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Constance Santego has been practicing and teaching The Nine Spiritual Gifts, Granted from Spirit, for over twenty-four years. She lives in British Columbia, Canada, with her husband.

www.constancesantego.ca
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Cast of Characters
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Some of the Residents of New York City, USA, and other places.

Alexandra (Lexi) Elizabeth Constantine: 

Fashion designer in Upper East Side Manhattan. Daughter of Olivia and Marcus Constantine (Italian). Fiancée to Reverend Edward Julien Hawthorne. Her boss is Sebastian. Friends with co-worker Southern belle, Sherie.

Susannah Grace Constantine: 

Lexi’s belated sister and now guardian angel. Lived in Dumbo (Down Under the Manhattan Bridge Overpass). She was an antique collector for Aryeh Jacob Kofman and dated Billy Randazzo.

Olivia Sarah Constantine (Maiden name, Austin): Mother to Lexi and Susannah. Widowed housewife. Parents were from England. She lives in Dyker Heights, Brooklyn, NY. 

Reverend Edward Julien Hawthorne: Mortician and minister of a funeral home in Brooklyn. Fiancé to Alexandra (Lexi). Casandra is his secretary.

Tamara Reeve: Psychic medium and teacher of many of the Spiritual Gifts. Fiancée to Greg Masones. Now owns her grandmother’s brownstone in Brooklyn Heights.

Detective Ferguson “Red” Redington: 1st-grade homicide investigator, Manhattan Bureau – Midtown South Precinct, Shield number 1323, NYPD. Lives in Far Rockaway Beach, Queens, on Long Island, NY. His family comes from England.

Greg Masones (AKA Julian D’Angelo): At large. Accountant for the Genovese crime family. Italian immigrant. Son of Serena D’Angelo. Was Tamara’s fiancé.

Isabella Jackson: Famous actress. She moved around to wherever her next movie was being filmed. Friends with Lexi, Edward, and Redington. Girlfriend of belated Hans (now Erland, an Elf) and mother to Aias.

Hans Magnusson (Erland): Lawyer. He lived in Switzerland but was from Sweden. He inherited his family’s fortune, and his grandfather was Olof. After he died, he became a walk-in soul to Erland in the Elemental Realm of Alfheim, Still communicates with Isabella. 

Aias Jackson Olof Magnusson: Son of Isabella and Erland. He was a half-elf with many gifts, the main one being able to heal.

Kesia Bango: Gypsy tarot card reader. Daughter of Florence. Ancestral Granddaughter of Tatiana Masones and Clementina (Tatiana’s mother). Related to Greg, he is her uncle.

––––––––
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Main Angel of each Novel

Book 1 – Archangel Michael 

“Warrior”

Companion Book – Archangel Michael’s Soul Retrieval Guide.  

Book 2 – Archangel Gabriel 

“Messenger”

Companion Book – Your Persona... The Mask You Wear. 

Book 3 – Bath Kol 

“Daughter of the Voice,” the Holy Ghost, and Gabriel

Companion Book – The Gift of Prophecy.

Book 4 – Archangel Raphael 

“God Has Healed”

Companion Books – Secrets of a Healer Series.
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A Novel


4th in the series, The Nine Spiritual Gifts 

“The Gift of Healing”



Constance Santego

––––––––
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Vol. 4



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Dedicated

to all the healers and doctors of the world!
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The Nine Spiritual Gifts

In the New Testament, my favorite story is 

“The Gifts.” 

Corinthians 1, Chapter 12, Verse 4-11 

(Maybe a little differently worded

depending on which Bible you have).

The variety and the unity of gifts 

There are many different gifts, but it is always the same Spirit; there are many different ways of serving, but it is always the same Lord. There are many different forms of activity, but in everybody, it is the same God who is at work in them all. The particular manifestation of the Spirit granted to each one is to be used for the general good. 

To one is given from the Spirit the gift of utterance expressing wisdom; to another the gift of utterance expressing knowledge; in accordance with the same spirit, to another, faith, from the same Spirit; and to another, the gifts of healing, through the same Spirit; to another, the working of miracles; to another prophecy; to another, the power of distinguishing spirits; to one, the gift of different tongues; and to another, the interpretation of tongues. But at work in all these is one and the same Spirit, distributing them at will to each individual.

The New Jerusalem Bible
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Awaken to the spirit world, for there lie your 

gifts granted by Spirit.

~ Constance Santego


“The doctor of the future will give no medication but will interest his patients in the care of the human frame, diet, and in the cause and prevention of disease.”

~ Thomas A. Edison
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Fact:

All biblical references, science, legends, and myths are real (slightly changed to fit the character). This novel was written as a story inspired by Spirit to give you, the reader, a new perspective, a new way to learn, and a new opportunity to empower your life. 

All characters are fictional, but the locations are based on reality. 
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Prologue
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The Hippocratic Oath, in Greek, from the 1923 Loeb edition, and then followed by the English translation:

ὄμνυμι Ἀπόλλωνα ἰητρὸν καὶ Ἀσκληπιὸν καὶ Ὑγείαν καὶ Πανάκειαν καὶ θεοὺς πάντας τε καὶ πάσας, ἵστορας ποιεύμενος, ἐπιτελέα ποιήσειν κατὰ δύναμιν καὶ κρίσιν ἐμὴν ὅρκον τόνδε καὶ συγγραφὴν τήνδε:

ἡγήσεσθαι μὲν τὸν διδάξαντά με τὴν τέχνην ταύτην ἴσα γενέτῃσιν ἐμοῖς, καὶ βίου κοινώσεσθαι, καὶ χρεῶν χρηΐζοντι μετάδοσιν ποιήσεσθαι, καὶ γένος τὸ ἐξ αὐτοῦ ἀδελφοῖς ἴσον ἐπικρινεῖν ἄρρεσι, καὶ διδάξειν τὴν τέχνην ταύτην, ἢν χρηΐζωσι μανθάνειν, ἄνευ μισθοῦ καὶ συγγραφῆς, παραγγελίης τε καὶ ἀκροήσιος καὶ τῆς λοίπης ἁπάσης μαθήσιος μετάδοσιν ποιήσεσθαι υἱοῖς τε ἐμοῖς καὶ τοῖς τοῦ ἐμὲ διδάξαντος, καὶ μαθητῇσι συγγεγραμμένοις τε καὶ ὡρκισμένοις νόμῳ ἰητρικῷ, ἄλλῳ δὲ οὐδενί.

διαιτήμασί τε χρήσομαι ἐπ᾽ ὠφελείῃ καμνόντων κατὰ δύναμιν καὶ κρίσιν ἐμήν, ἐπὶ δηλήσει δὲ καὶ ἀδικίῃ εἴρξειν.

οὐ δώσω δὲ οὐδὲ φάρμακον οὐδενὶ αἰτηθεὶς θανάσιμον, οὐδὲ ὑφηγήσομαι συμβουλίην τοιήνδε: ὁμοίως δὲ οὐδὲ γυναικὶ πεσσὸν φθόριον δώσω.

ἁγνῶς δὲ καὶ ὁσίως διατηρήσω βίον τὸν ἐμὸν καὶ τέχνην τὴν ἐμήν.

οὐ τεμέω δὲ οὐδὲ μὴν λιθιῶντας, ἐκχωρήσω δὲ ἐργάτῃσιν ἀνδράσι πρήξιος τῆσδε.

ἐς οἰκίας δὲ ὁκόσας ἂν ἐσίω, ἐσελεύσομαι ἐπ᾽ ὠφελείῃ καμνόντων, ἐκτὸς ἐὼν πάσης ἀδικίης ἑκουσίης καὶ φθορίης, τῆς τε ἄλλης καὶ ἀφροδισίων ἔργων ἐπί τε γυναικείων σωμάτων καὶ ἀνδρῴων, ἐλευθέρων τε καὶ δούλων.

ἃ δ᾽ ἂν ἐνθεραπείῃ ἴδω ἢ ἀκούσω, ἢ καὶ ἄνευ θεραπείης κατὰ βίον ἀνθρώπων, ἃ μὴ χρή ποτε ἐκλαλεῖσθαι ἔξω, σιγήσομαι, ἄρρητα ἡγεύμενος εἶναι τὰ τοιαῦτα.

ὅρκον μὲν οὖν μοι τόνδε ἐπιτελέα ποιέοντι, καὶ μὴ συγχέοντι, εἴη ἐπαύρασθαι καὶ βίου καὶ τέχνης δοξαζομένῳ παρὰ πᾶσιν ἀνθρώποις ἐς τὸν αἰεὶ χρόνον: παραβαίνοντι δὲ καὶ ἐπιορκέοντι, τἀναντία τούτων. 

I swear by Apollo Healer, by Asclepius, by Hygieia, by Panacea, and by all the gods and goddesses, making them my witnesses, that I will carry out, according to my ability and judgment, this oath and this indenture.

To hold my teacher in this art equal to my own parents; to make him partner in my livelihood; when he is in need of money to share mine with him; to consider his family as my own brothers, and to teach them this art, if they want to learn it, without fee or indenture; to impart precept, oral instruction, and all other instruction to my own sons, the sons of my teacher, and to indentured pupils who have taken the Healer’s oath, but to nobody else.

I will use those dietary regimens, which will benefit my patients according to my greatest ability and judgment, and I will do no harm or injustice to them. Neither will I administer a poison to anybody when asked to do so, nor will I suggest such a course. Similarly, I will not give to a woman a pessary to cause abortion. But I will keep pure and holy both my life and my art. I will not use the knife, not even, verily, on sufferers from stone, but I will give place to such as are craftsmen therein.

Into whatsoever houses I enter, I will enter to help the sick, and I will abstain from all intentional wrong-doing and harm, especially from abusing the bodies of man or woman, bond or free. And whatsoever I shall see or hear in the course of my profession, as well as outside my profession in my intercourse with men, if it be what should not be published abroad, I will never divulge, holding such things to be holy secrets.

Now, if I carry out this oath and break it not, may I gain forever reputation among all men for my life and for my art; but if I break it and forswear myself, may the opposite befall me. – Translation by W.H.S. Jones.

William Henry Samuel Jones (1876–1963) was a British author, translator, and academic. He was known as Malaria Jones because of his theory that malaria was instrumental in the downfall of the classical civilizations of Greece and Rome.

~
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Archangel Raphael, the saint of healing. His name means “God has healed.” 

In the Old Testament of the Bible, there is a book called Tobit (Tb). Archangel Raphael acts as a companion to Tobit's son, Tobias, who journeys to Media from Nineveh and heals Tobias’s fiancée and father. It is only at the end of the journey that Raphael reveals himself by name as "one of the seven holy angels of the Apocalypse" that attend the throne of God.

Raphael is the regent of the sun, chief of the order of virtues, governor of the south, guardian of the west, ruling prince of the 2nd Heaven, overseer of the evening winds, guardian of the Tree of Life in the Garden of Eden, one of the six angels of repentance, and an angel of prayer, love, joy, and light. But above all, he is, as his name denotes, the angel of healing.

Raphael is the angel who heals the soul by bringing the “blind” back to “believers.”
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Chapter 1

July 10th —Wedding Day 

Lexi


[image: ]




“I hear wedding bells,” Sherie said in her cute Southern belle accent as she came into a small room that Lexi was using at the front of Edward’s church.

As Olivia watched Isabella place the headpiece on her daughter, she wiped a tear from her eye and said, “I am so glad that you and Edward made up. I was a little worried that you would become an old spinster.”

“Mother, a spinster? Really? I’m not that old.”

“Well, you are thirty-six.”

“Mom, you know my career took priority, and besides that, most of the men I work with are gay.”

Wiping another tear, Olivia said, “Well, I have no need to fret about it now. You’re getting married. I just wish your sister and dad could have been here.” 

Looking in the mirror at Olivia, Lexi responded, “Mom, you’re going to wreck your make-up. Maybe go and be seated. We’re almost ready.”

Olivia kissed her daughter’s head, thinking, Thank God Isabella could sub in for Tamara, but whispered, “Your dad would have been so proud.” 

Lexi smiled awkwardly at her bridesmaids as her mom left the room. To shift the room’s vibe, she said, “You all look so beautiful.” 

Lexi had designed the teal floor-length, V-neck silk dresses to match her wedding gown. She loved how the matching tulle showed off the intricate aquamarine gemstones hand-sewn throughout the netting. The ladies looked stunning in their very chic gowns.

Looking at herself in the mirror, Lexi looked like a Greek goddess in her one-of-a-kind backless wedding dress. The V-neck gave way to a cinched waist. The flow of the floor-length gown was spellbinding. As she moved, the light silver tulle fabric shimmered and glittered like stardust overtop of the white silk lining. It reminded her of beautiful ice crystals that shimmered brilliantly in the sun. And instead of a veil, Lexi wore a sparkling crystal tiara with matching earrings that dangled from her ear lobes. 

She had also designed the men’s attire. Edward’s silver and gray tux matched her dress. Little Aias, who now looked five, was the ring-bearer and looked adorable in his dark gray suspender shorts, matching vest, and teal bowtie. The best man and the groomsmen were wearing identical outfits but with pants, not shorts. 

The minister performing the ceremony was a good friend of Edward’s dad, Reverend O’Malley. The ladies were waiting patiently for one of the ushers to come and tell them when he was ready to start the ceremony. 

Lexi looked at the clock on the wall. Fifteen minutes late, really? “I thought it was supposed to be the bride who was running late. What is taking them so long?” Lexi said, getting antsy.

“I am sure they are just waiting for stragglers to come in and get seated. Edward probably thinks that it is you who is late,” chuckled Isabella.

Lexi looked at the clock again. Five more minutes had gone by. “Okay, something is wrong. Kesia, please go and find out what is taking so long.”

Kesia quickly went out the door.

A few moments later, the door opened.

While looking at her make-up in the mirror, Lexi said, “So, what is taking so long?” 

“Alexandra.”

That wasn’t Kesia’s voice. Turning, she saw Detective Redington staring at her. Startled, she asked, “What are you doing here?”

“Lexi, I am so sorry. I just came from a crime scene. It’s Edward. He was there. He’s—” 

Not being able to finish his sentence before she fainted, Redington barely heard her say, “Oh my God, the prophecy is coming true!”

“What prophecy?” asked Isabella as she went to catch Lexi.

“The prophecy that Mukesh read in Lexi’s Vedic Astrology Chart while we were in India. He predicted that there was going to be a misfortune concerning her marriage,” answered Kesia. 
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Chapter 2

July 10th —Wedding Day 

Crime Scene
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Sirens screaming.

“Hey, I found another one over here,” Edward heard a man yelling to someone.

“Is he alive?”

“I don’t think so.”

Then came a familiar voice. “How long do you think they have been like this?”

“Maybe an hour or two,” a female voice answered.

“Did you find any identification?” the familiar voice asked again.

This time a man answered. “No. But I did find this in the guy’s pocket.” 

“It looks like a wedding ring.” 

I’m alive! I’m alive! Edward thought. Why aren’t you helping me? 

Edward was past the point of feeling any pain. Most of the time, he imagined time like in a dream. All noises were magnified and intensified. He felt strange and lost at times, but he felt safer when he heard that familiar voice. I recognize that voice but from where?

“I’m done with my initial examination of the bodies, Detective. I won’t be able to tell you more until I get them back to the morgue,” the female coroner replied.

That’s it! That’s where I know the voice from. It’s Redington. Red! It’s me, Edward. Red, can you hear me? Yes, take me to my morgue.

“Take him to the emergency room,” Redington said, getting a weird vibe. 

No. I just need to go home. I’m okay.

To the coroner’s surprise, the EMT found a heartbeat, faint, but there was one. 

“How did you know?” the coroner asked.

“Just a hunch,” the familiar voice said. “Hey, wait. I’m coming with you.”

An ambulance carried the bodies to the hospital. Edward’s head looked like a football when he was admitted into the emergency room. Someone had smashed his head in with a bat. His eyes were so swollen that only his dental records confirmed who he really was. 

Edward was drifting in and out of consciousness. 

Mom, Dad, how have you been? Sorry I haven’t talked to you lately. Nobody would give me the phone number at the hotel you were staying in. So, how’s the trip been? Is dad spending time with you or just golfing? How he loves his golf. Oh, this is so nice. I miss you, guys.

Within minutes of arriving at the hospital, the doctor had ordered a CT scan that revealed acute subdural hematoma. Edward’s score on the Glasgow Coma Scale—a neurological scale that measures a person’s conscious state—was dropping quickly. The highest score is fifteen, indicating that the person is fully awake and alert. The lowest score possible is a three, indicating that the person “does not open their eyes,” “makes no sound,” and “makes no movements.” Edward’s score was a four.

The last thing Edward heard was someone telling another person, “The police don’t suspect that it was a robbery, but that leaves me trying to figure out the reason why these three people had to die. Let’s hope this fella’s luckier and isn’t number four.”

As a nurse came in with the dental records, the doctor read the patient’s name out loud.

“His name is what?” Redington asked.

“Reverend Edward Hawthorne.”

“Alexandra! The wedding! I have to go!”
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Chapter 3

July 10th —Wedding Day 

Edward
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My ears pop at the sound of the people speaking as they touch me. I could hear them normally before. Why do they sound so weird now?

It is unclear to me if there is something in my nose. My body feels mushy, and my limbs feel like they weigh a hundred pounds, but I can’t move my arms to check. I feel detached from my body. I know it’s mine, but I am not fully connected to it.

I hear the doctor tell someone to give me a sedative. No! I scream, but all I hear is a distorted whine and realize that a machine, not I, made the sound.

Thinking back to this morning, my mind grows groggy as I go to sleep from the drugs.

#
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Waking up unrested, Edward got out of bed. Still sleepy, he wobbled over to the shower. Taking off his housecoat, he stepped in and turned on the water. Putting his hands up to his face, he splashed some on to wake up and then realized that he would be married today. 

Instantly waking up, he finished washing and dried himself quickly. I still have to get the ring.

Calling an Uber to pick him up, he headed toward the front doors. 

His secretary and good friend, Casandra, met him just before reaching it. “Everything is ready for you in the cathedral. Alexandra’s favorite flowers have just arrived, and someone is placing them there now. Edward, it looks beautiful. Where are you headed?”

“I need to pick up her ring. The guy just finished it.”

Casandra looked at her watch. “Hurry back. You still have to get into your tux. You wouldn’t want to miss your own wedding.” 

Edward nodded as he rushed out, hopped into the waiting car, and gave the driver the address.

“Are you sure you want to go there?” the driver asked.

“Yes.”

“It’s your coin,” the driver replied but said it with a tone insinuating that it was his life that was at stake, not his money. 

The drive wasn’t too long, but Edward now understood the driver’s tone of voice. The address was in Brownsville, notorious for being one of the top ten most dangerous areas in New York City. 

“Are you sure this is the address?” Edward asked.

“It’s the one you gave me,” the guy answered. 

Edward nervously paid the guy and got out of the car.

“Sorry, pal, but I am not waiting for you,” he said and drove off almost before Edward shut the door.

Initially, Brownsville, a residential neighborhood located in East Brooklyn in New York City, was used by the Dutch for farming and manufacturing stone slabs and other construction items. Then, its residents shifted to mostly Jewish factory workers. But in the 1930s, the neighborhood changed to a majority of African-American and Latino residents. That is when it achieved notoriety as the birthplace of “Murder, Inc.,” an organized crime group that acted as the enforcement arm of the Italian-American Mafia, the Jewish Mob, and other closely connected organized crime groups.

Walking toward the street access of the commercial building, Edward opened the door cautiously. It wasn't 10:00 am, so he thought it shouldn't be too busy in there.

He was mistaken. Two guys were waiting for the storekeeper to bring them their items. The storekeeper brought out a small box for Edward as he passed another to a guy with biceps as big as tree trunks. Edward couldn’t help but watch as the guy with the big biceps struggled to do up the heavy gold chain around his neck. His buddy, laughing, finally helped him put it on. 

Having never been to this store before since the jeweler had met him at his funeral home, Edward was happy that a friend of his had forwarded his phone number. Opening the box to look inside, Edward took out the ring he had the jeweler design for him... even happier now since he was extremely impressed with the quality of his craftsmanship and the even better price tag. What a deal. Alexandra is going to love this!

Another man came into the shop wearing a long trench coat even though it was almost 75° Fahrenheit. 

“Give me what you owe,” Edward heard him say to the storekeeper.

“Take your sorry ass somewhere else. He’s busy,” said the guy with the biceps.

Not even looking at the guy, the man in the trench coat revealed a concealed bat and started swinging, knocking him out. 

The sound was horrifying.

As if in slow motion, Edward watched as the big bicep guy stood there dazed, took a few wobbly steps backward, then fell to the floor with blood pouring out of his head like a faucet.

The bat didn’t stop moving. Within seconds, the storekeeper and the friend were down. The guy in the trench coat just kept beating them.

As he turned toward the door, he spotted Edward.

Edward backed up slowly, putting the wedding ring into his pocket, raising his hands to signify surrender. Just as the bat connected with his skull, a bright white light exploded somewhere behind his eyes. The pain came from all directions. Unable to make any intelligible noise, Edward passed out.  

That was the moment Edward knew why he was in the hospital. He remembered the terror, fear, and pain. It was as if he had been struck by lightning, white-hot pain. 

The monitor connected to Edward sent out a piercing noise, and the heart monitor on the screen started flat-lining. 

“Doctor, he’s crashing and going into cardiac arrest!” yelled the nurse.

Doctor Singh instantly turned around and came back into the room. 

The nurse placed the mouthpiece over Edward’s mouth and started pumping a handheld bag valve mask. 

She would have started cardiopulmonary resuscitation, better known as CPR if the doctor wasn't right there. 

Before Edward stopped breathing altogether, Singh took hold of the two paddles connected to a much larger machine. The paddles he was using had metal plating on one side and plastic handles with buttons on the other side. Singh watched as one of the nurses turned the green button on the defibrillator. 

The nurse using the bag valve mask stopped and removed the unit.  

“CLEAR!” Singh shouted as he placed the paddles on Edward’s chest and pushed the buttons.

The machine was set to deliver a high voltage of three hundred joules of electrical energy that would surge through Edward’s body, stopping his heart long enough to allow the contractions to reset.

In that instant, Singh remembered his professor say, “Many people don’t know that the heart is dependent upon a small amount of electricity that comes from a person’s sinoatrial node—the natural pacemaker that sets and maintains the heartbeat. This electric current is transmitted from a group of cells located in the right atrium wall in the heart, causing it to contract and send oxygen-deprived blood to the lungs. Without this natural electricity produced in our body, we would die.”  

After watching the monitor, Singh told the nurse to increase the joules to see if Edward’s heartbeat returned to normal. 

“CLEAR!” he shouted again.

The sound on the monitor started to beep in the rhythm of a normal heartbeat.

Edward was unconscious, but at least his breathing seemed normal. 

Singh let out the breath of air he was holding and hoped Edward wasn’t in a coma.
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Chapter 4
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It had been many weeks since that dreaded day, her wedding day. The day Detective Redington was coincidently on the scene when they identified Edward, beaten and unconscious in some rough part of town. The why of it all had not yet been discussed with Lexi.

“What did you have to do to become a doctor?” Lexi asked.

Standing beside Edward’s hospital bed, checking his vitals, Doctor Neo Singh replied, “Do you mean all the steps I had to take to become a neurosurgeon?”

“Yes.”

“Do you have your phone with you?”

“Yes.”

“Look up the definition.”

Lexi was offended that he didn’t actually answer her question.

As he was leaving the room, he said, “And in case you meant my pre-med major, I received my bachelor’s degree in neuroscience.”

Lexi googled neuroscience first. 

Neuroscience integrates psychology, cell biology, genetics, biochemistry, physiology, anatomy, and other branches of the life sciences to provide comprehensive insights into the structure and function of the brain. 

Then she searched the requirements needed to become a neurosurgeon. A neurosurgeon is a physician who specializes in the diagnosis and surgical treatment of disorders of the central and peripheral nervous system, including congenital anomalies, trauma, tumors, vascular conditions, infections of the brain or spine, stroke, or degenerative diseases of the spine. 

Lexi looked at Edward. Trauma. You definitely had trauma. Lexi continued to read.

The education and training to become a neurosurgeon are rigorous and extensive and include the completion of:


	Four years of pre-medical education at a college or university.

	Four years of medical school, resulting in an M.D. or D.O. degree.

	One year internship in general surgery.

	Five to seven years in a neurosurgery residency program.

	Some neurosurgeons complete a fellowship after residency to specialize in a particular area.

	Continuing education—annual meetings, conferences, scientific journals, research—to keep up with advances made in the complex field of neurosurgery.



Speaking to Edward, even though he was in a coma, Lexi said, “At least you have a doctor who seems to be finely educated.”

“What did he answer? I didn’t hear it,” Redington said as he came in and kissed Lexi on her forehead.

“Funny.”

Red had been coming in every day since he found Edward. He couldn’t get the look on Lexi’s face out of his mind when he told her the news—absolute fear; then she went white as a ghost. He hadn’t been able to catch her as she fell to the ground from fainting. He still remembered how she had banged her head on a table and the blood that stained her wedding gown.

“How are you doing?” He was getting worried about how thin she was getting.

Lexi nodded. “Fine.”

“Here, I brought you a latte and a muffin. I thought you might be hungry.”

Taking the coffee, she said, “Thanks. I could use a good cup of coffee right now.”

Redington placed the wrapped muffin on the portable table beside Edward’s hospital bed and said, “Make sure you eat this later, will ya?”

Lexi nodded but stared at Edward. “It’s been four months. Why hasn’t he woken up yet?”

“I am just grateful to know that he has insurance. This place must be costing a pretty penny.”

“I wish Tamara was here. She would have known what to do.” Now thinking about Tamara, Lexi asked, “You still haven’t heard anything about her in Nepal?”

“No.”

“It’s just my luck that I couldn’t go and find her,” Lexi said sadly.

“Alexandra, maybe she doesn’t want to be found.”

“I doubt that. Tamara probably thinks Julian is still out there and is hiding from him.”

A group of interns came into Edward’s room.

“What are the two main healing purposes for a coma patient?” the attending asked the interns.

One of the new interns said, “To help the patient wake up from a coma and to prevent secondary complications.” 

“That is correct.”

A pretty little Asian physical therapist, with biceps like a bodybuilder, came in just as the group was leaving and said, “Hi, Lexi. Time for his daily stimulation.”

Redington hadn’t been there before to witness this part of Edward’s treatment. 

“What are you doing?” he asked.

The therapist answered, “I provide structured and organized sensory stimulation.”

“Oh. I thought your only job was to move him.”

“Yes, most people do think my only job is to preserve the patient’s physical condition through flexibility and range-of-motion exercises, but we are trained to work on all five senses, including touch, vision, sound, movement, and smell.”

Redington’s curiosity was heightened, and he asked, “You’re telling me that a person in a coma can smell?” 

“Aromatherapy is more than just for smelling. It has many healing benefits. It can penetrate the skin and enter the bloodstream. Stimulating the nervous system is just one of the benefits.” 

Based on Dr. Singh’s neurological assessment, Edward's rehabilitation team was next to come into the room. These nurses provided oximetry monitoring, tracheostomy care, suctioning, psychological services, and nutritional intervention.

And lastly, for the morning routine, another nurse came in and provided the medications to help stimulate Edward’s brain. 

“Wow, Alexandra, no need to worry about Edward’s care. I would say this is first-class.” 

“The doctor calls it Edward’s neuro-recovery coma program. Care is provided round-the-clock, with all of the necessary adaptive support and stimulation that he requires and needs,” Lexi said as she lovingly squeezed Edward’s hand.

“Now, all we need is a miracle,” Redington said as he kissed Lexi on the forehead again and left.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 5
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Sitting at his desk staring down at Edward’s chart, Neo Singh drifted into a memory of standing with his classmates when they had passed their final boards to practice independently as physicians. His Greek mother, Naida, and East Indian father, Paal, were watching with pride. Then, with his hand over his heart, he repeated the modern version of the Hippocratic Oath. I swear to fulfill, to the best of my ability and judgment, this covenant...

Coming back to the present moment, he thought to himself, Edward’s chance of recovery is dwindling with each day. Neo knew all too well the continuing debate about the potential for recovery of patients in a vegetative state is not very likely. The longer a patient remains in a coma, the poorer their chance of recovery. Most doctors know that almost half of the patients who have not recovered consciousness are forever left in a vegetative state by the end of the first week. Unfortunately, Edward had been in a vegetative state for weeks. I hate that I must tell Miss Constantine the truth that Edward’s chance for a full recovery is almost nil, but not today, maybe in the next day or two. 

It was his parents’ 40th anniversary, and he was going to their place for dinner. 

Upon entering their house, he was greeted by the familiar aroma of curry. His younger sister, Evangeline, had prepared a traditional Indian meal: salad, naan bread, raita—yogurt thinned out with a bit of water, salt, and roasted cumin powder—pickles, and Indian pickled onions. The main course consisted of corn kadai masala, potato, eggplant in pickling spices, and chicken biryani—a juicy chicken mixed with basmati rice, topped with a spicy buttery sauce. For dessert, there was an Indian cheesecake.

Neo and his sister had grown up within both cultures and enjoyed the benefits of each.

As Neo came into the kitchen, he said, “Namaste, sis, smells delicious.” 

“Yiasoo,” she greeted him in Greek, then kissed him on the cheek. 

Evangeline’s ten-year-old son, Todd, asked Neo, “How was your day at the hospital, uncle? Anything interesting that I would think was lit? Like, did you perform any brain surgery today?”

“Ya, you’ll like this one, Todd. I had to cut into...”

Teasing, Evangeline yelled, “Stop! Don’t tell him that. We are going to be eating in a few minutes.” 

“Awe, mom. I can handle it.”

“Well, I can’t. Now get out of here, you two.”

As they left the room, Neo grabbed Todd and gave him a fake noogie on the top of the boy’s head. 

Evangeline came out of the kitchen and said, “Okay, everyone, have a seat. We’re ready to eat.”

Neo’s father, Paal, said grace in Sanskrit: 


Brahmārpañam Brahma Havir BrahmāgnauBrahmañāhutaṃ,

Brahmaiva Tena Gantavyam BrahmakarmāSamādhinah.



Translation—


The act of offering is God. 

The oblation is God. 

By God, it is offered into the Fire of God. 

God is that which is to be attained by he who performs action pertaining to God.



After dinner, Neo watched his mom bow her head and mouth the Greek Orthodox Thanksgiving After-Dinner Prayer. 

He knew it well. Glory to the Father and to the Son and to the Holy Spirit, now and forever and to the ages of ages. Amen. Lord, have mercy. Lord, have mercy. Lord, have mercy. Lord, you have gladdened our hearts in your creation, and we have rejoiced in the work of your hands. The light of your countenance has shined upon us, Lord. You have gladdened our hearts. We have been satisfied with the good things of the earth. We shall sleep in peace and repose in you, for you alone, Lord, have sustained us in hope.

Before the plates were removed from the table, Todd shared what had happened at school that day, “A girl at school was using a pendulum during lunch and showing us how blessing your food changes the vibration of the food to a higher state of energy.”

Neo commented, “There is no science to prove that blessing your food actually works. Food is broken down into chemicals by your body’s digestive system and administered, stored, or dispelled as needed.”

“I know, but I thought it was cool. It gave tangible evidence to a ritual.”

“Neo, you take science so literally. Have you forgotten your religious upbringing?” Evangeline said, defending her son’s excitement.

Neo lifted his eyebrows to say, sure, whatever, or I guess, while looking at his sister. I see death every day. It has become hard for me to believe that there even is a God. 

Getting up so he wouldn’t ruin the evening, he said, “I have to go back to the hospital. Thanks for dinner.” Kissing his mom and dad goodnight, he said, “Love you both,” then headed to the door.
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P lacing the last crystal in the center of the Star of David, Luna bowed her head and prayed to the Horned God and Mother Goddess.

She had been working on this spell for days. The sacred geometry of the crystal grid was perfect for enhancing this specific spell.

She had been practicing Wicca for about two years now, and even though her friends joked about her being a pagan witch and practicing dark magic, she knew better. All of her spells and rituals were for protection, healing, abundance, and love. She had once practiced a shark magic spell to ward off evil but never had she practiced spells for vengeance or black magic.

The spell she was working on was for a friend, Kesia. They had known each other since kindergarten. 

A few days ago, at school in Jersey Shore, Luna was at her locker as Kesia walked up to open her own, which was right next to Luna’s. She still remembered what Kesia had said, “Long before modern medicine existed, it was common for people to look to pagan witches, despite their nefarious reputations.”

Shocked and unsure of how to take Kesia’s words, Luna responded, “We’re a particularly powerful source of healing.”

It seemed that was all Kesia needed to hear, for from that moment on, she was “attached to the hip” to Luna.

Luna heard a knock at the front door downstairs and her mom saying hi to Kesia.

“I’m almost ready,” Luna said as Kesia walked into her bedroom.

The look on Kesia’s face was awestruck. Luna’s room looked like it was from a medieval fantasy. There was a wooden moon on one wall with crystals and gemstones sitting on tiny shelves. A dreamcatcher with feathers and tasseled beads hanging from a deer horn was on another. Many lit candles, antique potion bottles, herbs, plants, and wands were on tables and shelves. On the wooden floor was a two-foot circle, the crystal grid Luna had created for this spell.

Sitting on the floor and crossing her legs into a lotus position, Kesia said, “Tell me about the pattern.” 

“Galileo once said, ‘Mathematics is the alphabet with which God has written the universe.’”

“The pattern is math?”

“Of sorts, yes. Artists, musicians, and philosophers have long evoked the power of sacred geometry in their work, from Da Vinci to Pythagoras.”

“Geometry?”

Luna traced the “Star of David” pattern with her finger. “Sacred sequences are inherent in everything from a simple pinecone to a snail shell, to the human body, to the Great Pyramids at Giza.” 

“It looks like a six-sided star.”

“It is. Two triangles, one overlays the other. The hexagon shape symbolizes the union of opposites that creates life itself: the fusing of male and female, of heaven and earth, lightness and darkness.”

“Opposites, like yin and yang.”

“Similar. The Jews adopted the spiritual symbol Anahata, the heart chakra symbol from the Hindus.”

“Fascinating. Who knew that geometry could be so interesting? Math class just took on a whole new meaning for me.”

“I am using this symbol today as the ‘Merkaba Vehicle.’ The divine light vehicle used by ascended masters to connect with and reach those in tune with the higher realms.”

“How does that help the spell?”

“The Star of David is a multidimensional vehicle used to strengthen our connection with the Source. I will be calling down the power to heal. We need a powerful source of magic to do that. Who better than a god?”

“I guess nobody. Hey, what are the candles and other stuff for?”

Luna had placed bamboo sticks to create the star and, for the circle, a circular row of olive leaves to build the crystal grid, after cleansing the space by smudging it using the smoke of white sage and sweetgrass. Almost touching end to end, encircling the star was an outer ring of quartz point crystals—cleansed previously by moonlight. Placed between the gemstones were two large white candles and two very large raw selenite rocks. Placed evenly outside the gem circle were five different colored flowers to signify the five elements, earth, air, water, fire, and spirit. 

“All of this is needed to attract the energy we require for this spell to work,” Luna shared as she passed Kesia a piece of paper and a quill pen. “Here, write down the person’s name that you want to do the spell for.”

Kesia took the pen and paper and wrote down  Rev. Edward Hawthorne.

Taking the piece of paper, Luna folded it and placed it under the crystal in the star's center.  

“Does the pink stone resting on the paper mean anything?” Kesia asked.

“It is rose quartz. It purifies and opens the heart at all levels to promote love, self-love, friendship, deep inner healing, and feelings of peace.”

Kesia watched as Luna lit the candles, picked up a handheld wand made of tanzanite, and started tracing the geometric-shaped pattern on the floor.

Not understanding what Luna was saying, Kesia asked, “What language is that?”

“It is a special purpose magical language that is whispered during the incantation.”  

“Like Abracadabra?”

“Sort of. Language has power. People use words to hurt, conceal, soothe, and evoke emotions in others. The right words affect real change.”

“As in, ‘You’re grounded.’ My mom likes those words,” Kesia joked.

Luna laughed, then said, “Or, I now pronounce you husband and wife. Words are powerful. This specialized linguistic form is one common ingredient of magic. The power is in words themselves.”

“What words are you saying?”

“Words to produce a desired transformational outcome. In this case, healing.”

“Is it similar to a mantra?”

“Similar. The earliest mantras were composed in Vedic Sanskrit in India. The words I am using are English and Latin, though.”

“Are they easy to learn?”

“Spells have two distinct phases, the first one concentrating on gathering in power, the second one on releasing it. It takes a bit of time to learn how to perform a spell. For now, I will say it for both of us. Your job is to think about Edward being healthy. I’ll do the rest.”

She didn’t want to spook Kesia and tell her everything. She wouldn’t understand who the Horned God and Mother Goddess are. 
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On the other side of the Atlantic Ocean, Isabella’s doctor’s assistant had called to schedule Aias’s routine check-up.

“Ah, I am not sure that we will be in town.”

“Madame, your son needs his check-up and immunization.”

“Ah, yes. I guess he does.”

The assistant made an appointment for the next day and told Isabella the time.

Looking at Aias, Isabella thought, This should be interesting.

The next day, Doctor Zutter was very surprised at Aias’s growth. “There is not much we can do for gigantism. I will order a scan of his brain just in case he may have an adenoma.”

“Adenoma?”

“Yes, a benign tumor on his pituitary gland. The pituitary is responsible for producing growth hormones. If your son has a tumor, that will explain his fast growth.”

“Doctor, I have researched most of the growth syndromes, and most talk about deformities and slow learning, which he has neither. In fact, he is very proportionate for a boy of five.”

“Yes, I was there when you gave birth, but your son isn’t even a year old.”

“I believe he is a child prodigy,” Isabella said, trying to shift the doctor’s thinking. “It is defined in psychology as a person under the age of ten who produces meaningful output in some domain to the level of an adult expert.”

“Yes, I know what a prodigy is, Ms. Jackson. And yes, he shows the language and cognitive milestones of a five-year-old, which I agree would be odd for a person diagnosed with gigantism. Wait here, will you please?”

A few minutes later, the doctor came back with another doctor. “Ms. Jackson, this is Doctor Reynolds. He is also from America. He would like to assess Aias.” 

“Is that necessary?” Isabella asked, trying to figure out a way to get Aias out of there without causing a scene. “Aias is doing great, and now that he has his shots, it’s all good.”

“Ms. Jackson, is it?”

“Yes.”

“You look familiar to me. Have we met before?”

“No. I don’t believe so.” But I am sure you have seen me on TV or at the movies.

Doctor Reynolds shook his head. “I will only be a few minutes with your son. You can stay if you like.”

Isabella didn’t have much choice. Nodding, she followed him and Aias into another room.

As they were walking, Aias laughed and touched an old lady passing him by in the hallway.

“Hallo, da Kleiner (Hi, there little one),” she said in German. 

“Hallo Frau. Wie geht es dir? (Hello, lady. How are you doing?),” Aias replied in perfect German.
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