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Hag Stone

Thanks for reading
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The rain sluiced over Marie. It drenched her hair and oozed through her clothing to her skin, chilling her to the bone. Why did it always rain at funerals?

Peter, her younger brother, offered his umbrella but she refused once again; if their father had to be taken from them, the least she could do was suffer stoically as the sky wept at his passing.

Peter had never understood her bond with their father. Peter lived in a world of computers and code while she had followed her father from dig to dig. Since she was old enough to walk he had taken her along as he discovered buried civilizations and musty, forgotten tombs. 

It was cold comfort that he had lived to see her named Curator of Antiquities at the city museum. She would never get to join him on one of his adventures as his peer rather than his student, and that left a yawning void in her soul.

“Are you going to Gram’s after this?” Pete’s whisper shocked her out of her introspection.

“What?”

“Gram’s house? You know, the after-party.”

“Of course, I’ll be at the repast. Jesus Christ, Pete, he was her son; this isn’t a chance to party and get shit-faced. Gram will need comforting. I swear, you spend so much time with your machines that you’ve forgotten what it means to be human.”

“Like you know. You and Dad were always more interested in buried things than people.”

She looked at him aghast. Pete had always been the whiny younger brother but when had he turned into a callous ass? She moved away with a glare before they could cause a scene.

As the casket disappeared into the muddy soil, Marie turned away. Perhaps in a thousand years, some future archaeologist would dig up her father and wonder what kind of world he had lived in. The old man would have been tickled by the prospect.

Gram’s house always left her in awe. Of course, calling the Purefoy estate a house was sort of like calling Notre Dame a church. The family was very well off and every child and grandchild had received a generous bequest when Gramps died. She had received half a million dollars that she had used to further her education and goals. Peter wasted most of his on a jet-setter lifestyle and—she was pretty sure—an expensive coke habit. Luckily, Gram still held the keys to the kingdom. The estate covered fifty acres and the mansion held almost one hundred rooms. She had always felt as if she was wandering the most luxurious hotel on earth when she was a child and came to visit. Now that dad was gone, she assumed that the estate would be split between Uncle Roy and mom once Gram died. 

The massive front door opened as she approached.

“Welcome home Miss Marie.”

Reggie was the estate’s majordomo. He was even older than Gram and had been with the Purefoys since Gramps had made his first million. Reggie was treated more like a friend than an employee by her grandparents and she always looked upon him fondly, as an uncle.

“Thanks, Reggie. I wish I was coming home for a more joyous occasion. Has Gram made it back from the cemetery yet?”

“Yes, ma’am. She is in the study and specifically asked that you be sent to her the moment you arrived.”

“Really?” She searched for a clue in the old man’s face but he was as inscrutable as a statue.

Reggie relieved her of her coat and she squeaked and sloshed her way to the study.

She slid open the double doors and spotted the old woman seated near the fire. She clutched an ornate box of rosewood and brass protectively in her lap.

“Come in child. Shut the door, this is for you alone.”

“Gram, I’m so sorry...” She crossed to the woman, stretching out a comforting hand.

“Tut, tut, child. Your father is with his father now. There’s no use fretting over those who passed. There are things I must discuss with you. Your father’s legacy after all.”

Marie had no idea what she was talking about. What legacy? The will wouldn’t be read until later in the week and she was pretty sure that everything was going to mom anyway. 

“Sit, sit, don’t make me crane my neck.”

“But, I’m soaked.”

“Sit.”

There was no disobeying that voice; Marie sat opposite the old woman and awaited her pleasure.

“This was your father’s and now it’s yours.” She offered the box to Marie.

“It’s a beautiful box...”

“The box is shit. Open it. Your legacy lies within.”

She had never heard Gram curse, it was shocking and the force of the command caused her to open the box before she realized she was doing it.

A small stone, the size of her palm, lay within on a velvet cloth. The stone was a smooth, glassy gray and had a perfectly round hole worn through the uppermost third of its surface.

“An adder stone? I don’t understand.”

“It’s a Hag Stone, didn’t your father teach you anything?”

An angry flush stole up onto Marie’s face. She wasn’t used to someone questioning her competence. 

“Of course, I know it’s a hag stone. It’s also called an adder stone. What I don’t understand is the point. It’s a pretty enough stone but you said my legacy was in the box. This is just a rock.”

“Daft child. A Hag Stone allows you to see the Fae realm and protects you from harm.”

Oh God, Gram had finally gone around the bend. The death of her firstborn had finally broken her mind.

“Now don’t be staring at me that way. Our family has always had the sight. Your grandfather had it and this was his stone. Your father also had it and that’s why the stone made its way to him. He told me that you also had the Sight and I can see it on you. It shrouds you like a nimbus of stars. Pick it up and look through it. Go ahead, do it.”

Marie would have to talk with her mom and uncle about Gram. The old lady was losing her grip on reality. It wouldn’t be a good idea to shatter her delusions here so with a condescending smile she lifted the stone to her eye and peered through the hole.

She stared at the wrinkled face of her grandmother through the hole. She was about to voice some platitude when the old woman disappeared and a swirling mist filled the hole. Rolling fields of golden flowers stretched to a horizon beneath a twilight sky of pink, lavender, and blue. Large shapes floated through the sky driving themselves forward with massive flukes like living blimps. On the ground, she could see figures dancing among the flowers.

“What the hell?”  

She almost hurled the stone away but a surprisingly strong bony hand grasped her wrist, arresting her reflexive action.

“So you can See.”

Marie stared wildly around the room. This had to be a joke. The old woman had held a smartphone up to the hole or there was a projector in the room. 

Her thoughts must have been writ large on her face.

“There’s no trick, honey. What you saw was real, another world with creatures and people who are nothing like us.”

Dad had always taught her to trust her eyes and her instincts. Her gut told her that Gram was not lying and what she had seen was real.

“How? Why didn’t dad ever mention this?”

“A true Hag Stone is a precious thing and when it’s in the hands of someone with the Sight it gives you access to worlds beyond our own and also a Hag Stone protects you from evil. To speak of it to someone who is not ready would draw dark forces upon them. Your father was protecting you until you were ready. Now that he is gone, you must be told, ready or not.”

She stared at the glossy stone in her hands. Such an innocuous thing yet it was a marvel. Something like this could change the world, open the way to worlds beyond our own. She turned the stone, examining its surface in the light. Tiny cracks radiated out from the hole. They were so fine that she would have missed them if she hadn’t been examining it so thoroughly.

“There are tiny cracks all over it.”

“That’s part of the magic, child. The Hag Stone will deflect evil from its owner but each time it does, a crack appears. Should the stone ever crack through and break it will be destroyed. It will no longer open the way to the Fae realm nor deflect harm. What you’re seeing are all the times it protected your grandfather and your father. When something from the fae world threatened them, the stone saved them. Not every stone is a portal to a good place. Now that you can See, you need to be careful and watch your own stone for the warning signs of danger. This is your legacy, your future. Keep your stone close and safe and it will teach you  many things. But take care; if you use it too much you can be seduced by the visions and lose your sense of danger. That’s enough.  It’s been a long day, dear, take the stone and go. I need to rest.”

Marie returned the stone to the box and stood to kiss the old woman’s wrinkled cheek. She didn’t know what to say, there was too much to process. Her world had been upended so many times in recent days that she didn’t know what to do next. She took a step toward the door and then looked back at Gram but the old woman was staring into the fire. Was she seeing the fae world in the flames or simply pondering the losses that had overtaken her life? 

Marie left the old woman alone, the repast, and the rest of the family awaited.
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FOR THE FIRST TIME in her life, Marie didn’t like staying at the estate. There were too many memories of Dad in the old
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