because it has been too long to go back in the past and stay in the present? It only helped Rudy, Bernard, or Cky make new friends or close friendships if the quest for the Switch had to continue.

They did not find the Switch in the Palindromic Box. They found it by realigning the Palographix on his slide and a bevel puzzles book made a century before Cky or even Barnard and Bernard.

“But Bernard was still alive.”

Mostly, we lived in the realities of being alive. Rather than the Elder realm, which “I hope Barnard was. Alternatively, maybe it was more complicated than that.”

“If I recall correctly, Rudy changed the most.” Supporting and encouraging Bernard to talk to someone about the changes in his head, heart, and body.”

"I think it was the ladder at the time for him to dig his way out.”

Because someone understood Rudy’s was all about avoidance of feelings of control and rigidity. With an edge that Bernard and Cky could only admire to finish the task at hand and move on with their lives.

After going through a tornado of revocation to become the new Scribe with the help of a power greater than herself, whatever this means. Rudy, B&B, and Cky rebounded them back into being. While taking out jealousy in the vanquishing ritual that aligns with the Palindromic realities, we called for something more trivial than a crystal globe or what was unlocked that day. 

The secrets, like many, already knew and did not matter in the end too many. Barnard’s energy force was between space and time, and his body was in a coma, with forced air, feeding tubes, and medicines to keep him alive. 

“So, this all mattered,” Cky asked Rudy, or they just heard one another's thoughts, the power that had never been so enhancing for Rudy than Cky, but the twin telepathy explained who they were becoming, how they saw themselves helping Bernard's fraternal sibling memories transformed them daily into new people that “I did not like.” 

Klaus Academy was vital to the origin of majic and the knowledge to find the Switch. 

Because the Switch had collected souls of never time and placed them in suspended animation in the shape of a cat of various tales of vanquished characters, jealousy was one of those souls of good and evil. The Switch could yield, and the crystal could purify - combined with the crystal globe and wizards' wand of a ritual spell lacking strength, but not the bravery or courage needed for Cky’s unforeseen brotherly love. 

Klaus Academy was vital to the origin of majic and the knowledge to find the switch. 

Because the yielding/ switch/wand had collected souls of never time and placed them in suspended animation in the shape of a cat of various tales of vanquished characters, jealousy was one of those souls of good and evil. The switch could yield, and the crystal could purify - combined with the crystal globe and wizards’ wand of a ritual spell lacking strength but not the bravery or courage needed for Cky’s unforeseen brotherly love.
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​Everything Is

They have been told not to judge or question the truth or fate. It was the natural order of things said and not a common practice accepted by the scholar of witchy majic. Or was it like a good deal of something unspoken and unseen by those repressed and rising to take the presiding Scribers? Especially when everything hit the fan, they were the only three existing characters in this game of life together, and the Elders knew it. 

Notably, the Elders - Patience, Envy, and Scorn and the fundamental virtues that no one heard of anymore because we considered their pleasant songs; they were master instructions set by the immortal god of humility. 

“I am not sure if I ever met this being, but positively seen through other human eyes.”

“Not the kindest of the highest amoral kin, but the peaceful kin that their instincts and intuition could only detect to care for and acknowledge the awareness of the amoral views.”

Maybe the blast of a porcelain vase shard that flew off the form gave him a sigh. Alternatively, Instead, it was the trauma of a different kind that caused blindness that could only be the diagnosis.

As siblings, their relationship had grown interpersonally unifying. A moral had possessed Barnard; being so much, it got trapped between the physical and spiritual viral world. 

They left a scar upon his brow, though the damage to Bernard’s eyes was unnoticeable. Rudy and Cky were pleasant companions as he acutely got around Klauss Academy without injury.

“What is that,” Bernard always asked as Rudy and Cky defined what I saw and felt.

It was like an oral or aural had heightened their awareness of dull senses and all their feelings as each reality created a sudden bout with madness and impenetrable, eye-popping silence only they would understand.

So, what they were feeling was in question. It was: It was about what we saw.

With the one hope that his mind would heal and the sight would return without temporal damage — whatever that meant, Cky could only collect his thoughts from day-to-day routines that did not include speaking about the past. A past of ennui or innuendo confused, leading to controlled grief between Elders and the agencies. However, those mental walls could never collapse to become optimism for Rudy’s positive navigation with admiration for Bernard. It was as if Barnard was guiding them in a prankster status that faded like the event in time made Cky clasp on to the information. 

The memories of deception by Dean S. and Ms. Spot regret that they held as their charter of power.

The penetrating secrets of hope for her parents had given Cky a welcome every day through the outbursts between Bernard and Barnard through a phantom’s veil of irrational discussion, blending of phasing vaster waves, and continued truth that was not acceptable to everyone, and they did not trust him on this new quest. 

Like Bernard's mind and Barnard's soul, they became a wreck that determined the disappointment of reckoning what they expected or accepted through each other's independent actions. It was like some Kind of carol caused these chronicle ends to be written by Cky. Bernard was hesitant to speak for a while about the casting and conjuring.

Then, he started seeing Cky evoked from the ground—up in the vortex of a pit that embodied Barnard. As Bernard latched on to Rudy, calling for help from beyond came of everything was a shitty matter of a rift that created a new reality of everything physiological for everyone from here on in. 

He worked up as a critter and fell asleep as a spider, sensing the vibration of ants in the distant corner of his room he latched on every night in the darkness. It was how the natural energies were apparent and almost opaque, a touch momentous.

Every sensation had a memory, and every vibration recoiled and resounded with resonance, rebounding in fear and panic. With the timeless notions that were unwanted. However, they would fail, and their enormous wit and physical powers were necessary.
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​Flawless

“Your acceptance of me as I am is not being asked,” said Bernard.

Whoever was listening was a deep, resonating conversation no one was having with him. It was a rant at the moment that turned into a mood and texts he was glad to read anymore.

While thoughts appeared as suspended cellular-level animations of stray litter felons and conjoined into an eerie Cat of twenty tails connected to Merlin's wand, forming a vinyl spiraling ancient staff of secular Jin Majic.

The crystal ball had projected a reflected image of him unseen by the naked blindness. 

Where to go from there was the next step he took alone. Nor did he want to. When he felt closest to his brother's emanation, the voice whispering continued secret encoding between the noise and silent bond of siblings.  

Rudy would still help but never speak of the commotion beyond Bernard’s door. Cky knew what was happening because she saw how gossip and suspicion could get her into trouble with a dominant force. The kind that makes everything bad and well worth considering and adding to the ritual journal with the unspeakable spells while cursing the darkness of what is being the rune of the academy, as they knew its placid beauty of mild weather. The luster of the crystal dorm sparkled from time to time to show the flint of the light architecture of the mystical place. 

It was like the place had the Majic all its own, and Cky could remember what her Aunties told her: “There are no coincidences; they are falsehoods made real or known.” The thought stuck with Cky wondering where the Switch of Cat Tales would be if not on the property. She thought it could be a place that Bernard and Barnard were, and only Barnard questioned the structure of something beyond the pond.   

The pond had fresh water from the high hills and large pine roots. “Maybe it was there,” Cky said to herself. In contrast, they were considering what Rudy and Bernard thought about passing from the quad to the dorm and back to biology and philology courses.

Not that Latin, Greek, or Hebrew came from the same natural laws and origins of universal languages to communicate beyond verbal walls of understanding.

Bernard was in the quad the same day when a dull shooting from the stomach caused pain in the neck, worsening Rudy's nagging. It was just a feeling or a yearning that called him back to the benches to sit while looking around for the aural sight to find him.  

“What are you hearing?” Rudy while Cky crosses over the same path.

"I do not know yet—but the calling took me. It is just like what happened when we were searching for the Hermes sister shack,” said Bernard.

"That brought us into the library basement in Mansfield Center,"

Cky said, pondering along. "Should we go back to the library basement or somewhere else, Bernard?” 

Bernard resembled the pale skin of a half-zombie brotherhood that took on blood to blend the flesh of death. 

It is almost similar to Rudy when we meet him with the Death Grip did not kill Barnard or any of them when helping one another, making everything about Rudy peculiar but not abnormal at Klauss Academy. 

“The only thing it could be is the Switch soul calling to Bernard,” said Rudy,

“And not to the Crystal Globe?”

Cky wondered, sitting on the bench like agencies of the Elders Guild. A guild that was one of the most influential forces known to the Scribnors as the “in-keeping.”

The Ritual Journal concealed some hidden vow of everyday ethics to bond and inhibit them from considering immortality with the majic held by the Scribe incarnate.

A lends to reason - why Bernard, Cky, and Rudy need to work together. Hermes' sisters were in the guild of the Weavers, who understood the rhythm of the en keeping bonding of the Switch unseen by the healthy eyes of the kids. 
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​Newly

“I know their needs.” As well as she did.  

“What did she say?” Asked Bernard of Rudy.  

“And cut us all off from the quest. We must continue to find our way back to where we go our separate ways,” Cky looking into the bathroom mirror and talking. Their relationship has meant spraining of ankles and straining of the neck beyond themselves. Gathering some humility was as welcomely received and warranted but had no monetary value for their lives. They briefly considered if Klauss Academy was made in honor of St. Kris Cringle.

A running joke between Rudy and himself when no one cares enough to know his opinion because he cannot give anyone advice, He is not an insider, and no one wants to know Rudy, the person. An individual flaw we all have. He knew and continues to learn from everyone who crosses his life path.     

It was a high safety zone where no one could judge or forgive them for what they did or did not say. 

It was golden, which is what Barnard would shout out of nowhere. It was annoying, but we got used to it throughout the academy. She was writing these chronicles of the ritual journal from previous books and awkward relationships, full of admiration for Cky Winter’s Grandmothers’ bravery. 

The team of acquaintances did not accidentally take it too soon, which had everything to do with them being young and could happen at any age—making peer pressure more real than she ever wanted it to be as precisely precious and unavoidable. It was like looking in the dark for the first time, especially that sun-setting moon evening. 

There was no time for pleasure or pretense since the time they sank into that void known as the rabbit hole of unresolved stupidity of consequences.

They never seek trouble, but everything has a double-edged sword. Rudy sought to be happier by helping Bernard get through the initial hell of grief. A place where every emotion floods in, and his little brain has changed for good. That is right for the best any post-childhood could imagine.    

We considered the drudgery of surviving a modern industrial digital life in a private rural school without the nurturing of ideal instructional parents. 

“It was only 6-8 months from the banishment to returning to Klauss Academy,” said Rudy. Barnard was resilient, accepting all the help from anyone who would offer it. He did not need help, but took it away to boost his ego on the rebound. And being ignored by everyone was like Rudy always acted distant, detached, and tragically friendly.    

Surviving her family's indifference and realizing it makes little sense. B & B relationship or Rudy’s, as she knew them then. Only that they were survivors of some unspoken tragedy explained simply between adults. 

They invisibly separated Cky and the boys between books like bookends. Fairy tale, fantasy, or not understood as science fiction with money attached to creativity—a tightrope without seeing the threads of childhood deferred. Through self-discovery, the scenes became more and more like sense. Draw across two points and poles of thought over a reservoir of stale states of isolationism. It was a purgatory state where it held being and became a solace station of solitude that no one could enter together. Plus, no one knew why the kids could not take that voyage without a safety device. 

Cky was already on her journey as the newly scribed witchy girl becoming a woman- but felt the fall more than the leap from her childhood into being a pre-teenage. 

Her childhood ended with some visible physical effects that were more than just these shared memories of being with Barnard wouldn’t let go. So, Cky could not forget mentally, especially for a boy who had a brother who was growing as a person in one realm of existence. 

Barnard, Cky, or Rudy could only be there for Bernard to grasp their paranormal lives together. The twin brothers shared a connection beyond prankster times and places that caused many sleepless nights. It was maddening initially and had a healing effect, given the forethought and shared predictions; like being in friendship, we acted together. It was more than a mood with an astute immobilization of wisdom that existed like no other; he knew a most memorable and concealing bond that almost imprisoned Bernard until he opened up to Rudy and Cky.  

It started as an overflow of power that kept us repeating and unchanging the same seniors, which was a trialing experience for Barnard, who saw it repeatedly, remarking:  

“Caused me to drive myself crazy until I knew it was where he was and needed help from us. If only we could get the Switch in the Palindrome Box with the Crystal Globe if we understand the Paleographix Combinations.”

Rudy looked at him and looked away and smiled and said, 

" It may be easier than just finding the switch and putting them together to understand the right combination to the problem at hand."  

“Do you think so,” Bernard said as they all looked out into the abyss of their thoughts. In the previous few months, he seldom saw a reaction of empty banality of feeling and nightmares like locomotion running at him repeatedly. Bernard and his brother always knew they had different opinions  on each other's adventures with little recourse or question because they liked each other's company.  

They made each other part of the world they understood to be authentic and exciting. Both could not run until they became two different prisons of being them.          

Bernard continued to wake in a cold sweat to the truth of what Rudy said to be accurate and fell back asleep. It was just because, but more of a gift of friendship. Especially in the last few months, when they both longed for a better understanding of friendship, the gray gaze of peers passed them in the hall between classes or dorms. Cky heard across Cky's rekindling some optimism for a new future to grow.   

Though some level of hate, resentment, and friendship, adventure was undiscovered, creating a curiosity that fell under an exciting, sensational feeling. It was too freaky and weirdly stupid to continue on the quests that exploited them before their minds. Every day they sat together with ambition; the experience became necessary to see the blooming of new winter flowers into spring someday.         

Right now, flowers did not matter to Bernard or Cky as much as Rudy hoped for the mental game played by the deceiving Elder Children of Gods. Cky just had to write in the journal about her dreams to understand her desires. That was neither given nor forgiven or transferred of their judgments on her former friends.
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​Hoping 

Switching personalities or bodies to discover the mystery behind the loss was like seeking hope, for a miracle was almost magical.     

These passages were the only clues in this multilevel journey, with only these words to show what happens to B & B, Rudy, and Cky.    

"I am passing the abuse of your deceptive exploitation to personal acquisitions to feed your falsehoods with metaphorical hunger,” said Bernard as Cky demanded his help to see beyond the physical world, reading for the charming journal.

“I hope and wish you found strength in this Dream.”     

With so much negativity and doubt pressing and separating them, they look past the quad into the waves of white and brown reaching into the pink—lavender whisked skyline. 

Rudy lowered his head and questioned a thin twig sticking up from the center block of the quad brick patio. 

"What do you think this could be?"

“Where are you looking?” Asked Cky, directing Bernard’s head in that direction.

He said, “I only see the wind moving,” looking toward the brick apex. 

“It must be a covered water pool or a fountain,” Cky replied. Rudy and Bernard both turned to await the leader to take charge. Though this time was just speculations and reflections to offset the concern with worry for unwarranted conflict. 

"I can't right now, I just can't, when everything is going all right."

"What do you mean?” Said, Bernard.

“You brought us this far.”

"I think we are in enough trouble with the allegation of killing your brother.”

"Horse plucky.”       

Bernard projected himself off the bench so fast it looked like a dismount in some gymnastics trial time and corner bricks with one round stone with a sapling of ash tree sprouting out of the center.

"How could it grow out of the stone without sunlight?" 

"It must be some majic that Bernard could only see."

"Tell me where it is, Cky.” He asked as they all approached.  

They did not think he would disrupt the sprouting growth with the touch of his finger when the brick around them fell into a spiral ramp case as they slid down and down. Rudy told them that part of school looked like an unfamiliar smell, with some bright blue spotlight hanging in Mansfield's foray as they woke from the fainting. 

"We have arrived."

The questions flooded their minds as the ramp shifted into stairs, almost a choice to leave, giving them three paths with stars of hope over the archway into a cemented room as one flickering light over some boxes and books with a light traced back to the green and blue gems leading them away from what they could see. 

"Keep talking to me, Rudy."Said Cky—

"Oh! Ummm.

"Yes, the light looked like water with a lighting bug liquid moving around from outside."

Bernard said, "Maybe I should try to feel if it was water or something else?"

"No, you have done enough."

"Remember, you got us in this mess."Rudy guided them onward because it was getting late, and they should return to the dorm. 

"I wish you did not do that, Bernard." 

"You're the one who said I should try to help find the switch and Barnard." 

"I don't think it will be that easy,” Rudy said.

"Why do you say that?”

"Because everything is onward, we have nowhere to go."

"Oh, where are we going?"

“How long do we have to go?”

"Before we are there, yet." 

Rudy chuckled as Bernard’s head looked forward and started jaunting with inspiration to what could only restore his sight.

"Let us stay together to help each other remain strong. Even though I don’t enjoy being here with you, sweaty boys."

They only gave Cky a smirk as Bernard and Rudy slowed down to bump and led each other through the aqua beam maze. Then, while seeking more clues and anything unfamiliar, confront each other.
One:

Hold tight to what I dream.

I request the best strength

Of worship

for you and me, 

saying I care enough.

Where are the hugs and love?

You keep me grounded.

This foundation has been here.

I just could feel you-, 

But I gladdened, stand in flames

Without in Christ the child of god

You are not wrong or right

If we have to judge. 

O’ what do I do but stand

By you, held  

Like the holly in storm

Hold on when dream change 

In love 

Snow and breathe on 

Me, oh spirit, what is? 

Your message.

You are my foundation,

Mother, whether Father.

Be still and steady to 

Heal them-heal them in the highest

On your ground, if you support wishes. 

Two:

Though I may stumble, 


You pick me up and make me fly in your arms

when I am collected; You help me find my 


Worthiness and follow,

And walk away from, 

The darkness into,

The stars you, 

Were within a sinless being,

a human in your hand.

When you picked me up - 

We were down. You were here, and you

were with me like an angel. 

You bring hope. 


I know you want to protect and keep me holy, but you are nearly always.
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​Pieces

“And cut us all off from the quest.

We must continue to find our way back to where we go our separate ways,” stated Bernardo.  

“What do you do?” asked Rudy of Cky. So saying, “I am behind you. If you recall.”

“Oh! It has been a while since I heard from you two,” replied Rudy. “Is the tunnel cooling?”

“If we don’t get trapped, roots become quickly covered,” echoed Cky.

"Ummm?”

“You two better pick up the pace and stop talking. If Bernard wants to return for dinner or just can not turn back now,” 

“You mean if you don’t want to be left behind to be quiet,” Cky said. 

“Especially if one of those ricocheted temporary spells goes off,” joked Bernard.  

“And were guides too-soon.”  

“Well, we better be prepared for anything, floating out of here on some sailboat.”

“I think those blue lights are becoming cloudy, so let’s go,” shouted Rudy to Bernard. Then the sky became pitch-dark, with only a pulsating light - high above them in the circular, stony cave, "I can't go any further, Cky, "Bernard said to Rudy and back.   

"So, try to climb up."     

With one reach of a hand and a foot, Bernard found a step, and as the wall became narrow enough to reach across to balance and climb toward the light. 

"Phew, it stinks like swamp water here," Rudy said.

"Or animal waste, so be careful where you step.”

“You told me that before,” Cky said.

A fellow student exclaimed,

“Don’t worry, we are not getting out of here clean, guys,”  

Again, she was hesitant to respond inappropriately, so she looked around so as not to eavesdrop on the quaint correspondent.  

"Can you see a way out?” Cky asked the boys. 

“I will crumble some of the stone,” said Rudy.

“But it is all stone,” Bernard said.  

“We are seeking to reach the glowing white sand above them,” replied Cky.  

“I got it.” She said; as she looked down, Bernard was levitating with the helpful chanting of Cky.

“What do you feel?” asked Rudy of Bernard.    

"They set the stone in the rock.”  

“I will try to push on it.”  

It was working as water trickled in and dripped along the cave walls. Distracting Cky enough to cease the incantation as Bernard fell along the side of Rudy, correcting him.

“It is up to you now, Cky.” 

They both said as she floated up to the glowing stone, chanting,

"O light of day in the night of darkness gives us passage. We are seeking a quest for the Hermes sister’s Switch."She placed her hands on the face of the stone, pulsating with blue, pink, and brighter than a rough-cut gem. 

“Remember Love,” 

"Did you guys hear that?”   

As they looked up and just responded with an - Aahh-ha!”      

Cky looked like a descending angel but was too far away from being one and got us out of hearing of the spirit of sound
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