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​Introduction
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“When you don’t listen, you don’t hear.

When you don’t look, you don’t see.”

WHEN OBSERVATION AND imagination fill the gaps that science can't explain. Science might erode the pillars of superstition, but sometimes, close observation, proves things to be true.

It’s believed by many, that crows are a symbol of bad luck and death, but by others, crows are the symbol of life, magic, and mysteries. They also symbolize intelligence, flexibility, and destiny.

Grandma was deeply superstitious and often warned us about bad omens. “I saw a single crow this morning, be careful!” she would say with great concern.

“Mother stop this nonsense!” my dad would dismiss her worries.

“Listen to me, son! When you see crow alone, your day will be a muss. You’ll see!”

Dad would go about his daily business as usual, but when he climbed the stepladder to clean the gutter, it slipped. Dad was hanging onto dear life until Mom and Grandma straightened the stepladder so he could let go of the edge of the roof and safely descend.

“Told you, son, didn’t I? One crow is a bad omen.”

Had the appearance of the crow really been an omen? Was it a coincidence or the slip caused by dad’s clumsiness? We may never find out.

Another time when I was getting ready for school, I put my sweater on inside out. Mom told me to take it off and turn it, but Grandma shrieked, “Don’t touch it! Once you put it on and notice, it’s a bad omen to take it off and put it back again the right way. Wear it like that all day.”

Mom was tired of arguing, so she let me leave the sweater on, but when I got home, I complained to my grandmother, “The inside out sweater was the bad luck, Grandma! The kids made fun of me all day.”

“But you will never know what could have happened if you had taken it off,” she warned. “You could’ve broken your leg or worse... You must take these omens seriously.”

Most of Grandma’s perceived omens remained unexplainable myths, but she always insisted that if we didn’t pay attention, who knows what would’ve happened. I didn’t become deeply superstitious like my grandma was, but I always kept my mind open for possibilities and for things I simply couldn’t explain by rational thinking.

In this short journal I reveal some of my observations and experiences with having the privilege to know a crow family for decades, and I also share a great memory of watching and raising a litter of orphaned fox pups. They were our guests for one summer, but they stayed in our hearts forever. Watching them using their instincts and developing their skills to become mighty hunters of the night had been an invaluable experience.

My parents taught me that every single human, animal, and plant has a purpose and place on this beautiful Earth, and to respect every single life.

I’m a writer. Am I telling you a true story or is this a figment of my imagination? You decide. I wrote this story only for the purpose of entertainment, but I hope you will be able to relate to my observations, feelings, and experiences, and appreciate these intelligent, majestic birds as much as I do.
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​Upcoming Good Luck
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WE LIVED IN A NOISY city that never sleeps, when my friend, Marie, had moved to a small town in the mountains. Every time we spoke, she was singing odes about the beauty of country life. We visited them a few times, and fell in love with the small town in the mountains, too. Growing up in a small town, I never really adapted to life in the crowded city. I loved to be close to nature and craved the quiet life in the mountains.

After a long deliberation and weighing all our options, we decided to contact a real-estate agent to find a home for us. I was excited and a little anxious when the moving day finally arrived, which didn’t go as smoothly as we planned. My husband, Zoltan, was the manager of the co-op building and as the movers loaded the truck, the water pipe broke on the 14th floor, flooding the apartments below. He couldn’t make the over 100-mile drive with us, thus having to stay back to make sure that everyone in the building was safe, the pipes fixed, and the water damage cleaned up. My young daughter and I had to drive behind the moving truck and supervise the moving of furniture and countless boxes into our new home.

The three hours’ drive was tiring but pleasant, and when we pulled into the driveway and opened the doors, the driver and two helpers stretched their legs, and then sat on the patio for a few minutes before starting to unload our belongings.

“Can you smell that?” Pedro, the plump, friendly driver of the moving truck leaned back on the chair and asked, looking at the two younger men.

“I smell nothing.” The taller man in uniform sniffed the air.

“That’s what I’m talkin’ about, man!” Pedro exclaimed. “No smell of rotten garbage, exhaust fumes, nothing. Just clean air.”

“Yeah,” the young man replied with a dreamy expression on his face. “I wish I could live in a house like this.”

“Me too, my friend, me too,” Pedro replied, with a heavy sigh. “Maybe one day. But, let’s get cracking if we want to get home before sundown.”  

I called my friend, Marie, who lived close by, and she arrived soon. “I’m so glad you’re finally here.” She hugged my daughter and me. “I’ve missed you guys, every day.” She scanned the loaded truck and the men carrying boxes inside. “Let’s get this stuff organized.”

My young daughter, Eszter, seemed lost and exhausted after the long drive and all the commotion of moving, so I asked Pedro to first carry her furniture up to her new room. While the movers were working, our long haired, silver cat, Fancy, started panicking in the pet carrier. When everything was upstairs, I let the cat out of the carrier in my daughter’s room.

Marie hooked up the TV and I got the snacks I packed for my daughter and the cat. They both calmed down quickly, the cat curled up on Eszter’s lap, and they settled in to watch cartoons.

We had a lot more furniture and boxes in the truck, so we got to work. “What a noisy bunch you got back there,” Marie commented, pointing toward the back of the property as I picked up a small box.

I was too busy before to notice, but when she pointed it out, I saw two crows and a pair of Blue Jays squabbling in the clearing between the tall pine trees. They made quite a ruckus as the crows chased the beautiful, blue birds toward the thick bushes.

Pedro seemed to be annoyed by the noise, and I detected a bit of fear in his eyes. “Crows are a bad omen,” he huffed as he was sliding the sofa from the truck toward his helpers.

Marie looked at me with worry in her eyes. “Yeah, I’ve heard that too.”

I remembered what my superstitious grandma told me about crows.  Her words came back so clearly. “When crows live by and a single crow visits you, it’s considered an omen of bad luck, indeed. But look!” I pointed to the clearing where two crows now stood on a tree stump, quietly watching us. “There are two of them, which means good luck. It’s a good omen, don’t worry.”

“Really?” Marie asked, surprised. “Tell me more. Yesterday there were seven of them noisy birds in my backyard. They creeped me out, so I shooed them away.”

“Oh! You shouldn’t have done that! According to my grandma, seven crows showing up in your yard heralds travel or a major, positive change in your life.”

“Rats!” Marie exclaimed. “Then I shouldn’t have shooed them away! You think something bad’s going to happen?” she asked and let out a short, nervous laugh, still eyeing the crows.

“Oh, come on, Marie, it’s just silly superstition. You don’t think crows can predict the future, do you?”

“I do!” Pedro offered with worry in his voice as he jumped off the truck and came closer to us, wiping his forehead with a handkerchief. “My mother was born in Mexico, and she always warns me about omens and signs. What if there are three crows? Yesterday morning there were three of them in my yard. I hate them creepy birds!”
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