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The first stone dislodges reluctantly, with a spray of crumbly dark loam and the petrichor scent of damp earth. I'd stumbled over its angled corner poking out of a tangle of long grasses beneath a clutch of paper birch trees, but its straight lines and sharp corners identify it as no mere rough stone. Intrigued, I pull on my gloves and drag away the creeping grass, then angle my trowel into the earth next to it. After a moment I go for my long-handled gardening shovel. This thing is big.

Five minutes later I've unearthed a five-sided polyhedral block stamped D.S.C.C. on one angled face and Quartzite 6 on another. Dominion Steel and Coal Company is my educated guess. It's a little bigger than a shoebox, and it must weigh over thirty pounds. I glance into the hole and see the smooth, dirt-speckled side of another waiting stone.

After half an hour of digging, pulling, and jostling, I've dug out three more stones and scraped a thin layer of earth and long grass back to reveal many more. Though battered, with once-sharp edges chipped and surfaces marred with dark spider-web cracks, they'll make perfect garden edgings. Leaning on my shovel, I survey them and the neglected yard. The weeds have choked around the sagging outbuildings as Gramps' health and mind have failed, so there's plenty to do.

Rob and I have been in my grandparents' house six weeks and summer is blossoming. Oddly, it feels like both a homecoming, and an invasion. Even with Granna gone and Gramps in the nursing home, it's still “their” house to me. Rob has busied himself inside, renovating the kitchen, but I want to do something outside that says, we're here, and we're staying. We belong. I'm still not sure about this move. But I want it to work.

I roll a stone over with my foot. The find seems serendipitous, but I wonder at their provenance, and why they've lain unused while the birches and grass grew up around them? I can hazard a guess. Gramps had lived through the Great Depression and become a collector of the possibly-useful. Sadly, he probably won't be able to tell me much about them, unless I catch him on a rare good day.

I get a glass of cold water from the house and stroll back up to the pile of stones, our calico cat following me with feigned disinterest. She sniffs around the disturbed grasses while I sip, no doubt scenting field mice or voles. Then she steps onto one of the stones.

And immediately pulls her paw back, shaking it as if she'd touched water. She hisses, ears pinned back against her head.
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