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The raven bends infinity, casts light into darkness, and

Guides lost souls to their authentic selves.

 

“There is wisdom in a raven's head.”

~Gaelic Proverb~





Cailleach

Beware the Cailleach, the veiled one

She's disguised in many forms

A beautiful enchantress

An old hag

And even a crow or raven

At will, she commands land and sea

Stealing skies with dark clouds

Enchanting forest misty, and

Unleashing winter's tempest

When ethers pause and ravens arise

You'll know she's arrived.

~E. Denise Billups~

 

The Gaelic Mythology of Cailleach, pronounced (Kye-luhkh), is a divine hag, a creator and weather deity. A goddess of winter and spring, like the seasons she's ageless and infinitely renewed and believed to appear in many forms, even crows, and ravens. During times of war, she enchants with mist and forms dark clouds over battlefields. She's as ancient as history.





Olivia 
A Quarter Moon

“A QUARTER MOON … WE'RE SAFE.” Olivia Lereux leans into the night and squints her green French Creole eyes at the two-sided moon—half dark, half opalescent. She sighs and tugs the plaid shawl about her thin shoulders, espying thick fog crowning Frenchman Bay, and Porcupine Island ahead. A view she and her brother Edward watched countless evenings on the porch in silence. Olivia lolls in her usual wicker chair, creaking beneath her delicate frame. She tilts her head, relishing the cool mist on her face and a trickle of herbal tea down her throat. The infusion soothes biting pain moving like microscopic volcanic ruptures along her arms and legs. A monthly ailment she's suffered since eighteen intensifies with old age.

“It's a quarter moon, Axel,” she says, rubbing the top of her beloved chocolate Border collie's head.

Axel barks twice rises to his hind, and howls a double “A-rooo,” that sounds almost human.

“Love you too,” she says with a chuckle at his mimicry which he often does when directly spoken to. He lifts his wolfish yellow-eyed gaze and prods his nose into her side, a motion for a rub she gives reflexively with a double treat he loves, a scratch behind his ears. My constant companion … Without him, she'd be alone when work sequesters Edward for days in the laboratory.

Hmm, he's been gone a while … two maybe three days. She scours her memory, recalling she'd made apple pie on Saturday, three days ago. Edward and that young man … What's his name? They ate several slices on the porch. Or was it a week ago? Nonetheless, she knows he'll return. Olivia doesn't mind being alone on the cliffs, miles from town or anyone, except the Gibson family living apiece down the road. Occasionally, their son pops in after weekend hikes along the cliffs. A visit she welcomes with her prized Cortland apple pie and cider. She rakes her brain to evoke his name. Brad … Ben … Oh, yes, Brent … Lovely man.

An ebon cloud steals the moon, staining night onyx black. Olivia leans forward, sighting an unusual mass rolling west. Her thoughts wander. Darkness beclouds her mind once more.





Ravine 
Sole Beneficiary

“WHAT HAPPENED TO THE FULL MOON?” Ravine ducks and looks past the windshield at a dark mass quartering the bright orb. That's strange. Doesn't an eclipse happen during the day? Maybe it's just a cloud. She reclines in the driver's seat staring at what's become a constant in her life—freeways. Traveling again … She sighs … a wanderer just like my parents. She's never stayed one place too long. An itch hits and she's gone—just her, the car, camera, laptop, and basic necessities. Now, she travels a familiar road, toward a place she swore never to return six years ago. But intuitively, she knew one day she would. For the same reasons that brought her to Covington Cove at seven-years-old, a similar fate calls her back. A family curse she once doubted, she's now starting to believe.

One, two, three … she counts white 'through lines' to one-hundred then start again—a game to stay alert and keep worries at bay. Futile … Aunt Olivia and Uncle Edward creep between twenty-five and twenty-seven. Soon, lines mesmerize, converging white waves on a tar sea. The car swerves. A horn beeps. Ravine drifts into the right lane, slows the car, grabs the Pepsi from the cup holder, and takes a tepid sip. Her fourth can.
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