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No one bothered to assist my mother off the
ground, not even the Pastor. They would walk past and shake their
heads or say some derogatory comment.

Most had gone away while she lay there with
her eyes closed, not fighting the hot tears that streamed down her
face, wishing for death to take her, even if it was by Jack’s hand.
That’s when she heard that otherworldly voice whisper close to her
ear, “not yet.”

It startled her and she got up off the ground
to look for him. A few stragglers were there to witness her
behavior. None of them understood it. He had just taken her son, so
what did he mean by ‘not yet’?

Everyone left heard the scraping of wood and
crying. None of them believed it at first so they just waited, and
heard it again. Perhaps it was her mind going mad, but she walked
closer to the rubble and listened. She heard a child cry and the
sound of wood being shoved.






Watch for the concluding sequel, The
Thirteen!












TABLE OF CONTENTS






CHAPTER 1: BORN
OF THE DARK SIDE

CHAPTER 2: IN DEATH’S
HANDS

CHAPTER 3: THE FANGS OF
HELL

CHAPTER 4: TO KNOW A
MURDERER

CHAPTER 5: LOVE AND ENERGY

ABOUT THE AUTHOR

CONNECT WITH THE AUTHOR

















THE FIRESOULS: THE DEMON JOURNAL

By Matthew Rattsifer






Do you like stories? Do you like stories of
emotional pain and twisted fates? If you said yes then continue
reading. If you said no, then you may want to put this book down
and walk away. This story isn’t your typical one. It’s not the
blood and guts, rip ‘em apart kind, but the type that haunts you
for the rest of your life, or depending on who you are, for
eternity. We all have our scars and stories. At one point the four
of us came together; the strange and unusual gravitated to each
other. Similar emotions and desires with common goals.

Our story is dark and mean on an emotional
level and you will likely become corrupted if you continue on. If
you think you have the strength of mind for it then read on,
otherwise, save your own soul and go away.

CORRIANDER’S SAD NOTE

I was suicidal at one time, before I realized
I couldn’t die. How do you shoot yourself when your blood won’t
spill, or how do you cut your own throat when your skin dulls the
blade? How do you handle the fact that when you throw yourself off
a bridge your bones don’t break? I even tried drowning myself in
the ocean only to find that I didn’t have to breathe. I starved
myself for a month, and yet I never grew hungry or weak. I can’t
die and it’s driving me insane. I tried to poison myself to no
avail. I drank many different concoctions by various herbalists and
medical practitioners, all to no affect. Fire wouldn’t even harm
me. It literally touched my skin and disappeared, like my body
drank it up. The cold weather made my skin become extremely hot. I
thought at first it was me getting sick with fever, but no, it was
my body’s way of counteracting the cold.

In pure desperation one night I crept into
the traveling circus’s tiger cage. I was bitten, clawed, and batted
around for hours. Slammed up against the bars of the cage and
stomped on. The claws raked my stomach and face. I felt the
pressure of their teeth and claws on my throat and limbs, even my
face and eyes. The big cat finally gave up, exhausted, curled up in
the corner of the cage and went to sleep. I silently crept back out
without a scratch.

When I
turned seventeen years old I felt a change in me, I had stopped
aging. It’s a terrible thing to realize that the sins of your past
and heritage will haunt you for eternity. Those tinges of darkness
follow me always, never letting go. I learned long ago that I
didn’t have to sleep either so I can’t escape the ghosts and demons
that way. Sleep, a luxury to someone like me. My body doesn’t need
it. When I try to close my eyes I see my past rearing up again,
screaming at me for what I’ve done. Silently screaming at me for
what I am. Only I can see them, I think. They are the reason I wish
I could die; so that part of my life has already come full circle.
The horrible monster must forever accept what he has done and live
with it, forever haunted.

I travel
now, first it was just me, then I met up with another, then two
more, only one of them is older than me. Her name is Asudem Graave.
She has a dark soul like me, but her powers over death unnerve even
me. She has been around for much longer than I have, which makes me
wonder if I will become just as evil as she is. I worry that my
soul will become as dark as she was earlier in life. I pray it does
not. But I cannot deny that I love her.

Brandon
Blaze has been traveling with us for some time now. He has a
certain way with animals, can talk to them and understand their
languages. He’s a great tracker and hunter in his own right, but I
know I could take him in a fight. Then there’s Callisto Crow, she
was born to a couple of old world gypsies that were lynched when
Callisto was seven. The town they were living in accused them of
being witches. She has been on her own since then, she ran as fast
as she could to survive, to this day she can’t gather the strength
to visit the town she was born in and lived with her parents. With
the powers of seeing the future and mentally talking to anyone,
whether in conversation or to give suggestions to control a
person’s actions to a degree, perhaps they were witches, but she is
very strong willed and refuses to give up anything without a hard
fight.

We travel
together finding ourselves in extraordinary circumstances. Along
the way secrets of ourselves become revealed. How many dark secrets
can be uncovered before we find we may be too dark and evil for the
world to accept us? Dark or not, all of our souls burn with the
same inner fire, I refer of ourselves as the Firesouls.

Starting here I will give my accounting of
my past with my mother and the events that occurred involving
anything supernatural, including my father.




 CHAPTER 1: BORN
OF THE DARK SIDE


DECEMBER 20, 1705: KINDLESBURG, LAND TO BE
MISSOURI (my birth)

It was a
surprisingly easy birth considering the circumstances. My mother
had feared for the worst, but she said I was a beautiful baby boy
with clear eyes and a head full of black hair. She gave birth to me
at home with her midwife, Veronica Sinclair, in the evening hours,
just as the sun was setting for the day. The pain was almost
unbearable, but Veronica had given her a rolled up towel to bite
down on when she had to push. She was so happy to hear her baby was
out and the ordeal was over. She leaned back against the pillows
that had been propped up behind her. She didn’t have the strength
to do much else. All her energy had been sapped from her overworked
body. She was covered in sweat and nothing else since it was just
the two of them, clothing would have just annoyed her at that point
anyway. Veronica finished cleaning her baby up and pronounced me
healthy as can be then swaddled me in a soft blue blanket she had
brought and handed me to her, then covered her with a blanket. Now
she was beginning to feel the cold weather. It was the last month
of the year and the snows were thick outside and the drafts that
made their way into the old cabin we lived in were making her
chilled. Veronica then wiped her up and did whatever it was she had
to do after the birth, she told me, she may be a woman, but she
still had no desire to see what Veronica was doing. Before falling
asleep with me in her arms she remembered feeling another sort of
pulling and slight pushing on her stomach. She said it didn’t hurt,
it just felt unusual, then my mother heard Veronica say that she
was done and she was all cleaned up. My mother barely heard her as
she drifted off to sleep, finally to worn out. She presumed
Veronica took me and placed me in the bassinet beside my mother,
for when she woke up some time later it was to Veronica gently
patting her arm to let her know the I needed to eat.

As she
lifted the blanket and placed me near her breast for nourishment
she told me she suffered from a wash of suddenly mixed emotions for
me. She was very glad that I was healthy, but in a way she wished
that I never existed. She felt me nursing from her as if, in a way,
I was sucking the very life from her. Veronica went to the next
room to get some rest. She had been up for nearly two days taking
care of my mother during the birthing process. She must have been
exhausted as well, but this was her duty as a midwife. When she
left the room my mother waited until I was full sleeping again and
placed me back in my bassinet so she could relieve her bladder. The
walk to and from was painful, but bearable, she had recalled. As
she came back into the room she reached into Veronica’s midwife bag
she carries with her that she had left in my mother’s bedroom and
pulled out a small knife she used to cut the umbilical cord with.
It was sharp and newly clean and had a six inch long
handle.

She walked over to the bassinet, feeling
bedraggled from all that had happened. She gripped that small blade
in her hand, but still held it at her side as she stood over my
small slumbering body, watching me sleep. Those mixed emotions rose
up in her again and she closed her eyes, but still she raised that
blade with both hands over her head. My mother opened her eyes so
she could see what she was doing and let a tear run down her rosy
cheek. She was getting ready to bring that small blade down to end
my life when I yawned and brought my tiny fist up to beside my
chubby-cheeked head and sighed in contentment in my sleep.

I was so small and defenseless, she almost
cried when she told me the story many years later. None of this was
my fault, why punish me for what my father had done? She lost her
nerve and dropped the blade to the old throw rug, sobbed and
quickly picked me up and hugged me with her face bent down to mine
to repeatedly kiss my forehead.

She did
love me. My father was another matter. Good riddance. His time here
had been up and he had had to go back to where he had come from,
for now at least. She would make sure I was more a part of her than
him. That would make him furious. She also knew that there would be
hell to pay.

As she
lay back in the bed with the me, the memories of my father invaded
her mind like an infestation. As though a swarm of angry hornets
stung her mind. That day after the sun went down so many months
ago. She had been on her way home from working at the small
merchant store, 'Val’s Home Needs'. He didn’t jump out of the
shadows like in many tales, but slowly stepped away from the few
trees that grew between her cabin and the next home. She was scared
out of her mind for she had never seen such a large person before.
He stood at least seven feet tall and had to weigh three hundred
pounds or more. Whatever his intentions, she never had a chance to
escape.

He simply
grabbed her wrist with one hand and her throat with the other and
threw her down, knocking the wind from her lungs from the force of
the impact. She couldn’t breathe, let alone yell for help. Before
she knew it he’d ripped her dress clean off her prone, defenseless
body with two swipes of those big hands with sharp nails. As he
ripped her underclothes off my mother, exposing her bare body to
the open air, her breath was returning. He must have sensed that
she was getting ready to call for help because he thrust his big
hand across her mouth and held her head tight against the ground
that way. Her head hurt from the pressure and the blood thumping in
her temples. Then her body hurt from his assault. She had never
been with a man before and didn’t know it would hurt that badly, or
maybe it was because of the circumstance and brutality of the
situation.

She
looked again at me in her arms and tried to shake the bad memories
from her mind, but they plagued her. Finally she gave up trying and
let them invade her weary mind to get it over with. Again, she
heard herself scream into that giant hand, even tried to bite him.
The whole time he laughed. It went on for a long time. He didn’t
hit her or throw her around or anything, he just kept her pinned by
her head and continued his molestation. The pain and humiliation
were new experiences for her and angered me when she relayed her
story to me. She prayed continually that it would stop any way
possible.

Finally, with no warning, he simply got up
and walked away, leaving her abused in the grass, bare to the
world. For a long time after she wondered why no one had walked by
and spotted her unclothed, unconscious body, so close to home, but
not quite there.

Had she walked a little faster and gotten
inside would he have done what he did? She would never know that
answer. The deed was done. The sun was beginning to come up, so at
some point she had passed out from the ordeal.

Again, she shook her head and this time the
memories went away, now she could comfortably cuddle with her
newborn and relax. As she hugged me close to her breast she
whispered to me, “I’ll name you Corriander Jake. I love you little
Corriander Jake Maxwell.” Sleep overtook her before she knew
it.

AUGUST 15, 1706

Veronica
and my mother were at my childhood home, she was visiting to check
on us. I was asleep five feet from the fireplace in my bassinet. A
homemade piece from a neighbor. It wasn't fancy, but it was warm
and cozy. I would get a refreshing breeze through the chimney. As
they talked over things, the two women never noticed the door and
windows invisibly, slowly and silently close and lock on their own.
The window even slid down quietly and latched itself, they never
took notice of it, they were too absorbed in their conversation.
What they did notice was the black mist slowly coming into being in
the dark corner of the room, which was difficult to determine
because the sun was setting and there were many shadows about,
making most of the room dark. Thinking it was just the shadows
playing tricks on their minds they lit candles as quick as they
could to dispel their own unfounded growing fears. As they finished
lighting up the room, there was a sudden gust of wind out through
the chimney and across the room, sending all the candles blown out
and scattering to the floor, confirming their fears that something
was wrong. My mother made her way to my bassinet to protect me as
best she could from what she was dreading was the return of my
father. She gripped the edges of the bassinet with fear. Veronica
stood in the center of the room, watching the mist gather into a
large figure standing seven feet tall, dressed in a dark brown
cloak with the hood pulled up, hiding the being’s features. His
head nearly touched the ceiling.

She
remembered vividly, having told my story numerous times to Veronica
and others, including her own parents, about my insidious
conception. Everyone she told said it was her imagination getting
the better of her since the father didn’t stay to help. They
claimed it was her way of explaining away the reason for being an
unwed mother. My own grandmother called her a whore and a trollop.
My grandfather just turned his back on her, and her supposed
friends, well, were no longer her friends, except for Miss Maggie
Burns (the elderly woman that spoke kindly to everyone in town),
Veronica, whom she suspected only listened to her because she’s a
midwife, and her boss, Miss Sally Truman.

Veronica
didn’t scream, she was given credit for that, neither did she do
anything else to protect herself, though. My mother became scared
for herself as well as for me. She stood her ground in the face of
the oncoming danger. She was worried that the same thing that
happened to her would happen to Veronica. If she had to, she was
going to grab the large butcher knife from the kitchen to defend us
all. She should have grabbed that knife when she had the chance,
she would reminisce later, not that it would have given her much of
an advantage. She didn’t know if it would matter if she used it on
him.

Those glowing red eyes looked at her, then at
Veronica, who was looking up with horror at him. There was no
warning, just quick action in the form of a huge fist slamming into
her face and breaking her neck all at once. My mother had to look
away with a shudder of revulsion and horror, for the loud breaking
sound disturbed me in my slumber, but still I did not wake up, just
turned my head in my sleep.

Veronica’s broken body landed on the other
side of the room in a heap to never move on her own again. My
mother was shocked, but quickly pushed the scene from her mind. She
had a baby to protect so she walked back over to the bassinet and
stared at him. He walked around her with a snort of derision, to
the other side of her sleeping child. She kept him in her sight, he
stared right back. The only other witness now lay dead. How could
she make the rest of the town believe her, or even have her own
mother and father accept her story? Truth was, she couldn’t.

“How is
our son doing, Clair?” he asked, as if it was just any other day
and he was a normal man. It made her angry and full of
hate.

“He’s my
son!” she said defiantly. This enraged him something fierce. She
thought his voice was deep and gravelly, the sort you would expect
from a creature of evil. She couldn’t recall a description in the
bible on how evil sounds, but she thought it would sound rough and
ugly.

“In that
case,” he growled at her, “allow me to congratulate the mother.”
She shrank back in horror, terrified he was going to kill her right
there on the spot, but she was wrong, it was the same as he had
done before. He grabbed her by the wrist and dragged her down the
hall to the bedroom and threw her down again. She just wanted to
die, but couldn’t, she'd told me with tears in her eyes.

When he threw her down this time she hit her
head on the cabinet at the foot of the bed. She was knocked dizzy
and was unable to move in her own defense. She was an easy target
that time. She couldn’t even gather any thoughts enough to scream.
Once again he ripped off her clothing, leaving scratch marks from
her neck down to her thighs.

It went on for over an hour. Then he just
lifted up off her and walked out of the room and left her naked on
the floor to fend for herself. She knew I was out there, but she
simply had no strength to get up yet. She lay there on the floor
for a bit, hoping the pain would subside. This time, at least,
there wasn’t as much blood. At last she got up with a will she
didn’t know she possessed and pulled a robe about her aching and
bruised body. She gently walked out from the bedroom to see if Jack
had done anything to me.

She now knew his name because he spoke to her
as he raped her, she recounted with a snarl and a fist pounding on
the table. He told me his name and that he was from another place,
one she couldn’t possibly hope to understand about, but that maybe
someday he’ll take her soul there. He says they preach about his
home here on Earth and that there are others like him, and more
frightening than him, that walk the Earth. He must be referring to
Hell, she would tell me. She certainly believed in it now. She
hated him and wanted him to die, if he could.

She
walked into the main room, where the bassinet was and she said she
saw that the monster was once again standing over my sleeping body.
She pulled her robe tighter around her throbbing body and went to
the other side. She couldn’t stand even being barefoot in his
presence. He looked down at her and leered. She couldn’t help
herself but to look away in shame and disgust. She couldn’t go to
anyone for help, no one believed her. Finally he looked back at me.
She hated those eyes looking at her. She didn't like him looking at
me any better.

“He shall
be watched over,” Jack claimed. She looked at him in askance. She
prayed he didn’t mean he was going to stay. She wouldn’t be able to
stand that. She would sooner kill herself than put up with his
staying here. Instead of offering words he held up his left arm
with the palm up, and with the right hand he used his finger claw
to cut deeply into his own flesh, a long line that didn’t bleed,
but she could hear the meat separating and being cut. It made her
wrinkle her nose in a sickening manner. It sounded horrible, but
perversely she couldn’t look away. She watched as he cut a thick
vein from his wrist and pulled it out with a slurping sound. She
wanted to get sick, but somehow fought to keep her gorge from
rising. He then placed it in the bassinet with me and she
immediately went to grab the thing out, but Jack stopped her, and
bid her to watch. Jack took an unlit candle and a flame puffed to
life on the wick, then he sealed the cut along his arm with the
flame, it gave a sizzling sound and a smell of burning death, but
it left not a single mark, not even a scar. It was a horrible thing
to watch, yet it fascinated her. It brought back the reality of the
recent cuts on her body. They were burning like the flames of
hell.

She
looked back at the vein he had placed inside beside me and found it
was moving of its’ own volition. It grew in thickness and small
front arms and eyes and a mouth with tiny sharp teeth. “What is
that thing?” she asked, afraid of the answer.

“It’s a
tazil worm and its’ name is Heartbeater. It’s a part of me, so I
can always look over him. He’ll be protected from all harm,
forever.” She saw something in his cruel eyes when he said that,
not like a father looking upon his son with warmth and love, but of
a monster eying up its’ next meal. It worried my mother a great
deal. What exactly did he have in mind for me, and what kind of
life would I have with such a beast watching over me, scaring the
hell out of me with his sudden appearances? He knew she was trapped
with no one to help her. At this point she thought that she was
even beyond God’s prayers.

“I’ll
kill the little devil myself,” she told him, reaching for the evil
snake. He grabbed her already hurting wrist again and she
automatically fought him, thinking the worst. This time, though,
she was wrong again.

“You
can’t kill it, and even though it is small, it can protect him,
watch,” he told her. Jack pointed at the body of Veronica still
lying motionless on the floor, and without a word, Heartbeater
leaped from the bassinet, flew through the air, straight at the
body and started spinning like a child’s toy top, and burrowed
through the body of the midwife fangs first. It was vile, yet
amazing. As diminutive as it was, my mother couldn’t deny that it
would be able to protect her son. So now she had to put up with the
thing growing up with me.

“Get out
of here, Jack!” she almost screamed at him.

“Brave
words, perhaps I should...congratulate you again, to teach you to
watch your tongue,” he responded. She pulled away, sickened by the
thought, and still in much pain from the last time.

“I’ll be
checking in from time to time,” he informed her with a sneer and a
devilish grin as he somehow faded from sight. She was glad he was
gone and looked down at the tazil worm. It snuggled up with me like
a favorite stuffed bear and fell asleep. She closed her eyes and
prayed and wondered how God could allow such acts to take place.
What purpose could they possibly have to warrant such monsters to
roam the earth and place horror upon his beloved world and
terrorize his children?

She never received an answer, but the burning
pain did stop suddenly to be replaced with a cold healing shiver.
Veronica’s body also faded away like smoke in the wind, leaving not
a drop of blood. She had nothing to back her story up with. No
evidence, just a madwits unwed mother. She was completely on her
own again. It’s hard to fight Hell alone, she was coming to
realize.

As she
turned around to pour herself a drink of water from the jug on the
counter the words ‘Reasons Exist’ came to her mind unbidden. She
took it as her imagination and hope for something good, so she
dismissed it and gave it not another thought.

DECEMBER 20, 1706

Today she
was giving me a bath. She loved watching me play in the water, but
she had to watch me closely, I was still a bit unsteady on my feet
and have a tendency to trip or fall over things, sometimes my own
two feet. She said she remembered one time when I first began to
walk I tripped over the small woven rug in the middle of the room.
Thankfully I wasn’t hurt and didn’t even cry out. She then removed
that rug for good. I was the only thing she had in her life that
really meant anything to her so she put all her energy into keeping
me safe.

Since my
birth and the death of Veronica no one will visit except Maggie
Burns. She was a sweet old lady of about seventy-three years old
and usually came with her husband, whom is even older than she by
ten years. She must constantly remind him to take his hat or he
would walk out, leaving it behind. His memory wasn’t what it used
to be.

After the
death of their daughter and her family Miss Maggie and her husband
suffered greatly. Family meant everything to them. Their deaths was
more than either one of them could mentally handle.

Miss
Maggie’s eyesight wasn’t as good as it once was either, mother and
I believe that’s really why she visited, because she didn’t realize
that we were the ones the entire town had deemed unholy and should
remain ostracized. She was the only human contact I had at the time
other than my mother and her boss, Miss Truman, and once a week,
Chris, a little boy of about the same age as me, that would come to
the store with his mother.

Chris was the son of Eric Bradford, the local
saloon owner. Eric had a still in the basement of their three-story
house. He thought that operation was a big secret, but everyone
knew of it. We all knew that that’s where he concocts his latest
batches of alcohol to serve to the drunks at his local watering
hole.

I and
Chris would play together until his mother, Margaret, caught us and
hurried themselves on their way with a disapproving look at me.
Every week, I'm sure, Chris would be reprimanded for playing with
me, of which he would quickly disregard as 'just old mom
stuff'.

In a way
I feel sorry for Miss Burns and her husband, Randall. I think she
believes my mother to be her grown-up granddaughter, because after
her daughter and her family died in the fire she got confused on
many things. To her, I was her great-grandson. We always left it go
since it gave us a sort of family, and over the years my mother had
taken to caring for them as well when she can and we try to visit
each other often. I loved them like they were my real
great-grandparents, of whom I'd never known. That’s what is
important. I had known them since my birth and looked forward to
their visits.

FEBRUARY 3, 1708

It was a hard, sad day for my mother and me.
We attended the funeral for Miss Maggie Burns and her husband,
Randall. They both became ill with the new year and never got
better except for the day before when mother and I were visiting
them and she was giving her a cup of hot tea, her shaking hands
took hold of the cup and she looked at her, it was as though the
clouds lifted from her mind and she could see clearly for the first
time in years.

Her hands stopped shaking and she looked my
mother right in the eye and she could see the understanding dawning
on her lined face. She didn’t say anything at first, but my mother
could see it in Miss Burn’s age-worn eyes. My mother wanted to say
something, but was unsure of how to proceed. Finally, after looking
out the window for several minutes and back at me it looked like
all the truth was worked out in her mind and became clear to
her.

“You are
not my granddaughter, Clareese, but Claire Maxwell,” she said to my
mother. She looked away then and continued on while looking out the
window. “My daughter died in that fire years ago, along with my
grandchildren and her husband,” she also said.

She looked so sad and mother was speechless.
She felt the tears begin to well up and her bottom lip begin to
tremble. She felt so ashamed for leading her on for so long. It
hadn’t seemed like she had been doing anything wrong at the time,
but now, suddenly, that she had clarity of thought, she felt as
though she had committed one of the worst crimes ever. Mother felt
as though she stole her family memories from Miss Maggie. She felt
horrible and guilty.

The elderly woman stared back at my mother
and bid her to come near. She did, and Miss Maggie took her hand.
“Fear not, Claire. I am not mad or even mildly upset. Old age had
robbed me of my mind and had addled it, but you and your son,
Corriander, filled that void and gave me a family again. I thank
you, for holding back the truth and allowing Randall and me to live
like grandparents again. I never had to go without love or loving
someone. You two fulfilled your destiny with us, bless you both,”
she told my mother with much feeling.

“You’re
not angry with me for what I’ve done?” my mother asked, still
nervous about the deception.

Miss
Maggie looked at her like a disapproving parent would, “You took us
as your parents and took nothing from us but our affection. You
even cared for us like no one else would have. In truth, I hope
these past few years have opened your eyes to the true nature of
this town. They are a bunch of religious back-stabbers. You are
better than they are. You and Corriander live like God would want
you to. You care without wanting, but obviously in need of physical
things such as food, which I noticed, by the way, you’ve learned to
provide for yourself without the help from a man. Good for you.
You’re better and stronger for it. It will define you as a person
some day and impress your character on Corriander. Your son will
grow up to be a fine man with honor and respect. I don’t doubt that
for an instant. Your character will shine through in
him.”

After Miss Maggie’s speech to my mother about
how she had been raising me, it would help bolster her own spirits
in the future when things would get worse. She drew strength and
encouragement from her surrogate mother’s words and giving that
encouragement to me, helping to shape my own character and emotions
and the way I would later deal with things on my own.

My mother was so relieved that she had to
kneel on the floor beside the bed and gave thanks for her good
fortune. She looked at Miss Maggie’s sleeping husband beside her
and gave a prayer for him as well. She caught my mother’s eyes
roving over to her husband and said, “It is okay, dear. He’s
waiting for me.”

Mother
didn’t understand that statement until later. She had no idea at
that time just how clearly Miss Maggie was thinking. She had meant
to ask her about it, but Miss Maggie changed the
subject.

“Where is
Corriander now?” she asked, so Mother called for me to come over.
When I got to Maggie’s side she gave me a hug and told me, “You
listen to your Mommy, okay? She knows what’s best for you. You be a
good boy for her and always do what’s right. Don’t pay any mind to
what the people of this town say about your mother or you. You are
both very good people. I’ll tell God that when I get to him.” I
gave her a hug as big as my little arms would reach and I snuggled
my face into her shoulder.

“You go
‘way? Why go? Stay. Us family. You, me, Grandpa Randy and Mommy,” I
had said. I hugged her and cried, not understanding what was
happening, but knowing something was going to change. I didn’t want
it to happen, but she was ready to let go and rejoin her daughter
and her family.

As we said our goodbyes for the day I saw
Miss Maggie wipe away some tears and smile. After I left she pulled
the blanket up over her husband’s head and cried. Her soul followed
his shortly after that.

My Mother
said she would always remember that smile as the answer to her
keeping the truth from her in the
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