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The outcome has been bleak for the teams and the Worlds.  What will they do now?  Survival seems the only option for now.

Or is it?

Learn what the now One-World collaborative has done to maintain control while the fate of the world slips through their fingers.

Is there a way to change this?  Put everything back as it once was?  Would that ever be possible?  What future do they face in this New World together?  

Can they remain together after everything that has transpired, reforming the Earth as they knew it?  What about when not too distant past secrets are revealed?

Or...does this just reform their team...their family...creating tighter and more unbreakable bonds?

Does Relic ever get his moment to surpass his own mother’s shadow?  What about his team and their powerful bunch of parents?

Continue on this new adventure with the children of Kyra & Samuel (The Immortal Chronicles of Queen Kyra), Sarah & Kaleb (In The Woods), and the infamous Ash & Erik (Evolution & The Legacy of Ash Series).
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To my family.  

Thank you for the inspiration and joy of watching life go on.  I am honored to have that opportunity to stop, look, listen, and appreciate you all.
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We have all heard predictions of what the ‘world’s end’ is supposed to look like.  Lessons taught in church or from many belief systems to prepare us and make us understand all things have an end.  

These lessons vary yet are similar if you really look at each prophecy and when it was written or by what culture.  Even folklore and tales are written about that very moment...the events that will lead us all to...the end.  

Gods, many divine spirits, shall return to this earthly plane...the underworld creatures, and fabled beasts will rise.  Many warriors, light or dark, and good versus evil.  All to battle for a world that is said will no longer exist unless one side is left standing.

The winner of that Great War, if one is left, will decide the fate of our world.  Restoration if the good prevail...or the peril of evil darkness smothering all life, leaving no souls left to feast upon.  

We tend to overlook it is also foretold the world may be uninhabitable at the end...or I should say AFTER the end.

The earth itself showing us the signs the end is near through sequences of disasters building to an apex until it falls to complete instability of all that supports life.  The light from our sun will dim or disappear completely...plunging our universe into the darkest of...uncertainty.

Will good versus evil or light versus dark really matter if there will be no true ‘winner’?  Or at least nothing living to see the victor of that fight.

Nothing will be left of the only place we know these warrior spirits to exist...because we labeled them.  Someone created them or at least retold their saga for generations since.

The reasoning of this end or what we may see coming beforehand...speculations interpreted and written by another’s hand...stories told from another’s lips...and all of no consequence because there will be no one to see the aftermath.

Premonitions of ancients whose calendar simply never passed a future date.  Translations...the words of prophets or seers who simply lacked the documentation abilities we have now.  Penned by hands belonging to bodies whose ears never heard, or eyes never witnessed those ominous extrapolations in their origin.  

Stories told in now dead languages later translated by many and all saying something slightly different.  The fall of all life, depicted in images drawn on anything that may be found by another later...most so eroded and crumbled, their story may never be told.  

Our only warning will be this planet herself demonstrating the unrest that will begin within.  Or reactionary result of our universal light extinguished and becoming a dead star...all life to follow its death march into oblivion.
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The Gosforth Cross in England...believed a rune stone of sorts or monument erected during the 900s C.E.  Not a typical memorial like a grave marker...this is an Anglo-Saxon standing cross with carvings on all sides of its squared obelisk like shaft.

My thoughts go to this ‘symbol’ because it demonstrates to me the difference in belief systems of that time.  Though there were many cultures existing with their own beliefs at that time worldwide...this single representation speaks volumes to me.  

And this was an era most studied in my home.  Beliefs I learned and found value to learn.  Its ‘magical’ and mystical roots...much of my own creation...have an amount of draw to this very black and white base of all religions, in my opinion of course.

I’ll try to keep my scope narrow for my purpose here.  Anyway...back to England!

Two distinct ideals that had room enough to display what they held, even for the end.  Spirits of divinity and those of malevolence exemplifying the forms a very human mind provided to explain the balancing forces of all life...light and dark...good versus evil.  

Concepts with no face or names until beings...creatures provided those identifiable markings for understanding.  So, our brains had a physical representation to wrap our minds around these principles.  Although these are so simply black and white.

However, this monument differs from what history and people had shown in the past.  Both existed...then and now...on this single marker.  Neither erasing the other, dismissing the other as wrong, or simply outdated in theory.

Drawings left behind from the perceived ‘pagan’ practicing Vikings depicting Ragnarӧk...their end of days.  The God of Gods, Odin battling the wolf-like beast Fenrir on one side.  

The remaining monument...illustrations of a crucifixion and others possibly detailing what ‘hell’ was thought to look.  Their representation of the heavens above clashing with the vile beings rising to destroy all creation from below. 

Which all creation was believed to be good, and worth protecting.  Still is!

It had and has value because it was a gift provided to us by heavenly ‘bodies’ we were never meant to lay eyes upon.  

Only relatable to us because we provided the name and explanation.  The occasional portraits much later were helpful because giving anything a face makes it understandable and their stories believable to us.

Thorwald’s Cross on the Isle of Man in the Irish Sea, with both traces of Viking and Celtic history, is another example.  One side of this monument shows the same Norse God Odin being devoured during Ragnarӧk by the beast Fenrir.  Yet the other side bears a cross and an image believed to be that of Christ victorious over Satan.

The interpretation of this is still debated as little is known of those who left it behind or...the real reasons why.  Theorized as the only form of documentation available at that time, repackaged by human hands, and another story retold by the new author’s understanding of its meaning.

This piece of history some call ‘syncretism’ or ‘syncretic art’.  That, in simple terms, is the blending of two or more seemingly unrelated beliefs or traditions into possibly a new, single system.  

One may envision this as one religion embracing the other or simply absorbing all...none more dominant than the other.  

That is how I perceive this.  Knowing the Celts had a strong and dominant system all their own.  As did the Norse Vikings and those who introduced the world to the fundamentals of Christianity.  

Each independent in culture, but the base...the core the same.  The only differences are the names used, number of divine spirits involved, and their hierarchy that creation is attributed to.  In other words...the stories.

Ragnarӧk...in concept is a series of events that lead to a great battle...and the end.  Natural disasters, the creatures ‘jailed’ in the inferno of our ‘hell’ emerge, and finally the possible demise of the idols we worship by these demon’s swords.

Oh...and the demise of the whole of mankind.

The world submersed...consumed by a ‘world of water’...later to rise again cleansed, fertile, and ready for the Gods to return.  Those who survived at least and the two beings who will be charged with repopulating the planet.

But I thought all these predictions and theories were truly the end.  If darkness is allowed to snuff out all light, such as the sun, all life dies too.  There is no return of anyone nor will there be two of anything left to repopulate what is uninhabitable.

The Viking Prose Edda or Poetic Edda’s provide us many ominous bits of what the end was to be.  

As in THE END...not us recovering from an Ice Age or other catastrophic event where the environment and beings simply adapt...or create an entirely different world.

Although even Gods, as relatable beings, are curious.  Even those divine spirits who make the rules are storied to be subject to another more mysterious fate even they, as creators, could not control.

In the Poetic Edda, Odin himself was said to have visited a seer about their fate after Ragnarӧk.  Her answer was this:


	The Seer’s words to Odin:

Fylliz fiǫrvi

feigra manna,

rýðr ragna siǫt

rauðom dreyra.

Svǫrt verða sólskin

of sumor eptir,

veðr ǫll válynd

Vitoð ér enn, eða hvat? 

	English translation:

It sates itself on the lifeblood

of fated men,

paints red the powers' homes

with crimson gore.

Black become the sun's beams

in the summers that follow,

weathers all treacherous.

Do you still seek to know? And what?




Interestingly, she offered him more information as bleak as her message or insight into the future.  

However, we are gluttonously, curious beings...even the God Odin needed to know more.  The seer then described what she saw will be the state of humanity during Ragnarӧk.


	The Seer’s words to Odin:

Brœðr muno beriaz

ok at bǫnom verða[z]

muno systrungar

sifiom spilla.

Hart er í heimi,

hórdómr mikill

—skeggǫld, skálmǫld

—skildir ro klofnir—

vindǫld, vargǫld—

áðr verǫld steypiz.

Mun engi maðr

ǫðrom þyrma.

	English translation:

Brothers will fight

and kill each other,

sisters' children

will defile kinship.

It is harsh in the world,

whoredom rife

—an axe age, a sword age

—shields are riven—

a wind age, a wolf age—

before the world goes headlong.

No man will have

mercy on another.




The seer continues to speak of sea serpents rising with the tides as the earth sinks to the sea.  Stars are said to vanish...steam rising around the volcanic flames reached for the heavens.  Battles of the Gods and beasts as their universe disappears continue.

To me that pretty much sounds as the end.  These seers’ words had people fleeing their homes as the sun becomes black while the earth is swallowed.

Somehow...this seer, as many stories of the end of days, no matter the book read from...there is an odd hope twisted up at the end.  I thought the end was final...you’re done...that’s the end.  

But no...that seer, as may other prophecies, spoke of life emerging from those ashes or in this case when the waters receded.  

The Gods returned to their places in the heavens...a new population of creatures and habitats just...appear.  All is well again...and the earth continues on.

[image: Chain Link Metal Tether Chain Chain Chain]

At least all of the stories had that twist at the end.  The very thing we need now and try desperately to cling to after the events that presented themselves as our own ‘Ragnarӧk’.  Hope!

The sun has been darkened for us...but it still peeks through to sustain us as the atmosphere allows.  That has something to do with the gases mixing, unpredictable storms, and there are even limits to how we can help move this process of ‘stability’ along.

Makes for crappy cell phone and general satellite reception, but we are assured by each news station, atmospheric stability is close.  They won’t provide a date, but I don’t believe that is as near in the future as they spit at us.

We do have magic wielders aligned worldwide, just as we are, who are trying the best to lend what energy we can back to the environment and using any and all our magical gifts when we can.  Or as nature will allow us without making the situation worse.

You could have the best intent in the world...and it will still bite you in the ass, tampering with nature.

The demolition of the veil between realms...that was blamed on volcanic activity.  

Enough for the humans to bite and prep for the apocalypse.  Well, the ones who’d returned after that unexpected public alert, and the even fewer who survived the shattering of the veil.

However, we knew better.  It was our division between the humans and the supernatural world.  We simply didn’t know how important it was for those worlds be kept separate and not only to protect the humans.

Completely unexpected...but...now we know what happens when two worlds actually collide.  Well...this was more merging of a tiny planetary ‘cyst’ no one knew we had...a temporary inconvenience. 

Temporary for those of us with centuries to survive in a perfect world and not ‘the end’ as we’ve been just trudging through our days expecting.  

The sea did rise slightly as the Americas...or at least this northern portion suddenly gained more land.  That’s been another hotly debated topic on the spotty news coverage we do see or hear.

The other realm was not as big as we had thought initially which was good.  However, the land gained stretches from the southern tip of Mexico to the Northern most part of Canada and Alaska.  

It was interesting the presentation of what that looked like...their realm becoming one with ours.  

Imagine you have a folded piece of paper...now the tip that stays connected at the fold would be near the North Pole.  From that corner you cut an irregular triangle with that as the tip...not wide at all, but long.  

Now unfold it.  Place that over a globe, lining up with us along one edge.

Our coast disappeared at the west.  Now to see the beach we have to drive what before was the distance from our home in Southern Oregon to, say, the eastern border of Nevada.  Or halfway through Idaho at the south.

Just a small sliver when compared to the rest of the world, but enough to throw our entire planet into unpleasant chaos.

Funny how Uncle Leif’s ‘butterfly effect’ is very fitting an analogy.  We thought this was only a rise to the Pacific Ocean.  Ok...sorry a few islands may disappear...but these folks had time to evacuate.  We hope!

Oh no...this intrusion affected everything.  The weather and many other atmospheric changes which we knew to expect from our many visits to the Other Realm.  We didn’t simply gain land mass and new neighbors.

I’m still waiting for that crazy, giant octopus/sea serpent in the Prose Edda to appear.  Although...I can go without seeing a man or one considered a God to be devoured by a large wolf.

Random side note...Fenrir was the creature the story Beowulf was supposed to have been based.  I’m still meaning to watch that movie.  Anyway!

Since we kids turned Bri’s home into the ‘team house’ we have seen many changes with us as well.  We’re still moving forward business as usual...well, as best we can.

The Agency has not necessarily fallen...but...that too has to change.  Those terms are still under discussion with the big wigs...like my parents, Pa-Pa and Brendan, and my Grandpa John.  Our many aunts, uncles, and surrogate grandparents included.

Elayna and Daemon get to participate on occasion as new signers of the Agency treaty between we supernaturals and their mother’s tribe.  

Samantha, daughter to Queen Kyra and King Samuel from the Other Realm, handles the documents as one of our generation’s senior members as does Lucas, Elayna’s father’s youngest cousin, whom we stole for our team.

I’ve been quite worried about my Elayna.  She’s been pushing to become a healer, also respected and welcomed as a Shaman in their tribe since it is in her bloodline.  Her mother’s side.

Although she carries enough Guardian shifter...she’s one of us supernaturals too.  Her Uncle Eli, father Kaleb, and Cousin Ian being the last in their line to shift as one of the Southern Oregon Sasquatch clans.

A gift that had been granted them through their bloodline for an entirely different reason...but they were still needed as Guardians...and carry the hearts of Guardians as well.

Just means same large stature, strength, speed, and less hair in the shower drain.  Plus...she gets to stay in the house with me and not hide in the woods as I guess her dad had at one time.

Now since Elayna doesn’t shift as usual shifters in our population...her body is actually quite human.  She has some supernatural protections as a Guardian even without the shift, but she is essentially a human seer more like her mother.  

When the illness came...there was only so much physically she’s been able to push back or fight. 

So many people became sick...all humans, we we’re still trying to pacify and hide from.  Hence volcanoes being the earth’s problem.  The sicknesses varied so much many simply couldn’t be attributed to one thing.

There were a few supernaturals who became ill too.  Nothing near the suffering of the humans but it was only us, who were at least in part vampire which were completely disease resistant.  

That is of the supernaturals we know exist now.

Elayna had been sneaking into the hospital as one of Dr. Tina’s students to help in the human hospitals as far as they could travel.  We had many, not only from our team but Agency wide, joining her because the need was so great.

I’m not sure what Elayna had been exposed to there, but her body had been ravaged from her work schedule, and she simply wasn’t taking care of herself.  Thankfully, Dr. Tina was able to help.

It began as a simple cold or so we thought, but quickly turned into some sort of pneumonia that landed her in the Agency clinic.  I was terrified not able to help and I had never seen Elayna get sick like that...and so fast.

Pharmaceutical need, availability, and production couldn’t keep up.  For some sickness...like Elayna’s pneumonia...it became drug resistant, and she needed other help.  

Miss Anna, Samantha’s grandmother, was our divine intervention then.

Dr. Tina took Elayna because she didn’t dare expose their tribe because even as a doctor, she did not know how bad or how fast everything was truly changing.  

Her own lab couldn’t keep up and that is supernaturally run.

As Dr. Tina had warned us, the nature of illness and disease changed as drastically as our world.  Bacteria, viruses, and more had the perfect environment to mutate.  The mix between realms, of course atmospheric changes, and simply being exposed to things many creatures had no reason to develop immunity to.

Our water was said to be contaminated, which was found to have been attributed to some of the illnesses.  Our ease of travel had not decreased enough to keep specific germs from spreading from one region to another as we’ve seen historically.

Most, if not all, airports had been temporarily closed not long after we saw that flight go down the night the veil fell.  They weren’t the only plane whose equipment failed when the clouds cut them off from the satellites.  

The electricity in the air caused the shutdown of the flight we watched drop from the sky.

However, cruise liners were still running until people stopped vacationing.  Plus, that wasn’t the fastest mode of travel so most tested their luck with spotty conference calls and intermittent emails to conduct any world business.

The freeways, highways, and any roadway were congested with traffic from our region going out.  Another public alert had been issued and again we had truckloads of humans abandoning the area until further notice.  But many...had nowhere else to go...or were too ill to travel.

Taking much into consideration...we looked inward at our supernatural population who can travel at the snap of our fingers.  Maybe some of us had been passing this on to those we’d come in contact with and never realized.  

Dr. Tina had been able to assure most of us with the Agency that we were not carriers no matter where we traveled, we brought nothing back to spread.  Unfortunately, not all supernaturals are built the same...so some were.  

We also learned ogre’s blood has its healing property limits.  

The ‘turned’ immunization production had been put on the back burner for now.  So, with the Other Realm donations in preparation for a potential ‘turned’ epidemic...Dr. Tina had my mom and Aunt Talia at the lab with Aurelia and Aurora from Aunt Kyra’s hospital testing those limits.

Tommy and I went with our moms to the lab with Elayna, and Uncle Leif’s girls Victoria and Veronica, to get a peek at what they had been able to gather so far.  

It was fascinating what the cells in ogre’s blood will attack and cure.  They found that even a small vaccination of ogre’s blood in children boosted their immune systems to such a degree, they weren’t trapped in their homes as the adults.
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That was a whole other issue.  The children were able to attend school and play without concern they too could carry anything to or from home.  Unfortunately...their teachers were stuck at home.

In walks the soon to be transitioned ‘One World Agency’.  That was a funny resolution, but it worked, and no one questioned where the flood of ‘substitutes’ suddenly came from.

That was Pa-Pa and Brendan actually.  They rounded up all generations of their Boys and headed straight for that lab, asking how they could help.  

Dr. Tina found that though human as Elayna...Hunter’s blood carried a few more healing properties since they, as ogres, can’t be turned, and their blood is strong enough to kill vampires.  

Well...they also have far more immunities than had been needed tested as before.  Bonus find for us really and we were glad to have the opportunity or need to look since it worked out.  

That was our way to turn the dire negative situation into a position and potentially grand find for the future.

So, the young population was covered at least.  However, businesses were in a severe slump...some even closing due to illness.  

Many people weren’t working, and towns just weren’t functioning at the needed capacity to keep going no matter how many stayed behind.  

We could only fill in so much without rousing suspicions and we were spread fairly thin as it was in our region.  Even with all the help.

Crime was up and not only with the humans.  Opportunistic supernaturals were taking full advantage and our Agency was doing everything possible to keep order.  It truly felt as we were beginning to lose our grip on what we had achieved before.  

Peace.

It was becoming quite scary in this new world.  And we don’t scare easily.  

My grandfathers, uncles, the Councils, and even the tribe weighed in...because we needed to be prepared for our ‘Ragnarӧk’.  

Aunt Kyra gathered all the leaders from the once Other Realm joining us too, creating a large, united front.  

The world has changed, which means the Agency needs to change.  We’ve geared up every day we could, lent a hand where we saw need, and tried to keep the world from spinning out of control.  

But just as we found with the spread of the illness...without quick, decisive intervention, we won’t continue for long as we had been used to.

Our recovery or restoration, as predicted, was still far on the horizon.  If that comes at all.  

We may just be sitting at the tip of this large, lonely iceberg watching...waiting...and our world can still crumble before our very eyes.

There is no other realm to escape or seek refuge.  No division from the humans.  Possibly a very limited amount of time before we’re exposed for who we truly are.

Days turning to weeks and then months.  The savage summer that began first as what we thought was the simple spread of darkness sucking up all resources and life.  Now a brutal winter blankets our valley with even more concerns...and no idea when this may change...or how.

We have only to look forward to still having this path...this life’s journey to share together.  No matter how rocky the road or devastating the storm, we’ve weathered together. 

Life turning to a game of survival of the fittest.  Unfortunately, I don’t think simply being supernatural will get us through.  Also...what about those of us who are more human than supernatural?  We won’t survive without them...no matter our gifts!
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Dad stood, half leaning against the doorframe when I answered the front door after his incessant bell ringing.  His face sullen, eyes wide and innocent as he spoke.  “I am here for my visitation.”  His lower lip pouty as our eyes met.

“Aww, dad.  We miss you too.”  I chuckle, opening my arms wide, reaching, and moving forward to offer him a consoling hug.

He and Relic’s mom, Aunt Ash, were the most vocal in that they hated the fact we all moved out of our parents’ homes and into Bri’s new place the Agency built after Uncle Kenny drove a tank through the other one, looking for her criminal dad. 

Long story and only the parts that didn’t involve ME were funny!

Auntie Ash even resorted to tears...begging Relic...her baby boy, not to go yet.  When that didn’t work, she angrily grounded him to the guest house, stomping that heeled boot right down on his foot.  

150 bucks to replace those steel-toed work boots and he almost lost two toes had Aunt Tina, our family practitioner, not been there.  Good thing too because vampires can heal quickly...but they don’t regenerate missing appendages...even something as small as a toe.

That tirade/stand-off lasted nearly 48 entire hours.  Big Pa-pe Thomas and Uncle John begging in the middle of the night to stay at Uncle Eli’s because no one was sleeping on that street. 

Uncle Erik tried to calm her, telling her this was a good thing for us all, and we know we have someplace to go if ever needed.  They had the dorms at training and became a well-oiled team in only 6 weeks.  Just imagine what we’d be capable of, he suggested.

Her response...well thankfully at the time she was unarmed...but she went for my dad’s belt ready to ‘whoop on’ us all...even Bri for the ‘unsolicited stupid offer’ she shrieked.  Auntie Ash was ready to get us all.  ‘Every last one of us heartbreaking, mother-hating, heathens’, she called us.  

And dad never fought her!  Even when his pants fell as they chased us around the cul-de-sac so we couldn’t break Relic out.  One hand holding up his pants, the other wrapped around my sister’s waist as he ran with her like a football, so Elayna couldn’t get to him either.

Don’t worry, folks...Lucas was there...the man always with a plan.  Relic was a bit insulted he didn’t get the lights, sirens, or fireman's ladder as Samantha had that one time...but he forgave in time.

However, eventually...dad came around and told us he respected us all for taking on the world not only as a team but in such a time of crisis. He wasn’t ‘impressed’ with the room arrangements as we each coupled up... and made sure to note that as often as possible.  But he respected us as adults, nonetheless.

Auntie Ash...well, let’s just say we can’t EVER leave Bri alone with her.  Especially if the other moms are with her...because they egg her on...and already offered to help her hide a body.  

Relic’s grandmother Angelica covered all the houses...everyone’s furnishings with plastic and bought ‘special rugs’ that roll up easily if they need moved.  I thought it was neat until she gave the other moms an odd wink that started the coven cackling but no one would tell us what was so funny.

I think most of my dad’s jabs are just to keep Relic off my sister, but they reassure him often they still haven’t taken THAT next step in their relationship.  

Auntie Ash...she just wants him home and even invited Elayna to come too.  She loves Elayna too much to be angry with her...or any of us...so Bri gets the brunt of her attitude when we see her.

Actually, that no sex part is true for most of the household.  The Agency interruptions, training, and all else we do pretty much kills the mood anyway.  However, I am learning cuddling after a quick make-out session is just as gratifying...for now.

Just as I near my dad, he scoffs, furrowing his brow, stepping into the threshold, shoving me aside with one hand.  “What are you doing...trying to choke me out so Bri can have one more afternoon?  No!  Noon is noon...now where’s my dog?”

Stepping aside when he brushed passed me, I huff out a laugh, shaking my head and close the door behind him.  “Dr. Tina’s inserting his tracker and gathering her final reports so we will know what exactly he is.”

Dad jerks around to face me.  Mouth agape, staring momentarily and then he remarks.  “But...he knew we had plans.”  

His face quickly morphs to pissed as he jabs a finger towards me, pointing accusingly.  “SHE did this on purpose didn’t she?  Because I never take HER anywhere.  Ha!  She’s your problem...I already have a wife thank you very much...but I did need a new wingman, and he fits the bill.”

Folding my arms at my chest, giving him a smug smirk as I ask.  “You done?”  Motioning my hand, offering for us both to step into the living room, I finish.  “No...Bri did not do this on purpose...you can blame Dr. Tina and your daughter.  This was the only time she had.  And by the way...where is mom?”

My dad had such a confused look on his face as he spun around to look towards the door, then blinked long as if his memory suddenly kicked in.  “Oh...right...the ladies all went to lunch.  John has a big meeting planned.  So, the dog and I only have two hours before everyone gets here.”

Nodding, I glance towards Relic on the couch.  My sister out cold in his lap after being sent home from work early.  “Hey...team meeting here in a couple hours.”

Relic smiles up at dad, brushing Elayna’s hair from her face with his hand.  “Cool...thanks for the notice, Uncle Kaleb.”

Dad nods.  “No problem, son.”  Now leaning over to check on my sister he asks Relic, keeping his voice soft.  “She’s not getting sick again, is she?”

Shaking his head slightly, Relic answers.  “Nah...she’s exhausted though.  They...uh...they lost one today and she...”

Dad puffs out a sigh, taking a seat in the chair next to the couch, running a hand down his face, cutting in when Relic bit his lip unable to finish.  “Elayna was there for that then.  She talk to you yet?”

“Not yet.”  Relic pinched his lips tight, glancing down as he runs a fingertip across Elayna’s cheek.  “She’s projecting though.  This one was young like us...oh and he was pissed.”

I saw my dad’s jaw stiffen, glancing towards me, and I could only nod when I spoke.  “Dr. Tina sent her home after.  Elayna had to move this one on herself, it was his time, but he fought it, and that took a lot of energy.”

“She not slowing down?”  Dad eyes Relic, rubbing his chin.

Relic shook his head.  “Not as slow as I’d like.  The hours aren’t as long, but she still has no eating schedule and sleep...forget it.”  He raises his hand pointing it towards my sister.  “This is what she does.  When she wakes, I’ll probably have to force feed her as she’s running out the door again.”

Dad nodded, still running a hand over his chin.  “I appreciate you trying, son.”  He glances up at me next.  “I know she’s in good hands with you all, but I can’t help worrying about the way she’s treating herself.  The brightest and pushiest stars are the ones who burn out first no matter what she has built in her head.”

I move to sit on the arm of the chair next to my dad as he leans his head up, watching Elayna stir bundled in her blanket on Relic’s lap on the couch.  “We’ve all been taking turns trying to speak with her but she’s like Mother Theresa.  She simply can’t find it in her to walk away from anyone sick or in need.”  I tell him.

Dad just huffed out a soft laugh.  “Wonder where she gets that?”  His brow rose when he joked.

Kinda a family joke for us since our mother’s labor with us began at a press conference raising awareness for the ‘missing and lost’.  

She had originally, months before, been hospitalized after a car accident in dad’s truck.  They were tracking some serial killer, he reversed the chase and got them running, dad misspoke, mom argued...BOOM!  Dad’s new truck totaled and mom woke up in the hospital to the words ‘you’re pregnant’...but we don’t know for how long after that accident.

That’s how she learned about us...well me...Elayna was the surprise I drug into this life with me later.  Difficult words to hear, I imagine, for still newlyweds as our parents were then.

While mom was trapped in that hospital bed after the accident...‘visitors’ began to come.  That killer’s victims and more lost or stolen people sought her out, begging her to lend them a voice...so they were not forgotten souls.

Taking a step back...mom had met dad, barely comfortable in her own skin, she hid abilities others wished to exploit, and then somewhere in there she learned what a gift she had....it was no curse.

Our dad believed his Guardian bloodline gift was a curse.  Such a curse, he hid himself from the world in a cabin in the woods.  But together they learned many things and dad realized his gift was not a curse when it was too late...and it wouldn’t have protected his bride anyway.  

So, her life from that hospital bed became about those lost souls.  With the help of our Nana Nissa and Aunt Maya...she went to work...took all their names, heard their stories, and helped them find peace knowing they could go on and she would never let the world forget.

Dad’s part...he supported her...loved that piece of her so much, she became comfortable enough to share it...with the world.

Between mom, Nana Nissa and her dear friend Phyllis they made sure the world heard every name.  Every message they left behind.  Made sure they were never forgotten.  Helped them move on because ‘sometimes they just want to be heard...and then they go home to the peaceful light’.

I like to believe that act...their incredible use of their gifts...the heavens were bursting with all those they helped move on.  All those THEY heard and made sure the world did too.

Our parents believe that not just ‘bonus baby’ Elayna...but US...we survived because of that simple, kind act and proper use of a gift.  She could have miscarried so easily and never would have known US.  Tragedy!

A gift to them...a miracle emerging when tragedy may appear imminent.  That’s how they raised us...not simply my sister and I...but all of us kids in this crazy large family.  That’s how they loved us...treasured every one of us...and never left room for doubt or question.

Years later, that gift helped many more.  And when combined with gifts they never knew existed...the result phenomenon, not simply a miracle.

Aunt Ash, Uncle Ray-Ray, Aunt Talia, Aunt Kat...they found the names and families of others like them...abused by a scientist/doctor and they were the lucky ones who survived to hear and share these stories.

Our generation...we were the beneficiaries of not simply the gratitude we were able to exist in their loving arms...but the gifts bestowed upon us all.  

Gifts as an extension of divine hands...the miracle that halts the tragedy...and that’s how it should be appreciated.  

Not for the pats on the back...glory...or rewards.  You always say ‘thank you’ after a miracle...sharing their gifts makes that statement with less words.  That is just who they are!

Why would they believe with their example...that their children would strive for anything different?

So...they’re the reason Elayna is who she is.  Me...I’m just a guy trying to survive like everyone else.  However...I still have a gift and living hands to use.  A gift of value for others who need a miracle too.  

Our opportunity to show our gratitude, that our miraculous existence is appreciated.  Our gifts will never be squandered...because we live everyday grateful!  That is what we contribute and show the world.

So...as I was saying...it’s their fault they raised good people and now they see what we do with that!

Elayna raises her head, voice groggy as she opens one eye to look up.  “Hey, daddy.”  She weakly smiles before flopping her head back to the pillow Relic stuffed under her head.

“How you feeling, baby girl?”  Dad snickers as he watches her, too exhausted to try moving again.

Rubbing her eyes and stretching, she yawns out.  “Not ready to talk about this one yet.  Dr. Tina wants me to take time off too...even from the lab.”  

Relic helped her sit up so she could speak with us.  Smiling half-heartedly at dad before dropping her gaze to her lap, fidgeting with her blanket, her lip curls at the corner.  “I nearly had to force this one because he wasn’t accepting nature.  I know because he was greeted...but he even argued then.”

Dad made a tsk-grunting sound.  “Oh man.  I’m sorry you had to do that, sweetheart.  I am proud he had you to help.  Actually, the time off don’t sound too bad either...you have earned it.  Even God took a day off, you know?  I think I read that somewhere.”

She giggles softly, not lifting her gaze.  “Thank you, daddy.  That does help.”  Stretching again, another long yawn escapes her.  “Dr. Tina brought me home and ordered me to stay.  She’s bringing Bailey back in a few with those reports.”

Dad’s brow knitted confusedly as he looked to each of us kids.  “Who’s Bailey?”

On cue Bri walked in from the kitchen, giggling.  “I finally picked a name...I think he likes it.  I thought it was funny because he likes to take off so much.  Bail-ey...get it?”

Dad jerked his head her way as she joined my side, wrapping her arms around my shoulders.  He huffs sarcastically.  “Yeah...we’ll see how happy he is when they return.”

“What’s wrong?”  Bri looked so concerned, asking dad.  It took a second, but she finally giggles at him, nodding her head once.  “Ah...you hate the name.  But you weren’t around to consult.”

“Well of course I hate that ‘girly’ name.  That’s not a fitting name for him.”  Dad replies curtly but Bri never took it personal.

Dad jokes with her like this still but he has warmed up to her since that soul cleansing back at the house months ago.  He thinks we don’t know but he is constantly checking on her progress with the others as she’s been training on the fast-track with each member of our elder team.  So is our collage of parents and grandparents.

I truly believe he was most hurt in that whole moving out thing because we took the dog.  He ‘shifts’ vicariously through the dog and according to mom, having that back...that night he and the dog tore up those trespassers, she hasn’t seen him so happy in ages.

“And what would be a fitting name for him?”  Bri asks my dad very sweetly.  “I’m open to discussion.”

Dad gave her the raised brow, flaring his nostrils as we laughed but he kept his face straight.  “There is no discussion...I had your Uncle Samuel speak with him and he wants a bad-ass name.”

Bri snorts behind her hand.  “What...like Zeus...or Killer?  Grrr.”  She joked and Elayna lost it at Bri’s little roar towards our very unamused father.

Twisting his lips, scowling, he responds.  “I’m even more creative than that.  I guess I should be happy you didn’t name him Rainbow or something fruity.  I know...you’re into irony...why didn’t you call him Fluffy?”

Elayna lost it laughing again when the expression on Bri’s face dead panned.  Bri looked into my father’s eyes so matter of fact.  “That’s not irony...that’s hurtful.  He’s still waiting for his coat to come back, and he’d already had enough when I brought up having him neutered.”

“You WHAT?”  My dad shrieked in disbelief, jumping from the chair, nearly knocking both Bri and me to the side when he did.  

Jabbing his finger near Bri’s face...her eyes go wide and her head leans back.  Dad’s voice stern.  “Now, he’s not some dog you rescued off the streets and you’re attempting to prevent more burdens to society.  He has a choice in this, and I will support him.  You torment that dog with that crap again...he’s MINE, young one.  You worry about your own birth control.”

“DAD!”  I shouted shocked.  Bri’s mouth just fell open and I don’t even think she’s breathing now.

Relic had much the same stunned look as I, but Elayna stood up for Bri right there...as she muttered.  “That shouldn’t be an issue for any of us since all of our elders are obviously insane and we don’t want to pass that along.  Thanks to your relentless need to interrupt youthful fun...abstinence is unavoidable.”

Dad jerked his head around towards Elayna, shocked, mouth agape, eyes bulging, and she shot me a look, rubbing her lips tightly together, trying to hold back a laugh.  Relic stock still next to her about ready to mess himself the way our dad looked.

So, I retort, grabbing dad’s attention.  “Yeah...that dog’s probably seen the most action out of anyone in this house with the THOROUGH exam Dr. Tina gave him.  I was envious just observing actually.  He falls under ‘supernatural’ as a shifter...so I guess she’s now a vet too.  If I didn’t consider her my aunt, I nearly signed up for a physical too.  The dog looked happy so...”  I trailed off, pursing my lips.

Bri snickered, hiding behind my shoulder as she added.  “Should have seen the look he gave when she grabbed hold and told him to turn his head and cough.”  She gasps excitedly at dad.  “Oh...he would have got off your table so much faster if you had tried that.”

Relic’s hand slowly moved to cover his mouth...no sound...but I think he was attempting to laugh.

Damn near slapping himself with both hands on the sides of his face, dad shook his head, walking off towards the kitchen.  “You are not tag teaming me like you used to pull at home.  And, Bri...not helping.  At least I know Relic has boundaries and I can trust that boy.  The rest of you...heathenous changelings...ARGH!”

He disappeared behind the wall, and we could hear him helping himself to something from the fridge.  Elayna, Bri, and I were fist bumping.  

Relic hesitated until he heard dad was good and distracted in the other room before he added.  “That was freakin’ awesome!  My mom so would have shot me.”

Elayna snuggles into his side, sneaking a kiss on his cheek.  “I would heal you.”

He smiles broadly as she puckers her lips at him; he wrapped an arm around her shoulder.  “Yeah, you would.”  He joked, pulling her into his arms and onto his lap.

“NO...NO she wouldn’t.”  Dad caught us all off-guard, shouting from the kitchen.  That had us in hysterics though we were trying to muffle our laughter.  

It did take a sec to steal a kiss from my girl; so proud she was participating in family matters as teasing my dad.  Mom or the other ladies...yeah, they wouldn’t have been as forgiving as he is.

I am really glad Bri’s getting to see the accepting side of him and learning my dad does have a tolerant and even gentle side.  Well...he showed her that the one time he hugged her when he found out her own dad was such a...uh...I can’t repeat all he called that man actually.

My aunts Ash, Maya, and Kyra all took out the swear jar and everyone was in on the pool.  Not only whether he’d fill the jar...but how many words he could part into syllables adding ‘fuck’ in between.

He never did that in front of us...that was what Aunt Cathy told me we missed when our dad found out about hers before they left to meet us on that last mission.  

Dad felt terrible for Bri, especially since he’d given her so much grief, but who knew really?  Now her dad...well he wasn’t close enough to pop his head off...so our dad used his words instead.

I bet if he had a blink of time alone with that man...dad probably could have got that shift back!  He would really have much in common with that damn dog then.

Now I know why he was so excited when that burly mass of a pet went to the door.  My dad wasn’t being encouraging to help potty train him...no...dad was ready to play like two pups in the yard.  

That would have been a sight for anyone driving by on the highway.  Sasquatch and a mammoth cocker spaniel chewing the throats out and wrestling with supernaturals intending to have harmed us all.  We get stared at enough just traveling in a group.
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“Hello all.”  Aunt Tina shows up, Bailey curled in her arms as she waves his paw at us all when they vanish into the living room.  “Sorry I didn’t knock but I recalled we were late.”

Dad walks out of the kitchen, arms extended and cooing.  “Aww...there’s my big boy.  You had a big day...yes you did.  Let’s go get you an ice cream.”  Nearly ripping the dog from Tina’s arms, flipping him around and then releasing a sigh of relief, dad smiles.  “Oh good...everything is still intact.”

Tina wags a finger between us all with a questioning look on her face.  One eyebrow high as she asks dad.  “You planning to breed...uh...him?”

It was hilarious...my dad got super defensive...even slightly raising his voice as he replied.  “NO!”  He leans back, lowering his voice, scratching behind the dog’s ears.  “I want it to be his choice.  He’s not just any old dog and Samuel can ask him.  I’m going along with Bri here and respecting the dog’s space.  Just trying to be open and respectful of all opinions here.”

“Uh huh.”  She turns, mouth open, tongue in cheek.  

My dad...god love him...still defending his position valiantly.  “If we alter him, we could alter his ability to shift and then what?  His self-esteem is shot and he’s back to being the half dead and hairless lap dog that needs a ‘stress-buddy’ of his own.”

Without missing a beat, he huffs out a laugh, motioning his hand towards Dr. Tina and asks snidely.  “How would you deal with your powers being stripped after someone snuck a little pill into your breakfast and then took you for a drive?”

Only a man would answer anything like that.  Or believe that interesting part of the anatomy is where one’s powers may lie.

Blinking rapidly...Aunt Tina never responded...just stared before turning towards us on the couch.  “Well, kids...you want to hear what I learned about your...I mean ‘little man’ over there?”  Tina shot dad a strange look, pulling a file out she had tucked under her arm as we gathered excitedly to hear on the couch.  Dad and Bailey taking the chair, appear ready to listen as well.  

Glancing to the open folder, first page, and then back at us, Dr. Tina clears her throat, offering an enthusiastic smile as she presents us with her findings about this bonus creature whom we added to our ever growing ‘pack’.


“Well...I have to say that is the most interesting supernatural dog I’ve ever seen.  And you were correct, Kaleb, he is no ordinary pet.

Relic, let me discuss this with your mother because anytime ‘genetically modified’ is mentioned...she’s guns a blazing and cursing that dead doc from back in the day.  

The dog is not that old...so I will handle this part...we clear?  I see nodding... so we’re good.

Ok...so he’s the longer haired, golden American cocker spaniel as Uncle Eli somehow knew already.  But...and this is a big but...because it took some serious lab work and tap dancing to prove he was actually altered and not sired that way.

I lost a lab tech for the day, just the thought some shifter may have stolen...uh...well anyway it would have been unnatural and illegal for us.  I’ll just leave it at that.

Ok then!  He is super intelligent and actually has quite the personality.  He is also trainable but a little on the stubborn side.  That’s not a breed thing...personality disorder actually.

He didn’t like the way his temperature had been taken so he sniffed out my tech’s office and crapped right on her desk before returning, on his own mind you, and allowing me to finish his exam.  

I swear he appeared to be smiling the entire time too.  Funny but so weird at the same time.

Anyway, he is in part a dog.  However...he has quite the genetic mixture that I am going to have to consult with Leif because I don’t know if these creatures all truly exist in his form.

He’s part hellhound, which explains the smell...and I can’t entirely fix that unfortunately...although it does explain the shifting ability.  And not all hellhounds are harbingers of death or destruction, FYI.

His abilities can be from a class of ‘High-Warrior fae’ I had to research.  He can use or respond to energy and elements in his environment just as we magic wielders.  

That class of fae are Guardians.  He will patrol and serve as a tremendous bodyguard able to live in close quarters in his usual form.  

His ‘shift’ is actually from reading ‘intent’ of anyone who will appear at your door.  Now that class of fae can do that and have a preference for hand-to-hand combat.  

Or in this case, paw to even bigger paw combat!

What has me puzzled is because of his ability to read intent...that also pointed me to a creature referred to in one article as a ‘Storm Beast’. 

Leif may have an idea, but I’ve never heard of this.  The article stated these can be either feline or canine based so...I read it and made notes.

Storm Beasts actually rely on extreme weather for much of their strength, which is oddly timed for us considering...well here we are.

Anyway...they are territorial ‘protectors’...even more so than a hellhound is said to be.  Everyone will be a trespasser to him who approach ‘his’ family until he knows they lack any ill intent.

He may consider every single person there that pit night as ‘family’ so he can go with anyone he wants or needs, and they will be safe.

If his shift is triggered as it was that evening...watch yourself because he will attack first and question later.  You never stick your hand into a dog fight, right?  Keep that in mind.

Also...he can develop a bit of a wanderlust...so to keep his desire to explore at a minimum, give him an area and time to patrol...like a job.  

He can be trusted to return as long as he knows he has purpose.  I chipped him just in case he gets lost, or heaven forbid stolen.  

It’s a Kenny tracker too so if the dog doesn’t kill its kidnapper...that chip will...but the dog will be fine.  I didn’t question further...I simply installed it as Kenny instructed.

Now, when I was checking that fae information I found something called a ‘fairy hound’.  Not much was mentioned differing from info I’ve already given.  

However...you should know those hounds can vanish as we can at will.  He will possess super strength, speed, and can increase in size, which you know after that defense of your land.  

What you may need to look out for are other paranormal or supernatural abilities.  So, if he starts vanishing from room to room or doing anything you may deem as ‘witchy’...call me immediately because he’s also a prankster too.

There’s Celtic mythology available about what they call ‘Champion dogs’.  Healing powers if they lick wounds...oh and that white spot over his eye can mean he can see spirits and drive the evil ones away.

No iron or steel too close to him because that makes fae sick.  

I found a couple cute stories.  The Greeks have one of a ‘golden hound’ that was a gift to guard the God Zeus from birth on.  And ask Sarah if she’s heard the Chickasaw/Choctaw legend of ‘the Big White Dog and the Sacred Pole’.”


None of us on the couch knew what to say as that was a lot to absorb.  I heard my dad sigh as his hand raised, pointing towards Tina.  His face very thoughtful, almost as if he was chewing on each word, trying to process all of that.

After making fish faces for a minute or so, he finally spoke.  “So...what you’re saying is the dog would be safer with me because we need each other as Guardians really...and he could help Sarah with some of her ‘visitors’?”

That got a gasp from Bri.  Snorts and snickers from Relic and Elayna at dad’s new feeble attempt at acquiring this dog.

Aunt Tina raised a finger in the air, pointing out.  “Unless he begins demonstrating other gifts...then he will need specialized training you may not be equipped to provide.  Bri can, but if you bring out Sarah’s ‘glow sticky thing’, that will just appear to be a show of aggression to him, or he may not respond at all except to chase it as a stick.”

She giggles, adding.  “He doesn’t understand symbolism the same as we or the use of certain ceremonial tools normally not available to him.  Or he simply does not care.”
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We took turns laughing and joking as we each played with the dog, discussing the information we just got pummeled with by Dr. Tina.  She understood we’d have questions because that was a lot at one time.

Dad finally pipes up after several silent moments of contemplation and listening.  

Or plotting to get the dog for himself because now it’s even freaking cooler!

“I plan on looking up that story you mentioned for Sarah...but what other advice or information might you have for us?”  He asked.

Tina laughs.  “I found a lot of information actually, but I believe I provided all I have until I can narrow some of that down once I speak with Leif.  Like I said I never heard of that class of fae, or fairy hounds, nor had I heard of a Storm Beast.”

Tipping his head to the side, dad looks at Bri quizzically.  “I thought you said you just randomly got this dog from the shelter?”

Bri and I both nod, but I answer.  “We did...but I felt even that day...I think he picked her.  He’s the only one that didn’t shy away when she approached.  He seemed more curious about her than she was about him.”

Poor Bri scrunched her face as she gave me a sad look.  “Until we brought him back.”  I gave her a consoling side hug on the couch, feeling bad the transition to ‘pet owner’ wasn’t as smooth as we had hoped.

Dad smacks the arm of the chair lightly with his open palm...to not startle the dog.  “Oh, come on.”  His head lolls and eyes roll back into his head.  

He further argues.  “He acted as if he was tortured the entire time.  He played dead when she held him for Pete’s sake...that’s not normal.  And he acted like that right up until she had that dark spell removed.”

The look on his face as if making a brilliant point as he also raises a finger in the air.  “How would he know that ceremony was planned and not simply her scent for one...and two...how, or better yet, why would he believe he was any safer with her than staying at the shelter?”

I make a face, pulling my lips tight and pinching my face disapprovingly.  “Dad...you think you’re being a little rough on Bri just because you want the dog all to yourself?”

Cocking his head to the side, brows up, he looks into my eyes.  “No actually.  At that time, he should have been able to pick up on that spell if he’s as supernatural as those reports say and she looked as she never even fed herself.  What was the safety net he was diving for here?”

My incredible sister...always the voice of reason...came to our defense once again.  “What if he scented us on her?  If she was around us, maybe that helped him make his decision.  Maybe he knew we’d help them both.  She’d be done, like those things that attacked our house, if her intentions were bad at all according to those reports.”

Replying, dad gave Elayna an incredulous look.  “So...the dog...oh, I don’t know...he had some premonition that he would be safe with whomever he smelled on her so he just ‘sucked it up’ and waited it out?  Waited for us to fix his personal hell?”

“Dad.”  I chastised.  “Don’t make fun.”

His brow high, nostrils flared as he gives me a bemused look.  “Really?  Consider our conversation over these last minutes and ask yourself one question.  Is ANY of this funny?”

Tina cleared her throat before she voiced.  “Actually...one article I read said several things that may answer a few questions here.  Some believe, and this goes back to ancient mythology...anyway, it is believed dogs can possess a supernatural vision.  Meaning he can see us for who and what we are.  They can foresee disaster...which fits if he’s a Storm Beast.”

Narrowing his eyes, dad acting really snarky.  “Well...what else did that article offer?  Can he sprout wings and fart rainbow confetti and glitter?”

Why we all looked to Relic prior to our laughing fit...well I can only think of his starring in that Walmart security footage in my sister’s sparkle encrusted unicorn shirt.  Good times!

Dr. Tina got this mischievous smirk on her face, gaze averted towards the floor as she answered my dad.  “They say the smaller the dog, the greater the power...so consider all you heard carefully.  They can see past illusions, like if someone is hidden behind an invisibility or illusion spell.  They can unearth buried treasure if that’s your thing.  He can protect it if you hide it again.”

Tapping a finger against her chin, she snaps her fingers, adding.  “Oh...and the old ones you have to watch closely.  He’s old for his breed of dog...but young in supernatural spirit.  So next time you get smart with me, since I know he’s trainable and funny as hell...enjoy your naps on the couch.”

She leans in closer, almost whispering to dad, holding back a laugh.  “That vet tech he sought retribution for the thermometer issue.  He didn’t simply shit on her desk...he got it under the glass, but I never saw how.  Hope you aren’t a deep sleeper big fella, and you cannot show him aggression.  He won’t respond well.”

Making a clicking sound with her mouth, she offers dad a wink and in perfect timing, the rest of the ladies in the family appear through the front door.  

Giggles and arm loads of shopping bags was all I saw and heard as they entered in a tight cluster.  Dr. Tina...huge smiles as she greets them, asking about the lunch she missed.
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Glancing up to mom, I had to ask after she snuck a kiss to dad and baby-talked the dog scratching his chin.  “Mom...have you ever heard the story...the Big White Dog and the Sacred Pole?”

The rest of the ladies were getting settled since everyone was apparently meeting here for something.  Mom sat on the arm of the chair next to dad as I had earlier.

Her eyes roved the room as she thought then nodded.  “If I remember right...that’s the one where they had two separate tribes, and they went on a long journey using this stick to guide their travels to a new ‘home’.”

Dr. Tina giggles, scrunching her shoulders.  “Oh, this should be better than finding the story on the computer.”

Mom huffs, waving a hand before her.  “Wait...I don’t know if I can do story time.  I’m not sure I have the right one.”

Aunt Ash smiles over the crowd, arms folded in front of her.  “Well, any real Native history is through oral story like pit night.  The online stuff isn’t wholly accurate and probably put on there by a crazy person anyway, so you know it’s wrong.  You can either go to a doctor or you search for your HIDEOUS disease alone and online.  So...is it pinkeye or a tumor in your ocular cavity no one’s heard of?  I say...let’s hear it.”

Ahhh...Aunt Ash...her way with words kills me sometimes.  Her mind fascinates many of us!

All the ladies and we children laughed and cheered.  Dad thought her comparison hysterical but looked to mom ready to hear it.  Our other team/roommates appearing at the perfect time to join in chanting until mom relented and just told the story.


“Fine...fine.  Ok... now I can’t immediately recall which tribes I heard the story for.  But here we go.

Long ago two tribes were forced to join.  Their traditions were fading as disease and murderous acts dwindled their numbers.  

Land stolen by unfamiliar faces and they were finally made to feel they must just pack up and go or they would be lost forever.  The tribes along with their culture would surely die.

The chiefs and elders gathered.  After much discussion over several days and nights of dealings; finally, they decided the best was to travel together using this ‘sacred staff’ to point them ‘home’.

Every day and into the night, they would walk.  The elders would gather when they stopped to camp for the night, and the staff would be pushed into the ground.  

Whichever direction it leaned would be their direction the next day.  They would sleep, wake, and then walk wherever the stick pointed to ‘home’.

Every day that they walked...running as if pacing protectively before them, and sometimes at their sides, there was this big white dog.

He was always on alert even watching...protecting as they slept...and he never tired.  He would rise as they did and walk with his tongue dangling.  Only happy to have a charge in this life...his people...his family...his tribe.

His people loved him so dearly, they called him their ‘faithful guard’, and their ‘scout’ helping them find ‘home’.  

This dog was the first to alert if enemies neared.  He could smell it...he could feel their ill will...his howl the alarm to warn his people.  His hackles stood as his paws firm and ready to fight for his family.

As they experienced before leaving their original settlement...sickness came and followed these folks on their journey.

It was said even with the exceptional healing powers of their medicine men with this beloved dog at their side...death still reached for them...plucking out members of their family one, two, three at a time.

They thought the dog had a sort of healing magic too, so he was always with their shaman and medicine man.  It comforted those being healed, especially the young ones.

One day the tribes stopped near a river, using the staff to decide if they should cross this wild river with no way and though minimal, they had supplies to carry too.  

When the staff stuck in the ground, they saw the sign they had been waiting for.  It stood straight up.  Just across that river, their walk only a short distance...and they would be ‘home’.

Quickly they began searching and found enough materials to make numerous rafts.  Enough to get everyone and all they had across but the route would be dangerous.

Fast moving water, rocks, and rapids stretched as far as they could see from that spot.  But they accepted this as their route ‘home’ and went.

One of the last rafts to cross was the one carrying not only some of his tribe...but that big white dog.

In the middle of the river...the raft crumbled beneath them.  The dog watched his people scramble to shore and he found a piece of broken timber, climbing on.

Taking another look back at the opposite bank, the dog saw the others who had already crossed managed to help rescue those traveling with the dog from the rough waters.

His people screamed for him, called, and no matter what ideas, they could not reach their Guardian white dog.

Helplessly they watched as the current tugged that timber loose, it and that dog disappearing around the bend...gone from their sight forever.  

The last they ever saw of their faithful guard, their scout, their beloved white dog.  

Upset but not knowing what else to do, they pressed on.  Just passed the brush not far from that river’s edge...they were ‘home’.”


Sniffling and wiping her eyes, Elayna giggles, tearing her tissue in half to share with Bri.  “Oh my gosh, mom...that is so sad.”

Mom laughed now as many others sniffled in the room.  Dad snuggling the dog in the chair next to her and soothing him.  “It’s just a story, buddy...that’s all.”

Furrowing her brow, mom glanced to Dr. Tina, asking.  “The elders will be proud I finally learned to repeat a story...but why did that even come up?”

Smiling, Tina tips her head to the side, looking from mom to dad and then that dog still with no agreeable name.  Her eyes flashing happily, Aunt Tina looks to mom, giggling as she could still hear the sniffles and chattering from around the house.  Pointing, she raised her brow to mom.  “Miss Sarah...would you finally give that white dog a good name, please?”

Mom’s eyes sprung open as she gasps.  Her eyes darting between Tina and the dog.  “You have got to be kidding me?”

Tina had already closed the file, but she handed it to mom to glance over.  Aunt Ash, Talia, and several others crowded in to read over her shoulder.

Dad was not happy and appeared to be feeling claustrophobic in the estrogen filled circle of women all now wanting to congratulate this dog.

Mom smiles, catching and swiping a tear from her eye, looking first at Bri then to Dr. Tina, smiling.  “Can we call him Scout?”

Bri offered my dad a cute wink that actually got him to chuckle.  “I think he needs something stronger after what he’s accomplished in the short time that he’s been with us.”  Bri advocates for that poor dog stuck with my dad in this mob of cooing women.

Bri gasps, playing with her phone.  “I got it...Denali.  This says in Sanskrit it means...”
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