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“Being deeply loved by someone gives you strength, while loving someone deeply gives you courage.” Lao Tzu
I’m standing beside the body of Leyna as she lay dead on a funeral pyre, the stone on a chain around her neck. I remove the chain tenderly and place it over my head. I kiss her one last time on her lips. My eyes fill with tears and my heart feels tight and squeezed as I sob uncontrollably. My shoulders shudder and I feel a cry come out of my mouth as I raise my hands to the sky and scream, “LEYNA!!!!”
The sound of my scream echoes and carries through the air with a preternatural power. The clouds split, revealing the moon, as a bolt of lightning strikes the ground beside the pyre.
I lower my arms and remember Leyna and how she tried to take on the power for the sake of being powerful before she was worthy of it. Despite my warnings of her certain demise, she continued with her egotistical pursuit and played with fire, the fire of the gods, the fire of divinity, which she tried to apply to her personal gain for her greed and materialism, her ego running her wild, using and abusing people for her own selfish ends. Treating men like meat to satisfy her desires. Now, she was gone, struck down by the power she wasn’t ready for, my beauty, my lady, my love, my Goddess, gone because I failed to teach her, failed to make her see the error of her ways and how she could never have divinity being the way she was. I had failed, miserably, and lost her.
I climb down the ladder to the bottom of the pyre where the ground still smoked from the lightning strike. I swirl my cape around myself and my assistant hands me my staff from the Yagdrasil tree. I feet its power as my anguish multiplies it. Once more my shoulders shudder and my eyes run with tears as I raise my staff and scream to the heavens with my preternatural voice.
“GO NOW! Take her from me!! Keep her safe till I can meet her once more as I will not be without her!!”
I sweep the staff across the sky then point it at the pyre as I release a bolt of fire to its base. The pyre’s flames rise quickly and reach the top where Leyna’s body lies. As it consumes her, the skies open and drop their tears in a torrent of wind and rain. Thunder sounds as a continuous roll as I stand with the rain and wind soaking and battering me. Alexander walks up beside me. He covers me with an oilskin to shield me from the rain. “My Lord, let us return to the castle. You’ve done it. I have prepared the temple as you instructed.” Alexander takes me by the shoulders along the path to the castle. He hugs me as he leaves me at the entrance taking the oil skin from me.
“Lord Sevilen. Godspeed. I will see you soon.”
“Godspeed Alexander.”
I enter the temple closing the massive door behind me. My mourning continues as I stand holding the stone and the chain as they hang around my neck. I’m standing in a circle, which is carved into the polished marble floor and inlayed with gold. Likewise, a pentagram is carved inside of the circle and inlayed in the same manner. In the center of the altar before me sits a gold and jeweled censer pouring smoke out of its openings. It fills me with the power of the scent as it coils up to the ceiling then settles in a suspended layer around the room. A large red candle burns on the right of the altar and a white one of equal size and shape burns on the left.
I take the sword, which serves as my athame, from the altar and direct the energy. I hold it with both hands. The blade glints in the torch light as I form the sphere of power and protection by first turning clockwise while holding the sword at full reach, level to the ground, and sweeping the circle about me. I see the light trail behind it as it forms a horizontal ring of light after completion of the circle. I form another circle north to south going above and below me, then another going east to west above and below. The three rings of light join and crackle then expand into a closed sphere buzzing and humming in the air above, around, and below the now translucent floor through which I can see the bottom of the sphere of power. I call out, “I consecrate this circle of power and protection to capture the energy for this spell and protect all within from interference. The cause for which the power will be used is a cause of the highest order, the cause of love and light.” I lower the athame to the marble altar and the blade clangs on the stone.
I turn to my right and face the East. In that position, representing the element of the air, is a spread of eagle feathers worn as a cape on a statue of the Archangel Raphael. I state the direction in which I look, “East! Gatekeepers!! Open this direction!” I sense the opening to the power of the east and feel a strong breeze blow my hair from that direction.
I call to Archangel Raphael, “RAPH EEEEEE AAEELL! Beautiful, graceful, Archangel of the air and of the east. Join me here now to cast this spell of love and life. Join me to keep my link to Leyna so we may meet once more on this earthly plane to fulfill our destiny!”
The statue now animates and takes on human qualities. Pale wrinkleless skin and light blond hair on a body of slight build, but obviously extremely powerful and fully capable of any undertaking. His eyes of light gray in his face of aquiline features now flicker with life as he looks at me and parts his lips to a smile of white teeth. He wears blue gray clothing and in his right hand he holds a sword, the hilt embellished with an emerald and a water tourmaline. He steps forward from the stone base that once held his stone representation with his cape of feathers draping from his shoulders. He appears to float across the translucent floor. The light of the circle of power illuminates his flawless features.
“Lord Sevilen, I am at your service. I will heal your pain and help maintain your devotion to your cause now. In your future incarnation, I will be there for you as well until you are no longer in need of my powers.”
“Thank you, Archangel Raph-ae-yel. I am grateful for your support and devotion and thank you with my service and my life.” Raphael nods and turns back, sweeping his cape without touching it and takes his place once more on the stone base. He now waits for me to continue.
I turn clockwise one quarter turn to face the south now. There stands a statue of the Archangel Michael with his sword raised in his right hand and his scale of truth in his left, a fire is burning in a marble bowl beside him. I call out, “SOUTH! Gatekeepers!! Open this direction!” I feel a rush of heat against my skin from this quarter and then it subsides.
“Archangel MIK AAA ELLL! Powerful, decisive, leader of justice and truth, I call to you to ask your assistance in this spell I will cast for love and light, a spell for my lady Leyna to join us again on this earthly plane of learning and love to achieve our destiny.”
The fire beside the statue flares up as the statue of Archangel Michael turns from stone to suntanned flesh. He stands at seven feet tall with his reddish blond hair glowing as if lit from the inside. His divinity illuminates his classic features from within while his amber-hazel eyes flash their power and intelligence into my eyes as our souls meet from the joining of our sight. Michael smiles warmly, making me feel warm, and protected, as if held beneath his wings. He sheaths his sword into his tiger-eye, hematite and bloodstone decorated sheath. I smell patchouli from him as he moves toward me and embraces me like a child against his huge form. He looks down at me and smiles at me.
I look up at him in awe, “Thank you Michael, Prince of Princes, keeper of truth and justice, dispeller of illusion and master of patience. I offer my service and my life to you in gratitude.”
“My pleasure Lord Sevilen, I help all those who ask, if their purpose is true and just. I will stay by you in this life and next as you may need my aid to fulfill this high natured goal of which you spoke.” Michael returns to the position where his statue once stood. He holds his scale of truth in his left hand and rests his right hand on the hilt of his sword in its elaborate sheath. His gold armor gleams in the flickering torchlight. He smiles and nods at me, the circle glowing behind him as he waits patiently for me to continue.
I turn ninety degrees clockwise to the west now with Michael and Raphael watching me patiently as the hum and crackle of the sphere around us reminds me of our divine purpose. “WEST! Gatekeepers open this direction!” I smell the salt of the ocean, I feel as if my body is dipping into the sea, and then I’m brought out to the warmth of the temple again.
I look upon the androgynous statue of the beautiful Archangel Gabriel standing beside the carved stone fountain as the water cascades down the series of pools.
“Archangel GAAAA BRIII ELLLL!! I call to thee to come to my aid as you have in the past. Please, honor me once again with your divine presence.”
The stone now turns to creamy moist flesh with luscious fine chestnut hair draping in waves over delicate shoulders. Gabriel’s green loving eyes with long chestnut lashes flicker as consciousness enters form. The soft features of this Archangel are an understatement of the power within, the power that now fills my senses with the smell of roses and the taste of something floral and light. The flowing green and dark blue material Gabriel is clothed in seems to caress the Angel’s features and soften them further. The love from this being fills me and soothes me, relaxing me for the moment, while moving toward me and offering me a chalice from which to drink. Gabriel’s soothing, richly expressive honey like voice flows from soft lips.
“Sevilen, your name was chosen well as you are loved. Drink from my cup and allow yourself to realize the power of love and know that anything done based on love can do no harm.”
I take the chalice and drink. I feel the rush of power from it as it flows into me and fills my heart with loving gratitude and devotion. I hand it back and thank Gabriel. The overwhelmingly beautiful Archangel smiles kindly, hugs me tenderly, steps back and stands in silence with an expression of calm lovingness.
“Archangel Gabriel, tolerant and loving messenger, thank you for bringing your divine power to my aid. I thank you with all my heart and all my love and promise to serve you for eternity.” Gabriel nods and smiles as I now turn once more.
I turn clockwise ninety degrees more and face North again with the altar before me. In front of the altar is a large stone pillar with the base carved as knarled tree roots and the top as tree branches. The “bark” of this stone tree is carved with mountains and rolling hills. Next to it stands a statue of Archangel Auriel holding a shield before him.
I call out, “NORTH!! Gatekeepers!! Open this direction!! I smell leaves in the fall and rich earth. I hear the chatter of forest animals and birds.“Archangel AUR IHH ELLL!!! Please join us in this circle to aid this quest. Archangel of vision and psychic sight, ministration and peace, the giver of the Kabala, please join us if you will.”
The statue moves the shield to its side while the stone softens and comes to life. Auriel’s skin is dry and swarthy and his black hair is streaked with grey. His brown and green cloak speaks of the earth and is held in place by his bronze ornamentation. His black eyes blink slowly as he captures my eyes with his and his steady firm gaze locks in on me. He breaks a subtle grin and nods before speaking slowly with his deep, sonorous voice.
“Sevilen, I will join you in your quest, no need to come around the altar to greet me. You have lessons to learn as does your other half and I am here to help you both.”
“Thank you kindly and deeply Archangel Auriel. I am at your service at anytime and will do my best to make use of your help and guidance.”
Auriel nods from his position next to the carved pillar and the circle is now complete. All Archangels from the four directions are present and it is time to begin. I raise my right hand to the ceiling and face my left to the ground, pulling energy into the circle, feeling it grow as the sphere around us grows in light and sound. The humming steadily rises to a crescendo, roaring now, as the light radiates and threatens to burn us all if we, or this cause, were not worthy of it. Burn us as it did Leyna. I choke a tear away and continue.
“I raise this energy in front of my holy witnesses that honor me by being here now. I raise this energy to form a bond and a power that will allow me to rejoin my Leyna in another life, a life in which I will be able to teach her and guide her so she can attain her destiny and not be burned again.”
I hold Leyna’s stone in my hand, the heart shaped stone that she had worn for so long, the stone that would now be my connecting link to her through time and space. I hold it above me and before me as I begin. The roar of the circle is almost overwhelming as I take one last look at my divine helpers and friends and they nod to me in turn, as I rotate clockwise to see them all. I now stand still, knowing there is no turning back, yet I have no fear. I know what has to be done.
“Powers of night and day, angels, spirits, teachers, guides, gods and goddesses of all beliefs, I stand before you with my high standing guests to ask your help. Let the power of the universe allow me to rejoin my Leyna once more and have the chance to help her fulfill her purpose.”
I pause for a moment before I close the spell. The room was ready to burst with power as I began again. I hold the stone up and I gaze at it as I speak the last words.
“SO MOTE IT BE!!!! JOIN US ONCE MORE!!! May this stone connect us in eternity so we may never be lost fROm one another!!!!!!” The roar of my voice is an awesome sound. It is the last sound I hear as the stone split in two by the power that fell from the circle into it. The pieces fall from my hand and I try to grasp them but my form dissolves and I go into the universe, suns and planets flying past me at light speed. I leave the galaxy as I speed toward some light way ahead in the blackness.
“All changes, even the most longed for, have their melancholy; for what we leave behind us is a part of ourselves; we must die to one life before we enter another.” Anatole France
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Hi, my name is Sevilen, Sevilen Decarain. It is the first decade of the twenty first century. I was born thirty eight years ago in Ohio. I was raised Catholic and I was taught to fear God, work hard, have a family and be an upstanding citizen. My parents were descended from multicultural backgrounds but the most powerful portion of the family tree was the Turkish line. Of course, everyone was fully Americanized at this point and cultural background played little in our lives. My parents were well to do financially as has been the history of the Turkish side of our family.
No one knew the true wealth of our family but it was said we came down from royalty and if there was a need for money it could be filled easily but they didn’t just pass out the family fortunes. They were a part of the legacy but everyone had to find their own way. I got an engineering degree and did well. Our family history is that we live practically forever and I have at least sixty more years. My great grandmother Aysel is said to be one hundred and six, at least according to what everyone says. This is my story of how the things I never knew existed changed my life into a life I never knew could exist.
It was cold out this morning as I went out to get the paper. As I stepped off the curb to reach the front of the mailbox, I slipped on the ice and managed to pull my lower back again. Pulling my back was a problem that seemed to plague me as of the last couple of years.
I managed to get back into the house without pulling my back a second time and I was glad it was Saturday and not Monday. I made a cup of green tea and sat down to my oatmeal and newspaper. The headlines once again poured out the negative in the world so I skipped those and went to the funnies. I could smell the ink on the paper as I turned to see my horoscope with the comics. Taurus, “You will not see what you should unless you start to look at things differently.” Geesh, what kind of crap is that. I guess I should stand on my head or something. I flipped through the pages looking for something positive and ate my oatmeal. The warm, creaminess of it felt comforting as it slid through my mouth and satisfied my hunger.
I looked at the paper with my mind glazed over, not really absorbing anything. Numb. Numb as I’ve been for years. Alone, stuck on a slow but steady moving treadmill where life seems to happen around me rather than to me. In others eyes, I was so lucky to have such a good job and good health.
Well, today was the day I was to see my “Buyuk Nine,” my great grandmother on my dad’s side, the Turkish part of the line. “Ninee,” as we called her, was now one hundred and six years old. She was the Matriarch and both sides of the family gave her tremendous respect and love. She was an incredible woman.
I arrived in front of her house in Chardon, Ohio. This house was probably one of the more beautiful ones there. It was on a hill of its own with woods all around. Ninee’s father built this mansion in the mid 1800’s and she moved back in after her husband died and her dad had passed away. It was such a beautiful house and had meant so much to her that she couldn’t see it leave the family.
I drove up the switchback driveway up the hill, through the ancient oaks, as the snow fell in swirling lumps on the lawn of the great house. I parked the car at the base of the stairs between the now dry, statuary fountains and the stairs.
The slate slabs forming the stairs from the drive required two footsteps to cover before reaching the next. It gave you a chance to enjoy the truly regal appearance of the place. The Victorian scroll work around the top of the porch, the wrought iron railing along the stairs with an iron eagle sitting atop each upright, the two large Griffins at the top before the porch landing, the snow resting in their wings and on their heads made their eyes no less fierce. I remember how they scared me as a child. Even now, I mentally asked permission of them to pass.
My boots clunked on the hardwood porch as I stomped the snow off. The keyhole shaped door stood a good 12 feet tall and did what it was supposed to do, make the visitor feel small and show the power of the family residing here. I pulled the handle on the bell and it went into its lengthy routine of announcing my arrival. I could hear music inside as well. An old woman arrived at the door. She was Ninee’s helper and probably old lover from what we knew of it.
“Sevi!! Come in my dear. Your Ninee Aysel is waiting for you. She’s so excited today.” Her warm blue eyes showed from the folds of her dark wrinkled skin as if they were the sky itself. She took my coat and scarf off and left with it as she pointed.
“She’s in the music room dear. Please go in and I’ll get you some tea. You look like your back hurts, are you okay?”
“Just a muscle pull that’s all, the tea would be nice. Thanks Emily, your very kind!” I yelled toward her as she went to the closet.
“I can hear dear!! Just cause I look like I can’t don’t think I can’t…ha ha ha...I know with that music blasting you’d think I couldn’t hear a thing, go ahead Sevi dear.”
The smell of the house was old but pleasant, it had a nice homey feel to it. I could smell the aroma of my Ninee as I remembered it as a child. The scent was a combination of Lavender and Frankincense. I tried to smell it deeper, but now that I tried, it seemed the smell was more in my brain than in my nose. Very odd I thought. I passed through the arched double doorway into the music room. She was swaying to the music in a violet and white lace gown and heels. Her five foot two inch height was a good five foot six in her heels. Ninee was one hundred and six years old and from behind, she looked like she could be much younger.
“Boccherini’s Minuet, very uplifting Ninee.” I said as she turned toward me while I guessed her appearance to be that of maybe a forty year old.
“I’m sorry Sevi. I get so wrapped up in my music, sometimes, the world disappears. I didn’t even know you came in.” She floated over to me and gave me a big hug as I reached down to her and returned it. I would never guess she was one hundred and six, not in a million years. According to the family records, it’s true. Maybe that’s why no one gets to see her anymore, but then, why was I here? They’d have her under a microscope in a minute if anyone saw what she really looks like and knew her age.
“That’s okay Ninee. You look fabulous. What’s your secret?!”
“Ah secrets…yes, we all have them don’t we. You have no secrets from me though do you Sevilen? How does your back feel now?”
“No secrets with you Ninee, my back? Uh, now that you mention it, it’s fine, doesn’t hurt at all. It hurt like heck a second ago.” Ninee nodded her head, took my hand and brought me over to the horsehair couch. The couch never seemed to age either. I remember playing on it as a child. Its woodwork and Louis the Sixteenth legs looked as if they were made yesterday.
In came Emily carrying a silver tray with a silver teapot and translucent china tea cups on it. She placed them on the coffee table, smiled, winked at me and took off again. Ninee poured us two cups. The music now shifted to a violin piece that seemed to mimic the cry of love lost. Ninee looked at the stereo equipment for a moment and the volume dropped to quiet background music. She looked back at me as she handed me my cup. It smelled of Lavender and the warmth of it felt comforting, as comforting as Ninee has always been for me.
“Dear Sevilen, there is so much you have to learn yet. Suffice it to say, I know everything I need to know, everything about you, about anything. Same as you shall some day.”
Her bright green eyes sparkled at me as she placed her hand on mine and looked deeply into my eyes. Her reddish brown hair framed her forty something looking face and made her look like an Angel. Her delicate ears had two sets of piercings in them and the lower one had long dangling diamonds that glittered as she moved her head about. She continued as the violins quietly cried in the background.
“Sevi, I have something for you. It is the last task I have to fulfill here before I go. I have been waiting and watching you grow and experience life so you will be ready for this. This gift is nothing to ignore. It is your destiny, your purpose, your supreme calling. It comes through time to you from a person that was here many, many years and generations ago. My father handed me this before he left. He left me no instructions but as soon as I touched it I knew it was for you although you were not yet born.”
Ninee Aysel let go of my hand and sipped her tea taking in my response. She crossed her delicate legs beneath the lace and bounced her foot as she sipped her tea. I was a little apprehensive, as I had never heard Aysel speak this way. Of course, I hadn’t seen her since I had gone off to college. My engineering mind was trying to put together what she told me, what happened to my back and the music. However, I couldn’t make sense of it. I think she could tell as she started again.
“Sevi, everything is as it should be. You’ll see dear, trust me for now and all your questions will one day be answered if you listen to the directions as they arrive. You are protected and will be guided.”
Aysel leaned over, kissed me on the forehead, took my hand, and stood.
“Come, let me show you.”
I stood with Aysel and we walked hand in hand, as her strappy white high heels clicked across the hardwood floors then went silent on the oriental carpet then, up the long staircase and down the long hall to the end. She passed her hand, which must have had some type of electronic device in one of the rings, over the center of an oak door with carvings of triangles, stars, snakes, and lotus petals. A loud clunk occurred signaling it was now free to open. Aysel turned the crystal knob and the door swung open.
The room was paneled in dark woods and the floors covered with heavy hand made carpets. There was a painting of Isaac Newton, another of Thomas Jefferson and countless other faces I didn’t recognize. There were drawers built into the walls and cabinet doors. There were walls inside the room made for more places to hang and store things.
“This is our museum so to speak. Something to spark memory, or to inform those who need to know. You need not go through all of it, but I will show you what you need. When your journey is complete you will know all of this anyway.”
Aysel passed by what appeared to be a humidity and temperature display that now had a “CLOSE DOOR” light flashing on the panel.
“Ninee, the display says to close the door.”
“Yes Sevi please, go close it okay? This room is controlled environmentally to protect what is here. Special lighting and atmosphere controls.”
I closed the door and caught up with Ninee who was now standing before a painting. I passed by a painting of a Raven haired beauty of a woman but the painting that caught my eyes the most was next to it. Both paintings were very old. The frame on this one and the picture in it were crazed but the picture was clear.
“Do you recognize this person?” Aysel asked as she smiled knowingly at me, looking up into my eyes.
I stared and stared at the picture. It could have been me, except for the ancient clothing. The man was wearing many jewels with sparkling gold laced in his blond hair that went to his shoulders. On my, uh, his hands were two rings. On the little finger of the right hand, which was holding a scepter with a large crystal on top, was a snake ring with a ruby in its mouth between the fangs. On the middle finger of the left hand, the heavy gold ring appeared to be the face of a man but with horns. It almost looked like…
“Yes Sevi, Christians would call it Satan. It’s not, there is no such thing. It is called Cernunnos, the male aspect of God and the snake represents the female aspect and is symbolic also of Kundalini.”
“You’re not Catholic? The way you said, ‘Christians’.”
“People think I am. It’s a good way to fit in around here. I am nothing religious. That is, of any formalized kind. That’s unimportant. What is important here is that you see that this man was in fact you in a time past. You won’t believe me, but as I said, trust me. His name was Sevilen as well, and no, I didn’t influence anyone in naming you. You being named Sevilen was a marker for me to be sure and keep me here this long. He is where the power of the family comes from.” Aysel waved her hand at the painting.
“He’s Turkish.”
“I thought Turks had dark hair and skin and were Muslims.”
“Most do, he was a Tatar. A Caucasian Tatar and had European blood in him as well. However, he was no Muslim or Christian either. You see, once you have access to the Akashic records you will know the true purposes of all the religions as did this Sevilen, as did Jesus.”
Aysel looked at me lovingly as I stared at the painting trying to take this all in. I felt as if I knew this man, this being that looked so like me. I could almost feel his clothing and the earrings he wore as if I were wearing his accoutrements. The type of cloth his shirt like clothing was made of was a silk that I could tell felt smooth and slid easily on his skin. I practically felt the gold, seven pointed star dangling from his left earlobe with a diamond stud holding it in place. The other earring with the crescent moon dangled from the right earlobe and was held to the lobe with a ruby red stud. I could feel the blue gemstone on his right nostril that matched his eyes. Even though he looked like me so much, he looked different, more powerful, and wise.
“You will be powerful and wise as well Sevilen. You are here on this earth, on this plane or realm, to learn what he knew.”
Again, she heard what I thought! How can that be?
“Now this way.”
Aysel walked over to a wall panel and once more passed her ring with, I guessed, an electronic key in it, over the finely carved wood. A hissing sound this time, then a clunk, and the panel popped free and swung open a bit. Aysel opened the panel with her tiny hands finely finished with long glassy white fingernails. Her rings glinted in the light as she did. She then passed her hand over one large breadbox sized panel and it hissed, clicked, and then slid out about 4 inches. Aysel took out a box that appeared to be as ancient as the picture we just saw. She handed it to me to hold, as it was heavy for its size. There were carvings on it of what would today be the symbol for medicine with the snakes wrapped around a staff and an eagle at the top. I held it for her as she opened it.
“Turn it toward you dear.”
I turned it and inside were both rings from the painting, each set in a purple velvet mound with gold threads stitched around the base and spiraling to where the rings sat. In between the two rings sat a broken stone that was multi-colored and glistened. It appeared to be a teardrop shape but off to one side and was split the long way as if it were a half of something.
“Pick them up dear. They belong to you. The stone is a combination of Phenacite, Tourmaline, and Jet. Very rare! This doesn’t normally occur in nature,” Aysel said as I stared in wonderment. She giggled like a little girl as I handed her the box, took the rings, and put them on the fingers they fit, the same fingers as in the picture. I took the stone and looked at it more closely. It was in a setting at one time, as it had marks left from it and it had an odd shape. It was multi colored with a predominance of purple and white but had every color in the rainbow plus gold and silver.
“This stone was not split accidentally. An immense amount of power went into it. There’s another half in this realm somewhere. You’ll find it, or it will find you, and you will meet the person who has it. Well, I hate to ruin a good mystery so I’ll stop there. What is important is you must wear these rings and carry this stone from now on. Of course you can take the rings off to work on things or wash and so on but, you should wear them any other time. Keep the stone with you at all times. Without it, you can’t find what you need to find. It will alert you to things as you’ll see.”
“Ninee, this is crazy. I have so many questions!! Please, please tell me more. Tell me about this man, these rings, this stone and why you look like you’re forty something instead of one hundred and six and how you know so much. Ninee, I need to know, I’m an engineer, and I need answers.”
“Sevi, please stop calling me Ninee. It makes me feel so old!” She laughed and touched me on the shoulder then continued, “Yes, yes yes, beautiful Sevilen, you’ll get all the answers. You became an engineer so that you would ask for answers. If you weren’t in search of answers, the rings and the stone would lie dormant in a drawer somewhere or end up in a pawnshop when you are dead and gone. It would take more years, and generations maybe, for the time to be right for this to happen again. Things are exactly as they should be at this moment. All the answers will come. Now, take them and go home. I have to get things in order for my trip.”
Aysel closed the box and gave it to me. She shut the drawer and the panel, the bolts fell again, and the seals hissed. She stood on her toes and kissed me gently on my cheek. She spun and went to the door waiting for me to open it.
“Thank you dear.”
She led me back down the hall and to the front door, her Lavender and Frankincense perfume sweet in my senses as I always remembered her to smell. Emily reappeared with my coat and scarf, and wrapped me in them. She hugged me and looked deeply into me as she said,“I will miss you Sevi dear. Enjoy this life. You are special. Believe it. Follow your heart.”
Emily stepped back. Aysel came forward and gave me a big hug, tears in her eyes.
“I should know better than to cry but it’s still hard to do this. Be Sevilen my dear, Sevilen that is inside you, not what they have taught you so far, not what they say is or should be. Break your paradigms, trust in me, and the objects I gave you.” Aysel backed away.
“This is the last time I will see you isn’t it Ninee, uh, sorry, Aysel?”
“Yes dear, the last time in this manner, this form, for now. We will meet again. We always do. You have things to do and so do I. I love you Sevilen and wish you well.”
“I love you too Aysel. I trust you. I’ll do my best though I don’t know what I‘m supposed to do.”
“That’s all I ask.”
Aysel turned and walked away with Emily as I turned and went into the snow through the huge doors of this beautiful mansion. I wiped my eyes to see better. Ravens covered the snow in the yard. I walked down the stairs. They seemed to squawk at me as if I were someone they wanted to see. Then, they flew, flying by me gracefully, almost in slow motion, and they spiraled up into the snowy sky. I looked back at the Griffins and they were gone with Angels in their place, smiling at me. I wiped my eyes again and felt a lump in my throat for fear that I wouldn’t see Aysel anymore.
My boots squeaked through the crisp snow and I got into my car and broke out in sobs. I felt so confused and felt like I was losing someone so dear to me that I hadn’t seen in so long. Now that I do get to see her, she’s going away. But why? Why does this all have to happen? What is this mystery stuff? Somehow, I felt my life was never gonna be the same again. Who, or what, is this Aysel woman, my grandmother, I love so much? Why is she the way she is? What is she talking about? I started the car, wiped my face with my scarf, and drove home.
“The most common ego identifications have to do with possessions, the work you do, social status and recognition, knowledge and education, physical appearance, special abilities, relationships, person and family history, belief systems, and often nationalistic, racial, religious, and other collective identifications. None of these is you.” Eckhart Tollee
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My name is Leyna DiAmore. Power is abundant in every aspect of my life, especially in my career. I didn’t get to be the Senior Vice President of Training and Development of a billion dollar advertising company at the age of thirty without it. Call me a workaholic, a greedy, hard-nosed businesswoman, because that is what I am. Go, go, go 24/7. Nobody can touch me and nobody has. I’m happy, fulfilled, satisfied with my huge six-figure salary and my sparkling nameplate engraved with a name of power – Leyna DiAmore. How long am I going to believe this crap?
Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/96670 to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you appreciate their work!