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Chapter One [image: Image]

	U.B.M

	Fitzhiggens Lecture Hall
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	“What… 

	[image: Image] does it mean to teach?” 

	I stifled a yawn as Professor Cummings puffed out his chest and issued his declarative statement. This was his fifth meeting this month, and he was seriously getting on my nerves. 

	These meetings were mandatory, and if he did not know it by now, how much we hated them and him for making us listen to them; then he was seriously mental. I looked at Abigail then. 

	She sent me a grin, then nodded to Jennifer Atkins and Jeff Winthrop. They were seriously fooling themselves if they didn’t think the entire University staff didn’t know they were having an affair. It was common knowledge. You should see what it’s like when his wife shows up unannounced. The dodging of the bullet would make you think you were watching a fifth-grade game of hot potato. I shook my head laughing to myself. I looked at my watch. 

	Thank the merciful lord! Twenty- minutes left, and I was ghost. 

	I heard Abigail’s pist and looked at her. She nodded to the podium, and I inhaled. Yum! I thought and looked at her for a second time.

	“Who is that?” I mouthed, when she shrugged. 

	“How the hell should I know, but me want to.” She whispered back, when Mrs. Tingle glared our way. 

	Mrs. Tingle was secretary to dean Dubois, and she was a nosey old bat who deemed anything and everything in the University her business. She placed her finger to her lips then shushing us as if we were high schoolers’ in an assembly. Abigail flipped her the bird behind her back, and I snickered. She turned to look at us for a second time, when I quickly looked at the podium. 

	I just knew the minute this stupid ass meeting was over; she would run her old ass to the dean and spill everything. I was one year away from Tenure, and if it were up to that old bat, I would never get it. The yum-yum walked to the mic then. Abigail and I perked up.

	“This is Professor Maxwell Gannon Dorf on loan to us from the University of Finlandia, however he is actually a resident professor at the University of Helsinki. He will be here for the term teaching our Ancient European Gods 102. Please give him a big UBM welcome.” Cummings said, and the hall erupted in applauds, mostly women. The yum yum received a few dirty looks from the resident male professors, and I just laughed. Hater-aid.

	The professor was handsome even from where I could see, and I was almost in the nosebleed section. He had a very pleasing voice too, with the slightest accent.

	“Thank you, ladies, and gentlemen. I won’t keep you long. I would more or less welcome you to pick up one of my syllabi in the back, and if you have any question about the course work or are maybe just interested in the class yerselves, please feel free to stop by my office and we can discuss it. I might also add that if you like it, maybe promote it to the student body, since I’m only here for the term.” He chuckled, when the room laughed. 

	It was hard to start up a first-time class. Students and faculty alike were always somewhat leery about them. There was another round of applause, when Professor Gannon Dorf walked off the podium. 

	Professor Cummings grabbed the mic once more, however, before he could speak into it, the faculty began to leave their seats, announcing to him that we deemed the meeting over. Abigail and I walked out Banger Hall, said we would see each other later, for the reason that we both had an 11 o’clock class; then went our separate ways. When I reached my office hallway one of my senior students was waiting for me.

	“Hey Mark, whas up?” I smiled, when he sent the smile back.

	“Hey Professor Kata. I wanted to speak to you about the research essay due next week?” Mark said, when I nodded motioning him towards my office.

	“Sure, come on in.” I answered back, when we walked towards my office. As we came through the double doors leading to the south offices where mine was, I drew up short, surprised to see Professor Gannon Dorf waiting in the chair outside my door.

	“Oh.” I gushed as he suddenly rose. I realized then that he was actually taller than he had appeared on the podium. So tall in fact, that Mark, who was the resident basketball team’s captain, had to look up just to see the professor’s face.

	“Damn dude, just how tall are you?” Mark asked, when I chuckled. It was exactly what I’d been thinking at that moment. 

	The professor laughed.

	“Six-five, give or take a few inches.” The professor shrugged now himself.

	“Must be that Finnish air.” Mark came back with laughing. The professor smiled, then looked at me.

	“I was wondering if I might have a word with you?” The professor asked, when I looked at him surprised.

	“Me, oh, okay sure, just let me meet with my student, then I’m all yours.” I returned, and for some reason I could have sworn I saw fire leap to his eyes. 

	“I shall wait with abated breath.” He winked, then smiled. I watched as he walked to the outer office and took a seat. I was stunned.

	“Professor K?” Mark called, when it snapped me back to reality.

	“Oh, yes.” I whispered, then walked into my office. For the next twenty-minutes, Mark and I worked on his research paper, with my occasional glance into the outer offices. The professor was still waiting.

	Wow... and with a smile no less. 

	Why would he want to speak to me? 

	The staff here ranged in the hundreds…so why me? 

	I finished up with Mark, when he left my office stating that he would be back on Wednesday just to check before he turned in his paper. I motioned for Professor Gannon Dorf to come in, and was shocked when he did, for the reason that he had to bend his head to walk through my office door. 

	Damn. 

	He was tall. 

	He took the seat across from my desk placing his ankle on his knee, then looked me directly in the eyes.

	“So, Professor Kata, have you decided to sit in on any of my lectures?” He asked smiling, when I laughed.

	“Actually, I hadn’t really thought about it, no offense.” I sent back.

	“None taken. I imagined it might interest you.” He countered.

	“It does, but I’m not sure where I could find the time to do it. I love mythology period, but have not had much experience with the Finnish aspect. I mean I do have some idea of the Kalevala and some of the gods, but that’s mostly it.” I said, when he nodded.

	“Yes, well the Kalevala begins with the story of Ilmatar who descends from the heavens to the sea, where she is tossed about for seven-hundred years. The Kalevala is distinctively a feminine epic. The principal theme is human relations; i.e., love, sex, wooing and marriage. The women are portrayed as strong, while the men are seen as weak and pathetic.” He sent back, when I grinned.

	“Well damn, I like your country. Someone has finally seen the light!” I cried, when he grimaced. 

	“Just kidding. But seven-hundred-years seems a bit of a stretch don’t you think.” I asked, when he continued to grimace.

	“Sorry I can be a wiseass sometimes. No disrespect was meant.” I said, when he nodded.

	“The problems with the myths lie in the fact that for the reason that the Swedish were the first to conquer the vastness of the Scandinavian lands, most of the Finnish legends and myths are either taken literally from the Swedes, which were Vikings, or were adapted to fit in with the Northmen narratives, who were the same. Alternatively, they have been incorporated, so it is difficult to figure out which is which. Estonia is depicted as well as the first settling of Russia. Even many of the Gods and Goddess are the same with very small differing characterizations, which either depicts them as Swedish, Norse or Finnish.” He claimed, when and I nodded as he continued to stare at me. 

	“The Kalevala states during the time of Ilmatar a seabird lay a series of eggs on her knee, and when Ilmatar moves the eggs break, and the pieces form the physical world, the sun, and the moon. It is the same creation myth, which has been passed from culture to culture, with the inception itself changing with each culture. She then has a son Väinämöinen who begins life as a wise old man. However, what I would like to actually discuss is the Underworld and a specific myth which I imagined you might be able to help me with.” He said, when I pulled a face in confusion.

	“Me?” I asked, brows raised.

	“Yes. From what I hear yer one of their foremost researchers.” He stated, and my eyes widened.

	“Well, I’m not sure I would say that, but I’ll help if I can. But I’d first need to clear it with Dean Dubois.” I sent back.

	“Actually, it’s already been cleared if yer inclined to accept?” He smiled, and I was surprised the dean said yes, and a little annoyed they both automatically assumed I would accept. Not that I wasn’t curious about the specific myth, or the fact that I would be working with this immense hottie. 

	I was annoyed that no one thought to fucken ask me.

	“What myth is it you want help with?” I snapped looking off, when he peered directly at me then. It was obvious that he could see that I was annoyed from my frosty glare. He smiled, I assumed attempting to sooth my annoyance.

	“It has more to do with the myth of the Finnish Underworld, and more specific one particular myth. Legend has it; the Underworld in Finnish Mythology was not a place of punishment or reward as such. It is depicted as a darker version of the world as it appeared everywhere else. It was the kingdom of the dead, where souls would live just as they had while they were alive. This world could be reached by mortals but required a trek of several weeks through harsh and desolate landscapes.” He explained, when I nodded.

	“Kind of sounds like the Greek aspect of the Underworld.” I countered.

	“A bit.” He responded smiling.

	“Which myth are you speaking about in particular?” I asked.

	“The heroes Lemmenkainen and Väinämöinen, who were sent on a mission to this land by the Old Crone of Pohjola whose name was Louhi. They were sent to kill and bring back the bird of Tuoni, a long-necked swan. When they shot it with their arrows Lemmenkainen was dragged into the Black River, separating the land of the living and the land of the dead. 

	Unfortunately, Tuoni’s dark bloodstained son tore him to pieces. However, Väinämöinen escaped hoping to find the magic words he needed to complete the building of his ship. In spite of this, after Lemmenkainen’s death he was forced to flee after killing the swan.” He stated.

	“Okay, so what is it exactly that we would be researching.” I asked confused as to what it was, he actually wanted me…to do.

	“Just a sec, when I finish, you’ll know.” He replied a bit tersely, when I bit my lip to keep from smiling. 

	Excuse me. 

	I thought trying not to laugh. 

	“Väinämöinen spotted the daughters…” I listened intently, but for some reason his lips seemed to draw more attention than the myth. 

	“That was always Väinämöinen’s problem. He was a ladies’ man, but had terrible trouble getting the ladies. His attempt to marry the very attractive daughter of the Ice Sorceress Louhi was a disaster.” He said, and I nodded, continuing to stare at him, not truly caring about his myth. 

	This man was absolutely gorgeous! 

	I thought glancing at his hands. They were strong and masculine. My attention was drawn to the myth once more, for the reason that he was suddenly staring at me with an irritated look. 

	“Okay, and the rest?” I said, trying to recover, when I noticed that he had a slight grin on his face now. 

	“A great battle takes place during which the Sampo is lost at sea. Furious at the loss, Louhi tries to destroy Väinämöinen and his land. In the end, however Väinämöinen emerges victorious. It is the end that I am most curious about, the last son.” He explained once more.

	“Wow, and you found this recently?” I asked, really interested now.

	“Yes. Two myths to be exact. Tis the problem, which is actually true as far as myths go, I mean.” Here he chuckled.

	“Does it say what happened to the son?” I countered.

	“Yes partially. He finally found his father’s magick, however, due to the fact that it was such old world magick, it changed him. He was unable to find his equal or match, so he never married to carry on the line of his father. As for his father, it is presumed he is dead, although it has not been proven.” The professor stated looking off.

	“I feel for him. I feel the same way sometimes.” I mumbled, when he stared at me for so long, that I cleared my throat. 

	“Well, does it say how the son died?” I asked, shuffling some papers on my desk, just knowing my face was three shades of red.

	“No, there is nothing of the son’s death till this day either.” He said, when I looked up from the papers.

	“And he never found his equal? Kind of why Osiris married his sister I guess.” I said, when he nodded. 

	“So, what you want to research is how and when he died?” I solicited, when he nodded.

	“Pretty much. And maybe prove that the legend is incorrect. Maybe he did find his match.” He responded, then peered directly into my eyes.

	There was that look once more. 

	I felt my face suddenly flame, then looked off from him at the painting just above his head.

	“Alright, I see.” I said.

	“What is it I want you to do, you may be asking yerself?” He chuckled, when I drew my eyes back to that handsome face of his.

	“Well, the thought had crossed my mind.” I smiled, when he sent it back.

	“I want you to help me prove not only did he escape with his magic and pass it on to his son, but I want us to be able to trace the line back to his ancestors and find the missing links.” He clarified.

	“But why? Why now?” I questioned.

	“For the reason that I do not believe this is all that was left of Halleren.” He stated quietly.

	“So that was his name?” Inquired, surprised that I actually liked the name.

	“Yes. Not to mention it will give an old Finnish family back their dignity and proves the myths to be true.” He stated.

	“Okay, but where do we start? When do we start?” I queried.

	“Well, I’d wondered if you were free tonight.” He sent back, when I sulked slightly.

	“Tonight?” I countered.

	“Yes, but if it is an inconvenience, we can find a date more to yer liking. Not that this is a date.” He replied, when I chuckled.

	“I guess tonight is fine. I just need to go home first. Where would you like to meet?” I said chuckling.

	“How about my place?” He asked, when my brow rose for a second time.

	“Your place?” I asked smiling slightly.

	“Well, it’s not really my place. The college has loaned me a house here on campus, and I imagined it would be more convenient for you. I promise to keep me hands to myself, although it will be just a wee bit hard.” He smiled with a wink, when I pulled a face; and he quickly spoke up. 

	“I wish to in no way disrespect you.” He stated quickly. 

	Did he just say it would be hard for him to keep his hands off me?

	I thought that look spoke something other than just two friendly professors working together. 

	“What time?” I asked.

	“How about eight?” He sent back, when I nodded.

	“Sounds fine. Where would you like to meet?” I asked as he rose.

	“I’ll meet you here, then we can walk over.” He suggested, when I nodded.

	“Okay, see you at eight then.” I said as I rose now.

	“Eight it is.” He replied with a smile, then left my office. I looked after him for several moments, then wondered why he’d chosen me, with a humongous staff to choose from here. I snatched up my briefcase, then walked from my office as well still reeling. 

	That was just strange. 

	But he was hot! 

	I thought. 

	I can never be objective with a handsome face.

	When I finally reached my two-thirty-class, my students were waiting for me outside the door. The rest of the day seemed to fly by. Abby and I ate lunch at our customary spot, when I was surprised to see Professor Gannon Dorf there. He waved but kept walking. Abby asked what was up, when I simply shrugged. I wasn’t sure if he wanted the rest of the staff to know what he was up to, so I kept it to myself. 

	My day continued to rush by, and when I looked up at the clock during one of my lectures, I saw it was already four-thirty. When class ended after I assigned six chapter of Milton, much to my student chagrin, I walked down the hall to my Lit 14 classroom. This was my last class of the day, and already I was tired. 

	Was I having second thoughts now? 

	Maybe I should have just said no. 

	Well, too late for that now. 

	I groaned to myself as I walked into class, but it was empty.

	“What the hell?” I scowled as I walked back into the hallway. Had I not been so engrossed in my own thoughts; I would have noticed the sign in sheet on the door. I snatched it down grimacing. 

	Who the hell put that up? 

	I wondered scowling as I snatched up my briefcase, then headed for the dean’s office.

	 


Chapter Two

	Gibbon’s

	Vestibule…
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	As I… 
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	walked around the corner of the east hallway headed to the dean’s office, I slammed into Dean Dubious himself. He dropped his briefcase, grimaced , then plastered a smile on his face when he saw it was me.

	“Ms. Kata, well then. Have you met with Professor Gannon Dorf?” He asked as he snapped his briefcase closed after he retrieved all its contents and it from the floor, when I tried not to glare at him.

	“Yes, I have, and I must say I was a bit miffed that I had not been asked myself.” I retorted attempting to be polite. You do not say, I was fucken pissed, to the dean who holds your tenner in his hands.

	“Now Ms. Kata, no disrespect was meant. You know I only have the best intentions for my professors, as well as the school, dear. Moreover, what a lovely opportunity you’ll have working with Professor Gannon Dorf. He comes highly recommended and is working on his fourth PhD.” He cheered, when I simply stared at his old ass wanting to slap that fake ass toupee off his baldhead. He reminded me of Mr. Brown from Tyler Perry’s “Madea” series. I smiled tightly, then nodded. Asshole!

	“Can you inform me as to why my last class was cancelled?” I sent back, when he smiled.

	“Ooooh that, well yes. I took the liberty of rearranging your scheduled for the next two weeks.” He said, when I nearly blew a gasket.

	What the fuck was going on?

	“But why?” I screeched before I knew it, when his eyes widened as he fiddled with his bow tie. I closed my eyes, then took a deep calming breath. I couldn’t afford to be fired for choking out the dean.

	“The head faculty thought it would be best if you had a reduced class scheduled, so you can concentrate on the work at hand.” He said.

	“But without even informing me?” I near snapped.

	“The decision came from the higher ups dear, and Professor Gannon Dorf asked for you especially.” He came back with smiling, and I wanted to punch the smile right off his pompous ass face.

	“Fine, how many classes did you remove?” I asked doing some Wusa in my head to calm my insides.

	“Six for now. If the work becomes more involved, we’ll see.” He smiled, when I stared at him as if he’d just lost his fucken mind!

	“Six?” I cried. 

	Had they all lost their fucken minds? 

	Six classes? 

	It didn’t matter I taught twelve, six was half of my curriculum!

	“Yes dear, it will free you up so you may concentrate on the work to come.” He stated, when I squinted my eyes, then bit the inside of my lip before I said something I would regret. I nodded, then turned to walk off. 

	“Ms. Kata?” He called, when I paused but didn’t turn. He cleared his throat then, and I finally had to turn towards him. 

	“This will be a great find for the school, and do have fun dear.” He called smiling, and I so wanted to flip him the bird. I nodded, then walked off. As I approached my campus apartment, I was livid. 

	Who the fuck did he think he was? 

	Like I had to jump just because he’d asked for me? Six whole classes.

	I’d worked my ass off to get those classes. And I didn’t even want to know which ones they’d cut, or who the hell was teaching them for that matter!

	 


Chancellor

	Hall
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	I was…

	[image: Image] ready to hurt someone an hour later as my doorbell rang. I snatched it open to a startled Abigail. 

	“What the hell is wrong with you? Why didn’t you answer your phone?” She fussed as she pushed her way into my living room anyway.

	“Because I’m pissed. I thought it might be that asshole Gannon Dorf.” I spat, walked to my liquor cabinet, snatched out the tequila bottle, then poured myself a shot.

	“Asshole? The cutie?” She cried, when I commenced to tell her what happened an hour ago. 

	“Well, that blows, and he was so hot to boot. What are you going to do?” She sent back, when I groaned.

	“What else can I do? I have to work with him if I want my job. The Dean didn’t say it outright, but he said it in not so many words. Especially the bit about it being a wonderful opportunity for the school.” I said killing another shot, then replaced the bottle.

	“What time are you meeting?” She asked placing the shot glass in the sink.

	“Eight. I’m to meet him at Fitzgerald’s Hall.” I spat, when she chuckled.

	“Fuck, this sucks for you. And it’s ten till babe.” She sent back, when I glared at her.

	“Yeah.” I growled, then jerked up my coat. It was five till as I locked the door, and by the time I walked from my apartment to Fitzgerald’s Hall it would be eight. Abigail walked me halfway, when we parted, with her demanding that I call her afterwards no matter what time it was.

	 


South Side Gibbon’s

	Vestibule…
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	He was… 
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	waiting when I arrived. His smile faded as he saw the scowl on my face. 

	“I meant no harm when I asked for you Ms. Kata. Had I known it would cause this much distress for you I might have not.” He cajoled, but somehow, I knew he wasn’t telling the truth. 

	Those green eyes said he lied. 

	He motioned for me to follow him, but I didn’t say a word. 

	We walked in silence to his campus apartment, and when we reached it, I huffed up peering up at him surprised. He shrugged. It wasn’t an apartment at all. 

	It was Baylor Cottage! 

	Well, I’ll be damned. 

	The dean was really putting on the Ritz. I’d been here for nine years, and I’d yet to see this cottage used. He walked to the door, opened it, then gestured for me to enter. Baylor Cottage was just a name, because as I walked into the foyer, I could see the place was pretty swanky for a college. It smelled of lilacs and roses. I saw the flowers in the foyer and guessed Ms. Tingle had put them there.

	I removed my coat, when he took it. He hung both his, and mine on the coat rack, then motioned for me to follow him into the living room. The living room was Asian in style, and the large vases and Asian screens just reeked of the Ming dynasty. 

	But I doubted that though. 

	The sofa, or what was supposed to be a sofa was on the floor, where you walked into a sunken level, which opened into the floor. The large pillows looked so inviting.

	“Chinese?” He asked, when I just stared at him stupidly.

	“Do you like Chinese food?” He asked for a second time.

	“Yes… why?” I snapped.

	“I’ll order.” He stated, then left me standing there. I timidly looked around the room then. 

	It was beautiful. 

	Probably one of Ms. Tingle’s little side projects she was always referring to. She had her head so far up Dubois ass; that she could probably speak for him. 

	When the professor returned, he was dressed in a tee shirt and some sweats. I nearly glared at him then. Shoulder length dark brown hair, the most luminous emerald, green eyes I’d ever seen, and what appeared to be three separate kinds of green. A strong chin, long dark lashes, which kissed the space under his lower lids every time he blinked, but the full lips were what caught my attention. 

	He was fucken gorgeous! 

	He smiled as he padded into the room, then motioned to the pillows.

	“I imagined since we were going to work together, we may as well get to know each other a little bit.” He said, then plopped down on the pillows. 

	He reached across the pillows backwards and grabbed the remote. When he did, his muscles strained against the tee shirt, and I could see the indentations of his chest. A nice chest it was too. He was very toned and tanned. He leaned back on the pillows, then hit the button for the stereo. I pulled a face as Keisha Cole’s Trust seeped into the room. He patted the pillow next to him, when I sent him a look. I don’t think so. 

	I walked to the other side of the space, kicked off my pumps, wrapped my skirt around me as best as I could, then sat down.

	I was such a dumb ass. 

	Why hadn’t I changed my clothes before I’d left? 

	His grin widened, when he shook his head.

	“I shall attempt to keep me hands to meself Ms. Kata.” He stated softly, I doubted that, but I smiled slightly anyway. When the food arrived, he brought plates and napkins into the living room. He flipped a small switch on the side of the split-level, when a table suddenly began to rise into the middle of the floor. 

	Well damn. 

	Ms. Tingle had out done herself. 

	He set the table, then left the room. He walked back into the space several moments later with two wine glasses, a bottle of white wine, club soda, and limes. 

	“White wine spritzers?” He asked.

	“Sure.” I replied smiling slightly.

	I peered at the Bose as New Kids on the Block and Ne-Yo’s Single floated into the room. I actually couldn’t help but laugh at that this time. The music couldn’t have fit this situation better if he’d planned it, and from the looks of that devilish grin, he probably did! 

	“No, you are not!” I said attempting not to laugh, when he chuckled wiggling his brows. He placed the glasses on the table, when I took off my suit jacket. I hated wearing them, but anytime there was a symposium, or we had visiting professors and deans; we were expected to dress appropriately.

	“Finally.” He said as he handed me the glass of wine. It tasted wonderful.

	“So, how long have you been searching for this legend?” I asked as I took a bite of the Orange chicken.

	“Centur… umm I mean a number of years.” He coughed, when I stared at him.

	“Years? When did you finally find it?” I asked.

	“The legend, or the fact that Halleren had found his mate and magick?” He questioned.

	“Whose Halleren, and both.” I sent back.

	“Vainamoinen’s fourth and last son. And last year. I happen to be reading an article by a young up and coming professor on another subject, when it hit me all at once. I also remembered meeting the professor as a child, so it was quite kismet to me.” He exhaled, but it seemed like a happy sigh.

	“What hit you all at once?” I probed peering up from my plate.

	“Stuff, is all.” He whispered, when I looked at him once more.
    “Okay, anyway, where do we start?” I queried.

	“When we’re finished, I’ll show you what I have. But finish first.” He said nodding to the food as he poured me another glass of wine. I narrowed my eyes at him then, and his grin widened. 

	“So, what do you do in yer spare time Ms. Kata?” He asked as he walked his plate into the kitchen.

	“Not much. Never have the time. Very strict rules for myself. Could be my Asian background.” I said as I rose to help him clean up.

	“Asian background?” He asked giving me a puzzled look. 

	“My mom’s African American and French, and my dad’s Japanese…hence last name Kata?” I answered, when he still appeared confused. Whatever. I thought. None of my friends knew what it was like growing up with over achievers for parents. I reached for the napkins at the far end of the table, when he was suddenly there to place his hand on mine.

	“No need.” He said shaking his head as he took the plate from me. 

	“Ever had fried ice cream?” He asked smiling.

	“No, not really.” I countered as he cleared the rest of the dishes from the table, gave me a weird look, nodded, then walked towards the kitchen. When he returned, he was carrying two bowls. He handed one to me, then took up his seat once more. I timidly tasted it, surprised because it was actually good. It tasted as if there was pie added to it. I took a sip of the wine, and amazingly, it tasted good together too.

	“Why don’t you have the time?” He asked as he peered into the bowl. He appeared akin to a little boy checking to see how much ice cream was left. I smiled at his bent head.

	“For the reason that I’m pretty busy. I was published last year, and the backlash for that although good, is very time consuming. I think my parents were more excited than I was. To be this far in the game at the slight age of twenty-nine is an accomplishment. At least that’s what my dad keeps reciting every time he calls. Although annoying, they mean well. Not much opportunity for a minority unless they push themselves one-hundred-fifty percent my mom says. Sometimes I just feel like shrieking and pulling my hair out. So, no social life.” I said.

	“And what’s next for you? A husband, children?” He countered, when I laughed hard.

	“Damn… you’re nosey!” I said laughing once more.

	“No, just natural curiosity.” He shrugged now.

	“Well, you know the old saying about the cat, right?” I sent back, when he smiled at that, then took my bowl and his own into the kitchen. 

	When he returned, he had an arm full of papers. He placed them on the table, then motioned for me to move closer. I scooted over until I was at least one pillow away from him. I’d been pissed when I came here, but he disarmed me with one smile. 

	That was bad. 

	Very bad. 

	I took pride in my skills to scare off the opposite sex.

	“Don’t tell me yer afraid of me?” He challenged, when I scowled. He pushed the papers towards me, then nodded for me to read them. It was the legend, and as I began reading, I suddenly felt lightheaded.

	 

	“Vainamoinen, one of the heroes in the Kaleval is a wise old seer who can work magic through the songs that he sings. His mother Ilmatar was the virgin spirit of air, who brought about creation. Another great hero of the epic is Lemmenkainen who appears as a handsome carefree romantic adventurer. 

	Vainamoinen and Lemmenkainen have certain experiences and goals in common. In their adventures both men meet Louhi the evil mistress of Pohjola (the Northland), and both seek to wed Louhi's daughter the beautiful Maiden of Pohjola. A third suitor for the maiden's hand is Ilmarinen a blacksmith who constructs a Sampo, a mysterious object like a mill that can produce prosperity for its owner….

	 

	The more I read the lighter headed I felt. I peered up at him, and he was in the midst of opening a fortune cookie. I shook my head, but the buzzing feeling didn’t dissipate. I closed my eyes, then laid my head against the pillow. 

	It was as if my senses were on overdrive!

	“Are you unwell?” He asked, when I opened one

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
images/image-9.png
04N ey
el

(il 10 44 3&&






images/bustle_jones.jpeg





images/bsu.jpeg





images/image-3.png
¥






images/image.png





images/image.jpeg





images/college_vestubule.jpeg





cover.jpeg
AN SBH LI DY NN LB
4 ‘. TO TEACH IS DIVINE *\% p

——‘@(?’37’_* 5

k.
- ALEXANDRIA INFANTE ~ )./%

Ry s oWe ekl L fTE &
: ‘

\ 1‘;"’ l\« “5 C NS 6 o 3 e 4 N aD)
DD 9533 72+ BOOK 2+ i3l

- ’







images/african_strength.gif










images/image-2.png
‘TO “TEACH

IS BIVINE
Kig Hallerer'y @zozp%@gj











images/image-4.png
Dear %a&zm





images/image-5.png
British/Scottish/Irish/Language written in Text/Slang

from all over the world, as well as Latina-Afro-Latina
and African American Colloquial speech ...and
Languages from all over the world






images/image-6.png
are chalk full of Strong
Language Mild Sexual

i .. Dark Magick ...
Mild Vlolence and Lots of
Profanity...






images/image-10.png





images/image-7.png





images/image-11.png
a






images/image-8.png
AND DONT FORGET TO KELP A SISTAR OUT, BY LEAVING A REVIEW! LOL ‘ \

Folsoneclin daiors










images/Seeker.jpeg





images/image-1.png
_@AINNEBETH












